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Chapteb  IL 

THE  PENITEITT'S  RETREAT. 


Nicholas  and  Sherborne  returned  by  a  different  road  from  that  taJcen 
by  the  others,  and  loitered  so  much  by  the  way  that  they  did  not  amre 
at  the  manor-house  until  the  prisoner  and  his  escort  had  set  out.  Pro- 
bably this  was  deagned,  as  Nicholas  seemed  relieved  when  he  learnt  they 
were  eone.  Having  entered  the  house  with  his  brotbear-in-law,  and  oon- 
ducted  him  to  an  apartment  opening  out  of  the  hall,  usually  oecupied  by 
Mistress  Assheton,  and  where,  in  hctj  they  found  that  amiable  lady  em- 
ployed at  her  embroidery,  he  lefit  Sherborne  with  her>  and  making  some 
excuse  for  his  own  hasty  retreat,  betook  himself  to  another  part  of  the 
house- 
Mounting  the  principal  staircase,  which  was  of  dark  oak,  with  ridily^ 
carved  railing,  he  turned  into  a  gallery  communicating  with  the  sleeping 
iqportments,  and,  after  proceeding  more  than  half-way  down  it,  haltea 
before  a  door,  which  he  unlockecC  and  entered  a  spacious  but  evidently 
disused  chamber,  hung  round  with  faded  tapestry,  and  containinc^  a  larM 
gloomy-looking  bedstead.  Securing  the  door  carefully  after  mm,  Ni- 
cholas raised  the  hanging  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  and  presanff  agamst 
a  spring,  a  sliding  panel  flew  open.  A  screen  was  placed  withm,  so  as 
to  hide  from  view  the  inmate  of  the  secret  chamber,  and  Mcholas,  having 
coughed  slightly,  to  azmounce  his  presence,  and  received  an  answer  in  a 
low,  melandioly  female  voice,  stepped  through  the  i^terture,  and  stood 
within  a  small  closet. 

It  was  tenanted  by  a  lady,  whose  features  and  figure  bore  the  strongest 
maAs  of  affliction.  Her  person  was  so  attenuated  that  she  looked  little 
more  than  a  skeleton — her  fingers  were  long  and  thin — ^her  chedcs  hol- 
low and  deathly  pale— her  eyes  lustreless  and  deep  sunken  in  their 
sockets — and  her  hair,  once  jetty  as  the  raven's  wing,  prematurely 
Wannhed     Sw^  was  the  profound  s^c>om  stamped  iqpon  bee 
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that  it  was  impossible  to  look  upon  her  without  compassion,  while^  in 
spite  of  her  woe-begone  looks,  there  was  a  noble  character  about  her  that 
elevated  the  feeling  into  deep  interest,  blended  with  respect.  She  wa^ 
kneeling  beside  a  small  desk,  with  an  open  Bible  laid  upon  it,  which  she 
was  intently  studying  when  the  squire  appeared. 

'*  Here  is  a  terrible  text  for  you,  Nicnolas,'*  she  said,  regarding  him 
mournfully.  "  Listen  to  it,  and  judge  of  its  effect  on  me.  Thua  it  is 
written  in  Deuteronomy : — *  There  diall  not  be  found  among  you  any 
one  that  maketh  his  son  or  his  daughter  to  pass  through  the  fire,  or  that 
useth  divination,  or  an  observer  of  times,  or  an  enchanter,  or  a  witch*' 
A  witch,  Nicholas— do  you  mark  the  word  ?  And  yet  more  particular  is 
the  next  verse,  wherein  it  is  said  : — '  Or  a  charmer,  or  a  consulter  with 
fiuniliar  spirits,  or  a  wizard,  or  a  necromancer.'  And  then  oometh  the 
denunciation  of  divine  anger  against  such  offenders,  in  these  awful 
words : — '  For  all  that  do  these  things  are  an  abomination  unto  the 
Lord  :  and  because  of  these  abominations,  the  Lord  thy  God  doth  drive 
them  out  from  before  thee.'  Again,  it  is  said  in  Leviticus,  that  *  the  Lord 
setteth  his  face  against  such,  to  cut  them  off.'  And  in  Exodus,  the  law 
is  expressly  laid  down  thus — *  Thou  shalt  not  suffer  a  witch  to 
XJVE.'  There  is  no  escape  for  her,  you  see.  By  the  divine  command  she 
must  perish,  and  human  justice  must  carry  out  the  decree.  Nicholas,  I 
am  one  of  the  offenders  thus  denounced,  thus  condemned.  I  have  prac- 
tised witchcraft,  consulted  with  familiar  spirits,  and  done  other  abomina- 
tions in  the  sight  of  Heaven  ;  and  I  ought  to  pay  the  full  penalty  of  my 
offences." 

"  Do  not,  I  beseech  you,  madam,"  replied  the  squire,  **  continue  to 
take  this  view  of  your  case.  However  you  have  sinned,  you  have  made 
amends  by  the  depth  and  sincerity  of  your  repentance.  Your  days  and 
nights — for  you  allow  yourself  only  such  rest  as  nature  forces  on  you,  and 
twee  even  that  most  unwillingly — are  passed  in  constant  prayer.  Your 
abstinence  is  severer  than  any  anchoress  ever  practised,  for  I  am  sure  for 
the  last  month  you  have  not  taken  as  much  food  altog^ether  as  I  consume 
in  a  day ;  while,  not  content  with  this,  you  perform  acts  of  penance  that 
afflict  me  beyond  measure  to  think  upon,  and  which  I  have  striven  in 
vain  to  induce  you  to  forego.  There  will  be  no  occasion  to  deliver  your- 
self up  to  justice,  madam ;  for,  if  you  g^  on  thus,  and  do  not  deal  with 
yourself  a  little  more  mildly,  your  accounts  with  this  world  will  be  speedily 
settled." 

"  And  I  should  rejoice  to  think  so,  Nicholas,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter, 
'^  if  I  had  any  hope  in  the  world  to  come.  But,  alas !  I  have  none.  I 
cannot,  by  any  act  of  penitence  and  contrition,  expiate  my  offences.  My 
soul  is  darkened  by  despair.  I  know  I  ought  to  give  myself  up — that 
Heaven  and  man  alike  require  my  life,  and  I  cannot  reconcile  myself  to 
avoiding  my  just  doom." 

"  It  is  the  Evil  One  who  puts  these  thoughts  into  your  head,"  replied 
Nicholas,  <<  and  who  fills  your  heart  with  promptings  of  despair,  that  he 
may  again  obtain  the  mastery  over  it.  But  take  a  calmer  and  more  con- 
solatory view  of  your  condition.  Human  justice  may  require  a  public 
sacrifice  as  an  example,  but  Heaven  will  be  satisfied  with  contrition  in 
secret* 

<^  I  trust  so,"  replied  the  lady,  vainly  striving  td  draw  comfort  firom  hia 


woffdg.  "  Ohy  Nicholas !  you  do  not  know  the  temptotions  I  am  exposed 
to  in  this  diAaaher^-rthe  difficulty  I  experience  in  keeping  my  thou^hti 
fixtd  on  one  object— the  distractions  I  undeigo— the  mental  ooscurations 
— the  &inting8  of.  spirit — ^the  bodily  prostration — the  terrors,  the  incon- 
ceivable terrors  that  assail  me.  Sometimes  I  wish  my  spirit  would  flee 
away,  and  be  at  rest.  Best !  there  if  none  for  me— none  m  the  g^ve— • 
none  beyond  the  graye-^and  therefore  I  am  afraid  of  death,  and  still 
more  of  the  judgment  after  death !  Man  might  inflict  all  the  tortures  he 
could  deyise  upon  this  poor  £rame.  I  would  bear  them  all  with  pa,tience, 
with  delight,  if  I  thought  they  would  purchase  me  immunity  hereafter  f 
But  with  the  dread  conviction,  the  almost  certainty,  that  it  will  be  other- 
wise,  I  can  only  look  to  the  final  consummation  with  despair  !** 

''  Again  I  tell  you  these  suggestions  are  evil,"  said  Nicholas.  **  The 
Son  of  Gody  who  sacrificed  himself  for  man,  and  by  whose  atonement  all 
mankind  hope  for  salvation,  has  assured  us  that  the  greatest  sinner  who 
repents  shall  be  forgiven,  and,  indeed,  is  more  acceptable  in  the  eyes  of 
Heaven  than  him  who  has  never  erred.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  attempt  to 
exculpate  you  in  your  own  eyes,  or  extenuate  your  former  criminality. 
You  have  sinned  deeply,  so  deeply  that  you  may  well  shrink  aghast  from 
the  contemplation  of  your  past  life — may  well  recoil  in  abhorrence  from, 
yourself,  and  may  fitly  devote  yourself  to  constant  prayer  and  acts  of 
penitence.  But  having  cast  off  your  iniquity,  and  sincerely  repented,  I 
bid  you  hope— I  bid  you  place  a  confident  reliance  in  the  clemency  of  an 
all-merciftil  Power." 

**  You  give  me  much  comfort,  Nicholas,**  said  the  lady,  "  and  if  teartf 
of  blood  can  wash  away  my  sin,  they  shall  be  shed ;  but  much  as  you 
know  of  my  wickedness,  even  you  cannot  conceive  its  extent.  In  my 
madnesB,  for  it  was  nothing  else,  I  cast  off  all  hopes  of  Heaven,  renounced 
my  Redeemer,  was  baptized  by  the  demon,  and  entered  into  a  compact 
by  which — I  shudder  to  speak  it — my  soul  was  surrendered  to  him." 

^  You  placed  yourself  in  fearful  jeopardy,  no  doubt,"  rejoined  Nicholas ; 
«  but  yon  have  broken  the  contract  in  time,  and  an  all-righteous  judge  will 
not  permit  the  penalty  of  the  bond  to  be  exacted.  Seeing  your  penitence, 
Satan  has  relinquished  all  claim  to  your  soul." 

*^  I  do  not  think  it,"  replied  the  lad^.  <*  He  will  contest  the  point  to 
the  last,  and  it  is  only  at  tne  last  that  it  will  be  decided." 

As  she  spoke,  a  sound  like  mocking  laughter  reached  the  ears  of 
Nicholas. 

'^  Did  you  hear  that  ?"  demanded  Mistress  Nutter,  in  accents  of  wildest 
terror.     *'  He  is  ever  on  the  watch.     I  knew  it — I  knew  it." 

Clasping  her  hands  together,  and  fixing  her  looks  on  high,  she  then 
addressed  the  most  fervent  supplications  to  Heaven  for  deliverance  from 
evil,  and  ere  long  her  troubled  countenance  began  to  resume  its  former, 
serenity,  proving  that  the  surest  balm  for  a  *'  mind  diseased"  is  prayer. 
Her  example  had  been  followed  by  Nicholas,  who,  greatly  alarmed,  had 
dropped  upon  his  knees  likewise,  and  now  arose  with  somewhat  more 
compoenre  in  his  demeanour  and  aspect. 

''  I  am  sorry  I  do  not  bring  you  good  news,  madam,"  he  said,  '*  but 
Jem  Device  has  been  arrested  this  morning,  and  as  the  fellow  is  matly 
exasperated  against  me,  he  threatens  to  betray  your  retreat  to  the  officers ; 
and  t&oogli  he  i%  ffohMj^  unacquainted  with  it,  notwithstanding  hif 
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boMtme*,  still  he  miy  cante  iwmeli  to  be  made,  and,  therefore,  I  ihink 
you  had  better  be  remoTed  to  some  other  hiding-place." 

'^  Deliver  me  up  without  taiare  a;do,  T  pray  jou,  Nicholas,"  said 
the  lady.  ,         . 

-  «  Ycm  Iaow  niy  iresbhition  oil  th^tjKnnt^  injadam^"  he  zteplied,  ''and, 
-^•refore,  it  is  idue  to  attempt  to  diaWit.;  For  your  daogfater's  sake,  if 
Jibt  for  yom*  own,  I  iinll  sa^e  yotu,  i«  sfAte  of  yonrselL  Yoo  wooU  not  fix 
k  bratid  for  ever  on  Afizon^s  name — you  woold  not  destvoyr  her?" 
^  ^  I  wooM  noty^repfied  the  wretched  ladj.  ^.Bnt  have  yoa  beaxd  trom 
'  her— have  yon  seen  ner  ?    Tell  me,  is  she  i^  and  hntpy  ?'' 

'^  She  is  welly  and  would  be  hi^py^  were  it  not  for  her  atsdety  about 
'you,''  replied  I^cholas,  ev^vely.    f^  But  for  her  gake«-<*niine-»*your  own 
-«— I  must  urge  you  to  seek  sotoe  other  place  of  nfuge  to«night,  m  if  you 
ane  discovered  here,  you  wiS  boring rwn  on  usalL" 

**  I  win  no  Id&ger'debate  the  pomtv"  v^phed  3Cstress  Nutter.  ^  Where 
ftattlgor  ... 

■  ■■■  4t  Inhere  is  one  place  of  «bsoI^te  aecurit;^,  hut,  I  do  not  like  to  mentkxi 
it^^  rqulied  mchobB.  ^' Yet  stall  as  it  viU  only  be  necessary  to  remam 
fo  a  day  or  two,  dU  the  semeh  iMmex,  when  yoa  oan  setom  bere^  it 
csimot  much  mJatter.**  .1        *  ; 

"  Where  is  it?**  asked  Mistress  Nutter-  ...^     . 
'  ^  Halkin  Tower,*'  answered  the  squiriei  with  some  hesitation. 

**!  will  never  go  to  that  aeour^ea  plaofB,"  cried  the  lady»  ^^Send  me 
hence,  when  you  ^11 — now,  or  at  midnight,  and  Jiet  me  seek  shelter  on  the 
Ifleak  iells,  or  on  the  desolate  iadoors^  but  bid  me  not  go  there !" 

^' And  yet  it  is  the  best  and  safest  place  foor  jtn^**  jetamed  Nicholas, 
SOiknewhat  tesiily ;  <*  and  for  this  reason,,  that  being  ;reputad  to  be  haunted, 
w  one  win  venture  to  molest  you.  As  to  Mptber  Qemdike,  I  suppose  you 
xtre  not  aJ&aid  of  her  ghost,  and  if  the  .evil  bougs  you  apprehend  were 
'able  or  inclined  to  do  you  mischief|  they  would.not  wait  till  you  got  there 
^tD  execute  their  purpose.'* 

'  ^  True,"  said  Mistress  Nutter,  *^  1  was  wrong  to  hesitate.  I  wiU  go." 
''You  win  bees  safe  there  as  here,  ay,  aijudT^afiar,"  njoined  Nieholas, 
*^  or  I  would  not  urge  the  retreat  upon  you.  I  amabout  to  tide  over  to 
iEddleton  this  morning  to  see  your  daughter  and  Biehard  Assheton,  and 
$ha31  sleep  at  WhaUey,  so  that  I  shall  not  be  able  to  adoompany  yon  to  the 
tower  to-night,  but- old  Crondi,  the  huntsman,  shall  be  in  widting  for  you, 
as  soon  as  it  nows  dusk,  in  the  suinmer*houi^  with  which,  as  you  know, 
iSie  secret  stautsase  connected  with-  this  roem  oommeoicatas^  end  he  shall 
have  a  horse  in  readiness  to  take  you,  together  with  such  matters  as  you 
itaify  vdquir9»  to  theplao^of  refuga  Heaven  guard  you^  madam  T' 
'"Ameur  responded  the  lady. 

'^'^^Andnow,  wewenr  said  Nicholas.    ^<  I  shall  hope  to  sM  you  back 
'ajMin  ere  many  days  be  gonei  when  youv  quietude  will  not  again  be 

'-  So  saying,  ho  stepped  back,  and  passii^r  through  Ae  panel,  doied  it 
after  him.  ,       . 
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Chapter  IIL 
hiddleton  hall. 

MiDDLETON  Hall,  the  residence  of  Sir  Richard  Assheton,  was  a  large 
quadrangular  structure,  built  entirely  of  timber,  and  painted  externally  in 
black  and  white  chequer-work,  fanciful  and  varied  in  design,  in  the  style 
peculiar  to  the  better  class  of  Tudor  houses  in  South  Lancashire  and 
Cheshire.  Surrounded  by  a  deep  moat,  supplied  by  a  neighbouring 
stream,  and  crossed  by  four  drawbridges,  each  &ced  by  a  gateway,  this 
vast  pile  of  building  was  divided  into  two  spacious  courts,  one  of  which 
contained  the  stables,  bams,  and  offices,  while  the  other  was  reserved  for 
the  family  and  the  guests  by  whom  the  hospitable  mansion  was  almost  con- 
stantly crowded.  In  the  last-mentioned  part  of  the  house  was  a  g^reat 
gallery,  with  deeply  embayed  windows  filled  with  painted  glass,  a  floor 
of  polished  oak,  walls  of  the  same  dark  lustrous  material,  hung  with  por- 
traits of  stiff  b^uties,  some  in  ruff  and  farthingale,  and  some  in  a  costume 
of  an  earlier  period,  among  whom  was  Margaret  Barton,  who  brought  the 
manor  of  Middleton  into  the  family ;  frowning  warriors,  beginning  with 
Sir  Ralph  Assheton,  Knight-marshal  of  England  in  the  reign  of  Ed- 
ward IV.,  and  sumamed  **  the  Black  Knight  of  Assheton-under-line,"  the 
founder  of  the  house,  and  husband  of  Margaret  Barton  before  mentioned^ 
and  ending  with  Sir  Richard  Assheton,  grandfather  of  the  present  owner 
of  the  mansion,  and  one  of  the  heroes  of  Flodden;  grave  lawyers,  or 
graver  divines — a  likeness  running  through  all,  and  showing  they  be- 
longed to  one  line  ;  a  huge  carved  mantelpiece,  massive  tables  of  walnut 
or  oak,  and  black  and  shining  as  ebony,  set  round  with  high-backed  chairs* 
Here,  also,  above  stairs  there  were  long  corridors  looking  out  through 
lattices  upon  the  court,  and  communicating  with  the  almost  countlesa 
dormitories,  while,  on  the  floor  beneath,  corresponding  passages  led  to  all 
the  principal  chambers,  and  terminated  in  the  grand  entrance-hall,  the- 
reof of  which  being  open,  and  intersected  by  enormous  rafters,  and  crooks* 
of  oak,  like  the  ribs  of  some  '*  tall  ammiral,"  was  thoug^ht  from  this  cir- 
cumstance, as  well  as  from  its  form,  to  resemble  **  a  ship  turned  upside* 
down."  The  lower  beams  were  elaborately  carved,  and  ornamented  with 
gilded  bosses  and  sculptured  images,  sustaining  shields  emblazoned  with 
the  armorial  bearings  of  the  Asshetons.  As  many  as  three  hundred 
matchlocks,  in  good  and  serviceable  condition,  were  ranged  round  the 
entrance-hall,  bc^des  corslets,  Almayne  rivets,  steel  caps,  and  other  accou- 
trements ;  this  stand  of  arms  having  been  collected  by  Sir  Richard's  pre- 
decessor during  the  military  muster  made  in  the  country  in  1574,  when 
he  had  raised  and  equipped  a  troop  of  horse  for  Queen  Elizabeth.  Outside 
the  mansion  was  a  garaen,  charmingly  laid  out  in  parterres  and  walks, 
and  not  only  earned  to  the  edge  of  the  moat,  but  continued  beyond  it  till 
it  reached  a  high  knoll  crowned  with  beech-trees.  A  crest  of  tall  twisted 
chimneys,  a  high  roof  with  quaintly  carved  gables,  surmounted  by  many 
gilt  vanes,  may  serve  to  complete  tne  picture  of  Middleton  Hall. 

On  a  lovely  summer  evening,  two  young  persons  of  opposite  sexes 
were  seated  on  a  bench  placed  at  the  foot  of  one  of  the  lar&^t  and  most 
umbrageous  of  the  beech-trees  crowning  the  pleasant  emmenoe  befora 
mentioned ;  and  though  differing  in  aspect  and  character^  the  one  being 

VOL.  zxn.  c 


6  THE  UkUQ^JNUBM  WIIXJHES. 

excessively  fair,  with  tresses  as  light  and  fleecy  as  the  clouds  above  them, 
and  eyes  as  blue  and  tender  as  the  skies,  and  the  other  distinguished  by 
great  manly  beauty,  though  in  a  totally  different  style,  still  there  was  a 
sufficiently  strong  likeness  between  them  to  proclaim  them  brother  and 
Aster.  Profound  melancholy  pervaded  the  countenance  of  the  young 
man,  whose  handsome  brow  was  clouded  by  care,  while  the  g^,  though 
•ad,  seemed  so  only  firom  sympathy. 

They  were  conversing  together  in  deep  and  earnest  tones,  showing 
how  greatly  they  were  interested,  and  as  they  proceeded  many  an  in- 
Toluntary  sigh  was  heaved  by  Richard  Assheton,  while  a  tear  more  than 
once  dinmied  the  brightness  of  his  sister's  eyes,  and  her  hand  sought  by 
its  gentle  pressure  to  reaBsure  him. 

They  were  talking  of  Alizon,  of  her  peculiar  and  distressing^  situation, 
and  of  the  young  man's  hopeless  love  for  her.  She  was  the  general 
iheme  of  their  discourse,  for  Richard's  sole  comfort  was  in  pouring  forth 
his  griefs  into  his  sister^s  willing  ear ;  but  new  causes  of  anxiety  had  been 
given  them  by  Nicholas,  who  had  arrived  that  afternoon,  bringing  intel- 
ligence of  Jem  Device's  capture,  and  of  his  threats  against  Mistress 
Natter.  The  squire  had  only  just  departed,  having  succeeded  in  the 
twofold  object  of  his  visit,  which  was,  firstly,  to  borrow  three  hundred 
pounds  from  his  cousin,  and,  secondly,  to  induce  him  to  attend  the  meet- 
ing at  Hoghton  Tower.  With  the  first  request  Richard  willingly  com- 
plied, and  he  assented,  though  with  some  reluctance,  to  the  second,  pro- 
vided nothing  of  serious  moment  should  occur  in  the  interim.  Nicholas 
tried  to  rally  him  on  his  de^ndency,  endeavouring  to  convince  him  all 
would  come  right  in  time,  and  that  his  misgivings  were  causeless ;  but 
his  arguments  were  inefifeetual,  and  he  was  soon  compelled  to  desist 
The  squire  would  fain,  also,  have  seen  Aliaon,  but  imderstandiDg  she 
always  remained  secluded  in  her  chamber  till  even-tide,  he  did  not  press 
the  point.  Richard  inrged  him  to  stay  over  the  night,  alleging  the  length 
of  the  ride,  and  the  speedy  approach  of  evening,  as  inducements  to  him 
to  remain ;  but  on  this  score  the  squire  was  resolute,  and  haviue  carefully 
secured  the  large  sum  of  money  he  had  obtained  beneath  his  doublet,  he 
mounted  his  favourite  steed,  Robin,  n^o  seemed  as  fresh  as  if  he  had  not 
achieved  upwards  of  thirty  miles  that  mommg,  and  rode  off. 

Richard  watched  him  cross  the  drawbridge,  and  take  the  road  towards 
Rochdale,  and  after  exchanging  a  fieuvwell  wave  of  the  hand  with  him, 
returned  to  the  hall,  and  sought  out  his  sister. 

Dorothy  was  eanly  persuaded  to  take  a  turn  in  the  garden  with  her 
brother,  and  during  their  walk  he  confided  to  her  all  he  had  heard  from 
Nicholas.  Her  alarm  at  Jem  Device's  threat  was  much  greater  than 
his  own ;  and,  though  she  entertained  a  strong  and  unconquerable  aver- 
sion to  Mistress  Nutter,  and  could  not  be  brought  to  believe  in  the  sin- 
oerity  of  her  penitence,  still,  for  Alizon 's  sake,  she  dreaded  lest  any  harm 
ahould  befal  her,  and  more  particularly  desired  to  avoid  the  disgrace 
which  would  be  inflicted  by  a  public  execution.  Alizon,  she  was  sure, 
would  not  survive  such  a  catastrophe,  and  therefore,  at  all  risks,  it  must 
be  averted. 

Richard  did  not  share,  to  the  same  extoit,  in  her  apprehensions,  be- 
cause he  had  been  assured  by  Nicholas  that  Mistress  Nutter  would  be 
removed  to  a  place  of  perfect  security,  and  because  he  was  disposed,  with 


die  squire,  to  regard  the  prisoner^B  threats  as  mere  ravings  of  impotent 
maKce.  Still  he  could  not  help  feeling  great  uneasiness.  Vague  fearsy 
too,  beset  him,  "vi^ch  he  found  it  in  rain  to  shake  off,  but  he  did  not 
oommumcate  them  to  his  sister,  as  he  knew  the  terrifying  effect  thej 
would  hare  upon  her  timid  nature ;  and  he  therefore  kept  the  mentid 
anguish  he  endured  to  himself,  hoping  ere  long  it  would  diminish  in 
intensitj.  But  in  this  he  was  deceived,  for,  instead  of  abating,  hsB 
gloom  and  depression  momently  increased. 

Almost  unconsctouslj,  Richard  and  his  sister  had  quitted  the  gardoi^ 
mooeeding  witli  slow  and  melancholy  steps  to  the  bc^h-crowned  knolL 
The  seat  they  had  chosen  was  a  firrourite  one  with  Alison,  and  she  came 
thither  on  most  evenings,  either  acoompamed  by  Dorothy  or  alone. 
Here  it  was  that  Richard  had  more  than  once  passionatdy  besought  her 
to  become  his  bride,  receiving  on  both  occasions  a  same  meek  yet  firm 
refusal.  To  Dorothy  also,  who  pleaded  her  brother^s  cause  fntn  all  die 
eloqueooe  and  fervour  of  wluch  she  was  mistress,  Alizon  replied  that  he^ 
affiectioDS  were  fixed  upon  Richard,  but  that  while  her  modier  lived,  and 
needed  her  constant  prayers,  they  must  not  be  withheld ;  and  that  look* 
ing  upon  any  earthly  passion  as  a  criminal  interference  with  this  parfr- 
mount  duty,  she  did  not  dare  to  indulge  it  Dorothy  represented  to  her 
that  the  sacrifice  was  mater  than  she  was  caUed  upon  to  make,  that  her 
health  was  visiUy  declining,  and  that  she  might  fall  a  victim  to  her  over> 
BBal ;  but  Alizon  was  deaf  to  her  remonstrances,  as  she  had  been  to  the 
entreaties  of  Richard. 

Witii  hearts  less  burdened,  the  contemplation  of  the  scene  before  them 
could  not  have  failed  to  give  delight  to  Richard  and  his  sister,  and  ereii 
amid  the  adverse  circumstances  under  which  it  was  viewed,  its  beauty 
and  tranquillity  produced  a  soothing  influence. 

Evening  was  gradually  stealing  on,  and  all  the  exquisite  tints  marking 
thjrt  deHghtful  hour  were  spreading  over  the  landscape.  The  sun  was 
letting  gorgeously,  and  a  flood  of  radiance  fell  upon  the  old  mansion  be- 
nemih  them,  and  upon  the  grey  and  venerable  church,  situated  on  a  hill 
adjmning  it.  The  sounds  were  all  in  unison  with  the  hour,  and  the  low- 
ing of  cattle,  the  voices  of  the  husbandmen  returning  from  their  worki 
mingled  with  the  cawing  of  the  rooks  newly  alighted  on  the  high  trees 
near  die  church,  told  them  that  bnrd,  man,  and  beast  were  seeking  their 
home  for  the  night.  But  though  Richard's  eye  dwelt  upon  the  fair  garden 
beneath  him,  embracing  all  its  terraces,  green  slopes,  and  trim  pastiures ; 
though  it  fell  upon  the  moat  belting  the  hall  like  a  glittering  zone; 
lliongh  it  rested  upon  the  church  tower ;  and  roaming  over  the  paric  be- 
yond it,  finally  settled  upon  the  range  of  hills  bounding  the  horizon, 
whidi  have  not  inaptly  been  termed  the  English  Apennines  ;  though  he 
saw  aD  these  things,  he  thought  not  of  them,  neither  was  he  conscious  of 
tbe  sounds  that  met  his  ear,  and  which  all  spoke  of  rest  from  labour,  and 
peace.  Darker  and  deeper  grew  his  melancholy.  He  began  to  persuade 
himself  he  was  not  long  for  this  world,  and  while  gazing  upon  the  beau* 
tifnl  prospect  before  him,  was,  perhaps,  looking  upon  it  for  the  last  time. 

For  some  minutes  Dorothy  watched  him  anxiously,  and  at  lastreceivii^ 
no  answer  to  her  questions,  and  alarmed  by  the  expression  of  his  counte* 
nance,  she  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and  hmt  into  tean.     It  was 
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no9r  Richflid'0  tarn  to  eonaoks  her,- and  he  iiii(uif«d  with  much  anxiety 
as  to  the  tMoise  of  thigiudden  outburst  of  grief.  •      ' 

<*  You  younelf  are  the*  cause  of  it,  dear  Ridiard,*^  replied  Dorothy,  re- 
garding mm  with  brimming  eyes;  **  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  so  vakappy, 
li  you  suffer  this  mehmcholy  to  grow  vpon  you,  it  will  affsct  both  mind 
and  body.  Just  now,  your  countenanoe  wore  an  expression  most  disUess- 
ing  to  look  upon.  Tiy  to  smile,  dear  Raohard,  if  only  to  cheer  me,  or 
elM  I  shall  grow  as  sad  as  you.  Ah,  me !  I  have  known  the  day?  and 
not  long  since,  either,  when  on  a  pleasant  summer  evening  like  this  you 
firould  propose  a  stroll  into  the  park  with  me  ;  and,  when  there,  would 
trip  along  the  giades  as  fleetly  as  a  deer,  and  defy  me  to  catch  you.  But 
you  always  tocw  care  I  ^ould,  thoagh**-hal  ha!  Come,  there  is  a  little 
attempt  at  a  smile.  That's  somethinff'.'  You  look  more  like  yours^f 
now.  How  happy  we  used  to  be  in  those  days,  to  be  sure! — and  bow 
merry  I  You  would  make  the  courts  ring  with  your  blithe  laughter,  and 
well-nigh  kill  me  with  your  jests,  if  love  is  to  make  one  mope  like  sn 
ow],  and  sigh  like  the  wind  through  a  half^^rat  oasement ;  if  it  is  to  cause 
one  to  loto  one's  rdsy  complexion  and  gay  spirit,  and  forget  how  to  danoe 
and  sing — take  no  pleasure  in  hawking  and  hunting,  or  any  kind  of  sport 
—walk  about  with  ejes  fixed  upon  ihe  ground,  muttering,  and  with  dis- 
ordered attire;  if  it  is  to  make  one  silent  when  one  should  be  talkative, 
grave  when  one  should  be  gay,  heedless  when  one  should  listen — if  it  is  to 
do  all  this,  defend  me  from  the  tendet  passion !  I  hope  I  ^M\  never  fall 
in  love.'' 

**  I  hope  you  never  will,  dear  Dorothy,"  replied  lUchard,  pressing  her 
hand  affectionately,  <'  if  your  love  is  to  be  attended  with  such  unhappy 
results  as  mine.  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but  1  foel  unusually  despondent 
this  evening,  and  am  haunted  by  a  thousand  dismal  fancies.  But  I  will  do 
my  best  to  dismiss  them,  and  with  your  help  no  doubt  I  shall  succeed." 

**  There  !*— ^ere  was  a  smile  in  earnest !"  cried  Dorothy,  brightening 
up.  '*  Oh,  Richard  !  I  am  quite  happy  now.  And,  after  all,  I  do  not 
see  why  you  should  take  such  a  gloomy  view  of  things,  i  have  no  doubt 
there  is  a  great  deal,  a  ver}'  great  deal,  of  happiness  in  store  for  yon  and 
Alison— -I  must  oouple  her  name  with  youn,  or  you  will  not  allow  it  to 
be  happiness— if  you  can  only  be  brought  to  think  so.  I  am  quite  sure 
of  it ;  and  you  shall  see  how  nicely  I  can  make  the  matter  out.  As  thus. 
Mistress  Nutter  is  certain  to  die  soon — such  a  wicked  woman  cannot  live 
long.  Don*t  be  angry  with  me  for  calling  her  wicked,  Ri^iard,  but  you 
know  I  never  can  forget  her  unhallowed  proceedings  in  the  convent  church 
at  Whalley,  where  I  was  so  nearly  becoming  a  witch  myself.  Weil,  as 
I  was  saymg,  she  cannot  live  long,  and  v^en  ^e  goes — and  Heaven 
grant  it  may  be  soon  I — ^Alizon,  no  doubt,  will  mourn  for  her,  though  I 
liiall  not,  and  af^r  a  decent  interval— then,  Ridmrd,  then  eho  will  no 
longer  say  you  nay,  but  will  make  you  hi^y  as  your  wife.  Nay,  do  not 
look  so  sad  agam,  dear  brother.  I  thonght  I  should  make  you  quite 
cheerful  bv  the  picture  I  was  drawing." 

''  It  is  because  I  fear  it  will  never  be  realised  that  I  am  sad,  Dorothy," 
replied  Richard.  <<  My  own  anticipations  are  the  opposite  of  yotnrs,  and 
paint  Alizon  sinkine'  into  an  eariy  grave  before  her  mother  ;  while,  as  to 
myself,  if  such  be  the  ease,  I  shall  not  long  survive  her." 
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*?  HKaji  now  you  wtilipiake  md  weep  agaSuy"  cried  Dorothji  iiBr  tetirs 
flowing  afresh.  <<  But  I  will  oot  allow  yon  to  iodulge  audi  g^bomj  ideas, 
•Aich»i.  If  I  laariou^j  thought  Mistress  Nutter  likely  to  occasion  all 
this:  Irash  miaohie^  I  would  causa  her  to  be  deliyered  tip  to  justice,  and 
hanged  ouio£:tha  way.  You  may  look  cross  at  me,  but!  would.  What 
ia  an  old  witoh  lik»her^  compaied  with  two  young,  handsome  persons, 
dying  for.  Idre  of  each  rotheiv  and  yet  not  able  to  marr}'  on  her  account  B" 
'^Ddrothy,  Dorothy^  you  must  put  some  restnunt  on  your  tongue^" 
said  Bbhard  ;  ^*you  give  it  sadly  too  much  licence.  You  fbiget  it  is  the 
with  of  the  unhappy  lady  you  refer  to,  to  expiate  her  offences  at  the 
stake,  and  that  it  is  only  out  of  consideration  to  her  daughter  that  she  has 
beefci  induced  to  remain  in  concealment.  What  will  be  the  issue  of  it  all, 
I  dare  scarcely  conjecture.  Wo  to  her,  I  fear.  Wo  to  Alizon.  Wo 
tome!" 

'*  Alas  I  Richard,  that  you  should  link  yourself  to  her  fate  I^  exclaimed 
Dofothyy  half  mournfully,  half  reproachfully. 

'^  I  cannot  help  it,''  be  replied.  ^'  It  is  my  destiny — a  deplorable  des- 
tiny^  if  you  will-^ut  not  to  be  avoided.  That  jSlistress  Nutter  will 
fseape  the  eonsequences  of  her  crimes,  1  can  scarcely  believe.  Her  pent- 
tcooe^  is-  profound  and  sincere,  and  that  is  a  great  ooDSolation,  for  I  trust 
she  will  not  perish  body  and  soul.  I  should  wish  her  to  have  some  spi- 
zitaal  assistance,  but  this  Nicholas  will  not  for  the  present  permit,  alleging 
that  no  churchman  would  consent  to  screen  her  from  justice  when  he 
became  aware,  as  he  must  by  her  confession,  of  the  nature  and  magnitude 
of  her  offences.  This  may  be  true ;  but  when  the  wretches  who  have  been 
kagaed  with  her  in  iniquity  are  disposed  of,  the  reason  will  no  longer 
exist,  and  I  will  see  that  she  is  cared  for.  But  apart  from  her  mother,  I 
hare  another  source  of  anxiety  respecting  Alizon.  It  is  this  :  orders 
have  been  this  day  g^ven  for  the  arrest  of  Elizabeth  Device  and  her 
daog^iter  Jennet,  and  Alizon  will  be  the  chief  witness  against  them. 
This  v&\  be  a  great  trouble  to  her." 

^^  Undoubtedly,**  rejoined  Dorothy,  with  much  concern.  '^  But  can  it 
BOt  be  avoided?*' 

^Ifoar  not,"  said  Richard:  ''and  I  blamed  Nicholas  much  for  his 
piacipitaney  in  ^ving  the  order ;  but  he  replied  he  had  been  held  up 
latterly  as  a  favourer  of  witches,  and  must  endeavour  to  redeem  his  cha- 
ractar  by  a  display  of  severity.  Were  it  not  for  Alizon,  I  should  rejoice 
that  the  <noxioQS  brood  should  at  last  be  utterly  exterminated." 

'^iAnd  ao  should  I,  in  good  sooth,"  responded  Dorothy.  ''As  to 
Elisabeth  Device,  she  is  bad  enough  for  anything,  and  capable  of  almost 
any  itiischief :  but  she  is  nothing  to  Jennet,  who,  I  am  persuaded,  would 
become  a  second  Mother  Demdike,  if  her  career  were  not  cut  short  You 
have  seeo  the  child,  and  know  what  an  ill-favoured,  deformed  little  crea- 
ture sheiS)  with  round  high  shoulders,  eyes  set  strangely  in  her  face,  and 
meh  a  malicious  expression-— oh !  I  shudder  to  think  of  it." 

And  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands,  as  if  to  shut  out  some  un- 
pbaaant  object 

*^  Poor  predestined  child  of  sin,  branded  by  nature  from  her  birth,  and 
ohaigad  with  ¥ricked  passions,  as  the  snake  with  venom,  I  cannot  but  pity 
her i"  exclaimed  Richard.  "Compassion  is  entirely  thrown  away,**  he 
added,  with  a  sadden  change  of  manner,  and  as  if  trying  to  shake  off  a 
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waftknesB.  ^  The  poisonous  fruit  must,  lioweyer,  be  nipped  in  tiie  bud. 
Better  she  daoold  perish  now,  eren  Uiough  eomparattvely  guiklesB,  than 
iMreaf^y  with  a  soul  stained  with  crime,  Hke  her  mother." 

As  he  ooDcluded,  he  put  his  hand  quickly  to  his  side,  for  a  sharp  and 
sudden  pang  shot  through  his  heart ;  and  so  acute  was  the  pain  that,  a£b» 
Strugglmg  against  it  for  a  moment,  he  groaned  deeply,  and  would  have 
&Uen,  if  his  sister,  greatly  akrmed,  and  with  difficulty  repressing  a 
scream,  had  not  lent  him  support 

Neither  of  them  were  aware  of  the  preaencse  of  a  litde  giri,  who  had 
tt»proached  the  place  where  they  were  sitting  with  footsteps  so  light  that 
the  grass  scarcely  seemed  to  bend  beneath  them,  and  ?rho,  ensooncing 
herself  behind  the  tree,  drank  in  their  discourse  with  eager  ears.  She 
was  attended  by  a  large  black  cat,  who,  climbing  the  tree,  placed  himself 
on  a  bough  above  her. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  conversation,  and  when  it  turned  upon 
the  arrest  of  Jennet  and  her  mother,  the  expression  of  the  child's  counte- 
nance, malicious  enough  to  begin  with,  became  desperately  malignant ; 
and  she  was  only  restrained  by  certain  signs  from  the  cat,  which  appeared 
to  be  intelligible  to  her,  from  some  act  of  mischie£  At  last  even  this 
fiuiled;  and  before  the  animal  could  descend  and  check  her,  she  crept 
round  the  bole  of  the  tree,  so  as  to  bring  herself  dose  to  Richard,  and 
muttering  a  spell,  made  one  or  two  passes  behind  his  back,  toadied  him 
with  the  point  of  her  finger,  but  so  lightly  ^t  he  was  unconscious  of  the 
wessure,  and  then  hastily  retreated  with  the  cat,  who  glared  furiously  at 
her  from  his  flaming  orbs. 

It  was  at  the  moment  she  touched  him  that  Richard  felt  as  if  an  arrow 
were  quivering  in  his  heart 

Poor  DoKodiy's  alarm  was  so  great  that  she  could  not  even  scream  for 

aasistance,  and  she  foared,  if  she  quitted  her  brother',  he  would  expire 

before  her  return ;  but  the  agony,  though  great,  was  speedily  over,  and 

as  the  spasm  ceased,  he  looked  up,  and,  vrith  a  faint  smile,  strove  to 

•  reassure  her. 

'^  Do  not  be  alarmed,"  he  said ;  ^*  it  is  nothing — a  momoitary  foint- 
ness,  that  is  all.'^ 

But  the  damp  upon  his  brow  and  the  deathly  hue  of  his  cheek  contra- 
dicted the  assertion,  and  showed  how  much  he  had  endured. 

**  It  was  more  than  momentary  fointness,  dear  Richard,"  rephed  Do- 
rothy ;  "  it  was  a  frightfrd  seizure — so  frightful  that  I  almost  feared 

But  no  matter ;  you  know  I  am  easily  alarmed.  Thank  God !  here  is 
iome  cdour  coming  into  your  cheeks.  You  are  better  now,  I  see.  Lean 
upon  me,  and  let  us  return  to  the  house." 

"  I  can  walk  unassisted,"  said  Richard,  rising  with  an  effivt 

'^  Do  not  despise  my  feeble  aid,"  rej^ied  Dorodiy,  taking  his  arm  under 
her  own.     '*  You  will  be  quite  well  soon." 

''  I  am  quite  wdl  now,"  said  Ridiard,  halting,  after  he  had  advanced 
a  few  paces.  '<  The  attack  is  altogether  passed.  Do  you  not  see  Alison 
coming  towards  us  ?  Not  a  word  of  this  sudden  seizure  to  her.  Do  you 
mind,  Dorothy?" 

Alizon  was  soon  close  beside  them;  and  though,  in  obedience  to 
Richard's  injunctbns,  no  allusion  was  made  to  his  recent  illness,  she  at 
ooee  perottved  he  was  suffering  gready,  and  with  much  solicitude  inquired 
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iftio  the^  cause.   Bichard  avoided  giving  a  direct  answer,  and  immediately 
fofttrii^  .upon  Niohcdas's  wit,  tmd  to  diyert  her  attention  firom  himself 

So  great  a  ohange  had  Iseeu  wrougiit  in  Alizon's  appearance  and 
mtanw  diinng  the  last  few  weeks,  that  she  could  scarcely  be  recognised. 
Still  beaatiful  as  ever,  hear  beauty  had  lost  its  earthly  character,  and  had 
become  in  the  highest  degree  spiritualised  and  refined.  Humility  of 
deportmeTit  and  resignation  of  look,  blended  with  an  expression  of  reli- 
gious fervour,  gave  her  the  appearance  of  one  of  the  early  martyrs. 
Uoramtting  ardour  in  the  parsaance  of  her  devotional  exercises  by  day, 
and  long  vigils  at  night,  had  worn  down  her  frame,  and  robbed  it  of  some 
of  it»  grace  and  fiilness  of  outline ;  but  this  attenuation  had  a  charm  of 
iti  own,  and  gave  a  touching  interest  to  her  figure,  which  was  wanting 
befiore.  J£  her  cheek  was  thinner  and  paler,  her  eyes  looked  larger  and 
brighter,  and  more  akin  to  the  stars  in  splendour ;  and  if  she  appeared 
less  childlike,  less  joyous,  less  free  from  care,  the  want  of  these  qualities 
was  more  than  ooimterbalanoed  by  increased  gentleness,  resignation,  and 
serenity. 

Deeply  interested  in  all  Richard  told  her  of  her  mother,  she  was  greatly 
eonccgned  to  hear  of  the  intended  arrest  of  Elizabeth  and  Jennet  Device, 
espeoaU^  the  lattec  For  this  mihappy  and  misguided  child  she  had 
ODoe  antartained  the  affection  of  a  sister,  and  it  could  not  but  be  a  source 
of  giief  to  her  to  reflect  upon  her  probable  £eite. 

little  more  passed  between  them;  for  Hichard,  feeling  his  strength 
again  hjl  him,  was  anxious  to  reach  the  house,  and  Dorothy  was  quite 
unequal  to  conversation.  They  parted  at  the  door ;  and  as  Alison,  after 
taking  laaye  of  her  friends,  tuxned  to  condnue  her  walk  in  the  garden, 
Ridiaid  ataggered  into  the  entrance-hall,  and  sank  upon  a  chair. 

Aliion  desired  to  be  alone,  for  she  did  not  wish  to  have  a  witness  to  the 
gxief  tfaal  Oferpowered  her,  and  which,  when  she  had  guined  a  retired 
part  of  the  gaiden,  where  ^e  supposed  herself  free  from  all  observation, 
found  relief  in  a  flood  of  tears. 

For  some  minutes  she  was  a  prey  to  violent  and  irrepressible  emotion, 
and  had  scaroely  regained  a  show  of  composure,  when  she  heard  herself 
addressed,  as  she  thought,  in  the  voice  of  the  very  child  whose  unlucky 
fate  she  was  deploring.  Looking  round  in  surprise,  and  seeing  no  one, 
she  began  to  think  fancy  must  have  cheated  her,  when  a  low  maliciooB 
laugh,  arising  from  a  almibbery  near  her,  convinced  her  that  Jennet  was 
hidden  there ;  and  the  next  moment  the  little  girl  stepped  from  out  the 


AHaon'a  first  impulse  was  to  catch  the  child  in  her  arms,  and  press  her 
to  her  bosom ;  but  there  was  something  in  Jennet's  look  that  deterred 
her,  and  so  embarrassed  her  that  she  was  imable  to  bestow  upon  her  the 
ordinary  greeting  of  affection,  or  even  s^proaeh  her. 

Jennet  seemed  to  enjoy  her  confrision,  and  laughed  spitefully. 

'*  Yo  dunna  seem  ower  glad  to  see  me,  nster  Alizon,"  said  Jennet,  at 
kogtb. 

<'  Sister  Alizon  !**  There  was  something  in  the  term  that  now  jarred 
upon  the  young  girl's  ears,  but  she  strove  to  conquer  the  feeling,  as  un- 
worthy of  her. 

**  She  was  once  my  sister,"  she  thought,  ^^  and  shall  be  so  still.  I  will 
save  her>  if  it  be  possible.     Jennet,"  she  added,  aloud,  ^*  I  know  not  what 
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chance  brings  you  here,  and  though  I  may  not  give  you  the  welcome  you 
expect,  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you,  because  I  may  be  the  means  of  serving 
you.  Do  not  be  alarmed  at  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you.  The  danger, 
1  hope,  is  passed,  or,  at  all  events,  may  be  avoided.  Your  liberty  is 
threatened,  and  at  the  veiy  moment  I  see  you  here  I  was  lamenting  your 
supposed  condition  as  a  pnsoner." 

Jennet  laughed  louder  and  more  spitefully  than  before,  and  looked  so 
like  a  little  fury  that  Alizon's  blood  ran  cold  at  the  sight  of  it. 

"  Ey  knoa  it  aw,  sister  Alhson,*'  she  cried,  '<  an  that  is  why  ey  ha 
cum*d  here.  Brother  Jem  is  a  prisoner  i*  Whalley  Abbey.  Mother  is  a 
ris'ner  theere  too.  An  ey  should  ha  kept  em  company,  if  Tib  hadna 
rought  me  off.  Now,  listen  to  me,  Alizon,  fo*  this  is  my  business  wi' 
o.  Yo  mun  get  mother  an  Jem  out  to-neet — eigh,  to-neet.  Yo  con 
o  it,  if  yo  win.  An  onless  yo  do — boh  ey  winna  threaten  till  ey  get 
yer  answer." 

**  How  am  I  to  set  them  free  ?*'  asked  Alizon,  greatly  alarmed. 

'*  Yo  need  only  say  the  word  to  young  Ruchot  Assheton,  an  the  job's 
done,"  replied  Jennet. 

*^  I  refuse — ^positively  refuse  to  do  so,"  rejoined  Alizon,  indignantly. 

*^  Varry  weel,'*  cried  Jennet,  with  a  look  of  concentrated  malice  and 
fury;  ''wen  tak  the  consequences.  They  win  be  ta'en  to  Lionkester 
Castle,  an  lose  their  lives  theere.  Boh  ye  shan  go  too — ay,  an  be  brunt 
08  a  witch — a  witch — d*ye  mark,  wench  ?  eh !" 

"  I  defy  your  malice !"  cried  Alizon. 

"  Defy  me  I"  screamed  Jennet.     "  What,  ho !  Tib !" 

And  at  the  call  the  huge  black  cat  sprang  from  out  the  shrubbery. 

*'  Tear  her  flesh  firom  her  bones !"  cried  the  little  girl,  pointing  to 
Alizon,  and  stamping  furiously  on  the  ground. 

Tib  erected  his  back,  and  glared  like  a  tiger,  but  he  seemed  unwilling, 
or  unable  to  obey  the  order. 

Alizon,  who  had  completely  recovered  her  courage,  regarded  him 
fixedly,  and  apparently  without  terror. 

*'  Whoy  dusna  seize  her,  an  tear  her  i*  pieces  ?"  cried  the  infuriated 
child. 

''  He  dares  not — he  has  no  power  over  me,"  said  Alizon.  '^  Oh, 
Jennet !  cast  him  off.  Your  wicked  agent  appears  to  befriend  you  now, 
but  he  will  lead  you  to  certaiu  destruction.  Come  with  me,  and  I  will 
save  you." 

"Off!*'  cried  Jennet,  repelling  her  with  furious  gestures.  "Off!  ey 
winna  ge  wi'  ye.  £y  winna  be  saved,  os  yo  term  it.  Ey  hate  yo  more  than 
ever,  and  wad  strike  yo  dead  at  my  feet,  if  ey  could.  Boh  as  ey  conna 
do  it,  ey  win  find  some  other  means  o*  injurin'  ye.  Sob  look  to  yersel, 
proud  fedy — ^look  to  yersel !  Ey  ha  already  smitten  you  in  a  place 
where  ye  win  feel  it  sore,  an  ey  win  repeat  the  blow.  Ey  now  leave  yo, 
boh  we  shan  meet  again.     Come  along,  Tib !" 

So  saying,  she  sprang  into  the  shrubbery,  followed  by  the  cat,  leaving 
Alizon  appalled  by  ner  frightful  malignity. 
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WHERE  SHE  GATHERED  FLOWERS. 

'TwAS  on  a  merry  summer  day, 

WheD  yellow  gorse  was  blowing, 
I  met  her  in  the  forest  way, 

With  ringlets  brightly  flowing — 
Her  ringlets  rich  as  autumn  leaves, 

Her  face  all  artless  beauty ; 
Who  sees  such  evermore  believes 

"  To  love"  life's  sweetest  duty. 

She  gathered  flowers  as  she  went, 

The  little  fairy  reaper ! 
Wild-rose,  for  some  dear  emblem  meant. 

Sorrel,  and  noon's  pale  sleeper  ;* 
Red  woodbines,  too,  so  lavish  there, 

That  with  each  zephyr  wrestled. 
And  one  choice  bunch  she  pillowed  where 

Her  sqowy  kerchief  nestled. 

She  murmured  snatches  of  old  song — 

How  still  I  stood  to  listen  ! 
But  down  the  forest  vale  ere  long 

I  saw  her  ringlets  glisten  ; 
I  heard  her  singing  in  the  shade. 

Now  hastening,  and  now  staying. 
While  half  resolved,  and  half  afraid, 

I  ran  or  stood  delaying. 

Softer  and  sweeter  came  her  song 

As  down  the  path  she  wended  ; 
My  beating  heart  grew  proud  and  strong — 

I  too  the  path  descended. 
Gipsy !  how  fast  her  dainty  feet 

Along  the  ruts  now  bore  her ! 
But  soon,  with  step  as  sure  and  fleet, 

I  breathless  stood  before  her. 

Needs  it  to  tell  the  burning  words 

That  hushed  her  tongue's  gay  ditty  ? 
Needs  it  to  strike  the  passion-chords 

That  moved  her  heart  to  pity  ? 
Soon  was  her  yielding  hand  in  mine. 

And  where  she  gathered  flowers. 
Where  violets  bud  and  lilies  shine, 

We  talked  of  wedding  hours. 

*  The  evening  pximroK. 

VOL.  XZIL  D 
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THE  VENETIAN  MIRROR. 

BT  CHABLBS  B.  HENBT. 

A  LETTER  arrived  at  the  Court,  and  in  half  an  hour  the  news  spread  all 
over  Cradiden  that  Lord  Emtoft  would  be  down  that  day  week.     I  had 
an  excuse  for  the  visit,  so  I  set  out  the  morning  after  the  intelligence  ar- 
rived, across  the  bridge  and  meadow  that  led  to  the  house,  with  more 
thoughts,  I  confess,  of  the  gossip  with  old  Mrs.  Ursula  Threadgold,  the 
housekeeper,  than  concern  for  the  trifle  to  be  transacted.     Everything 
looked  bustling  in  the  sunshine.     There  were  twice  the  usual  number  of 
labourers  about  the  park ;  windows  that  I  had  scarcely  known  to  exist 
were  open,  and  gave  glimpses  of  white-bedded  guest  chambers ;  the  holly- 
hocks were  sparkling  with  rain-drops,  for  a  spring  shower  had  just  cleared 
off,  and  I  verily  believe  twice  the  wonted  number  of  peacocks  spread  their 
rainbow  plumage  as  they  strutted  up  the  walk.     Within  were  signs  of 
active  preparation.     Great  rolls  of  Persian  carpet  lay  on  the  landing- 
places,   tesselate  with  many-coloured  woods.     In  the  saloon,  unsightly 
coverings  were  being  taken  down,  and  disclosed  walls  lined  with  crimson 
satin,  superbly  decorated  with  pheasants  and  other  birds  in  gold ;  and 
from  the  piers  between  the  windows  servants  were  busily  withdrawing 
cloths,  and  wrappings,  and  revealing  broad  mirrors  glittering  in  frames 
of  exquisite  workmanship,  golden  intertwining^  of  flowers  and  nymphs, 
of  shells  and  Tritons,  the  gilt  on  the  cornices,  and  the  beading  on  the 
panels,  was  all  newly  burnished  ;  the  shapeless  things  that  hung  from  the 
ceiling  were  transformed  into  dazzling  lustres,  and  chairs  and  tables  that 
on  former  visits  had  appeared  but  as  odd  forms  of  straw  and  matting, 
now  showed  all  rosewood,  carved  work,  and  damask.     Passing  through 
half  a  dozen  rooms  in  this  state,  I  at  last  found  the  housekeeper.     She 
was  giving  directions  in  an  unusually  querulous  tone  to  some  men  who 
were  busied  in  divesting  of  its  covering  of  Beauvais  tapestry  a  curiously- 
shaped  mirror  in  a  silver  frame.     It  was  much  more  antique  than  any  I 
had  seen  in  other  parts  of  the  house — the  plate  without  the  slightest  flaw, 
the  silver  frame  of  intricate  design,  representing,  in  borders  of  lilies,  the 
chief  incidents  in  the  story  of  Acis  and  Galatea.     But  I  had  not  time  to 
do  more  than  glance  at  it,  for  Mrs.  Ursula,  hurriedly  ordering  the  men  to 
cover  it  up  again  until  she  could  get  it  removed,  bade  me  follow  her  into 
her  own  room. 

"  Why  are  you  going  to  take  it  down  ?"  was  my  first  question.  "  The 
mirror  is  as  curious  as  anything  in  the  house  ;  how  is  it  I  have  not  been 
favoured  with  a  sight  of  it  before  ?" 

The  old  woman  turned  very  serious  all  of  a  sudden,  and  said, 

'^  I  wish  the  glass  were  broke  in  a  hundred  pieces  on  that  floor  ;  and 

if  you  ask  why  I  move  it But  never  mind,  there  is  not  time  now  to 

tell  you  ;  and  please,  fir,  let  me  know  your  business  with  me  quick,  as  I 
have  a  world  of  things  on  my  hands  just  now." 

Making  reply  that  I  was  only  come  to  return  the  key  of  the  library 
into  her  hands,  as  it  had  been  reported  in  the  village  that  Lord  Emtoft 
was  daily  expected,  I  took  my  departure,  promising  to  come  up  to  the 
Court  in  a  day  or  two  when  SM  had  got  things  more  settled. 
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And  now  it  is  proper  that  I  set  down  some  few  particulars  about 
Geoffrey  Blazland,  last  Lord  Emtoft,  whom  I  had  seen  twenty-one  years 
before,  a  rosy-cheeked  boy,  and  whom  I  was  to  see  but  once  more,  and 
then  encompassed  by  circmnstances  of  unspeakable  sadness  and  mystery. 
His  elder  brother  had  died  of  some  nursery  fright,  as  was  generally  said, 
when  quite  a  child,  and  so  €reo£&ey  succeeded  to  the  title.  He  had  been 
brought  up  by  a  guardian,  of  a  severe  and  exacting  temper,  and  to  his 
unwise  treatment  might  be  attributed  the  wildness  of  the  boy  and  the 
wayward  dissipation  of  the  man.  Foreign  travel,  the  luxury  of  the 
Italian  cities,  and,  above  all,  the  perilous  pursuit  with  the  false  name  in 
London  and  Paris,  had  made  him  at  five-and-thirty  a  worn-out,  joyless 
man,  who  now  for  mere  variety  came  to  his  country-house  with  some  few 
of  the  friends  who,  like  himself,  had  for  awhile  grown  weary  of  their  old 
scenes  of  pleasure.  And  to  those  who  pass  a  life  of  extravagance  and 
profligacy^  there  are  always  minor  inducements  in  abundance  to  quit 
haimts  that  their  more  awdcened  moments  cannot  but  loathe.  He  came 
a  few  days  sooner  than  was  expected,  and  there  were  soon  strange  reports 
all  over  Cradiden  of  the  prodigal  wassailry  that  now  reigned  at  the  Court. 
For  he  was  soon  joined  by  three  others ;  one,  a  light-haired,  puny  young 
man,  of  good  family,  fresh  from  college,  called  George  Ruthin ;  the  second 
a  worn-out  roue  of  sixty  ;  and  the  third,  who  directed  the  whole  party, 
Emtoft  included,  with  the  serenest  impudence,  was  a  fellow  whose  ae- 
quaintance  had  been  originally  made  in  a  St.  James's-street  gambling- 
house,  and  who  found  it  convenient  for  a  time  to  forsake  his  usual  asao* 
ciates.  This  man's  name,  now  at  least,  was  Frederick  Bardsley.  All  the 
poor  were  sorry  for  their  landlord  when  they  heard  he  had  fallen  into  such 
hands,  and  taken  to  such  courses,  for  in  his  boyhood  Erutoft's  gaiety  had 
made  him  a  favourite,  and  people  fondly  foretold  that  he  would  grow  up 
wiser  and  steadier;  but  such  prophecies  seldom  come  true,  and  the 
leniency  that  prompts,  assists  to  falsify  them.  Well,  things  went  on 
badly  for  some  weeks,  the  quiet  village  being  disturbed  every  day  by 
some  tale  of  recklessness  and  shame.  I  pass  over  much  that  was  said  it 
the  time,  both  because,  of  course,  all  these  evil  stories  were  much  exagge- 
rated, and  because  it  would  little  serve  my  present  purpose,  which  is  to 
set  down  shortly  an  incident  of  family  history  of  the  catastrophe  of  which 
I  belieye  I  am  the  only  witness  now  living. 

It  was  on  a  rainy  tfuly  evening  (the  aspect  of  the  sky  is  more  clearly 
before  me  than  yesterday's  sunset),  that,  as  I  was  returning  home  from  a 
visit  to  a  distant  cottage,  and  was  just  stopping  to  look  at  a  cluster  of 
diamond-tike  glow-worms  by  the  wayside,  suddenly  a  gig  hurried  through 
^be  splash  and  moss,  and  a  nervous  voice  called  me  to 

'^  Come  qtuck,  for  God's  sake.  You  are  Mr.  Hadleigh,  I  think  ?  Well, 
will  you  go  up  to  the  Court  as  quick  as  you  can  ;  poor  Emtoft  is  dying. 
It  was  that  brute  Bardsley's  doing.  I  knew  no  good  would  come  of  all 
their  devilry.  Make  haste !  I  am  going  over  for  a  doctor ;  for  God's 
sake  go," 

The  speaker  dashed  away  through  the  black  moss  and  mire.  It  was 
young  lUithin.  Without  delay  I  started  on  my  ws^  to  the  house— across 
a  meadow  that  bears  the  name  of  Inner  Heart's  Gore — for  the  origin  of 
whidi  appellation  I  have  in  vain  consulted  oldest  inhabitants,  and  still 
oUer  cartularies— crosiing  a  moas-grown  bridge,  through  the  park  gales, 

]i2 
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with  their  shield-beanDg  wiveius,  to  the  house.  I  weat  quick,  but 
during  my  short  walk  mj  mind  was  filled  with  an  ominous  shadow  of 
sorrow,  like  that  cast  by  a  tree  shaken  by  the  wind;  it  had  yarious  shapes ; 
still  there  wcu  a  shadow :  and  is  it  well  to  speak  of  such  presentiments  as 
superstitions  ?  are  they  not  rather  kindly  warnings  that  prepare  us  for 
the  storm  ?  for  it  is  the  reprobate  whom  affliction  surprises  in  the  time  of 
laughter  and  God-forgetting  revelling.  But  I  had  reached  the  house. 
The  servant  met  me  at  the  door,  with  a  face  white  with  fear  and  agita* 
tion.  It  is  needless  trying  to  describe  the  state  of  things  within.  The 
master  had  been  taken  to  his  room  speechless.  Of  his  guests,  one  had 
been  carried  to  bed  intoxicated,  the  other,  Bardsley,  was  with  Lord 
Geoffrey.  Young  Ruthin  was  the  only  one  who  had  had  presence  of 
mind  enough  to  go  for  medical  aid,  for  Bardsley  had  endeavoured  to 
make  light  of  the  affair,  as  a  mere  drunken  fit ;  and  for  his  pursuing  this 
course,  as  will  immediately  be  seen,  there  was  good  reason.  The  servants^ 
mostly  newly  hired  (for  the  more  respectable  ones  long  attached  to  the 
family  had  been  turned  away),  were  gathered  in  groups,  whispering  and 
conjecturing  in  every  room.  Mrs.  Ursula  had  been  forbidden  to  attend 
on  her  master  by  Bardsley,  and  was  not,  as  I  expected,  in  a  gusty  state  of 
passion  and  anxiety,  but  looking  very  pale,  and  standing  sUent  in  a  saloon 
exhibiting  everywhere  sig^s  of  the  prodigal  revelry  and  dissipated  habits 
of  its  firequenters.  I  soon  heard  all  that  was  known  of  the  origin  of  her 
master's  sudden  seizure  from  a  footman  who  had  been  present^  and  who 
was  narrating  the  whole  affair. 

It  appeared  that  the  four  gentlemen  had  been  prevented,  by  Bardsley's 
meeting  with  an  accident,  from  going  over  that  morning  as  liiey  had  in- 
tended to  the  next  town,  and  that  they  had  been  playing  billiards  all  the 
morning;  after  a  dinner  earlier  than  usual,  all  of  them  had  drunk  a  good 
deal  of  wine,  and  then  they  tried  more  billiards,  but  at  last  sat  down  to 
lansquenet  in  the  room  where  we  then  stood.  As  was  generally  the  case, 
Bardsley  and  Lord  Geofirey  were  against  each  other.  The  latter,  of 
course,  went  on  losing ;  at  last  Ruthin  called  out  to  Bardsley,  with  an 
oath,  that  he  had  changed  one  of  the  five  packs  lying  on  the  table  for 
one  of  his  own,  a  marked  one,  and  placed  it  so  that  he  himself  as  banker 
must  win  thirteen  tricks ;  the  other  started  up  in  a  fury,  and  tried  to 
strike  the  young  man,  and  at  the  same  time,  as  if  by  accident,  to  throw 
the  pack  into  the  fire.  Lord  Erntoft  rose  and  caught  hold  of  Bardsley's 
arm,  who,  to  steady  himself,  laid  hold  of  a  piece  of  tapestry.  It  gave 
way,  and  showed  right  before  Emtofb's  face  that  mirror  in  its  silver  frame. 
For  an  instant  he  looked  fixedly  at  it,  seeming  as  if  he  would  have 
spoken,  but  the  words  found  no  utterance.  He  shuddered  all  over 
strangely,  as  if  he  had  seen  some  ghastly  thing,  or  was  of  a  sudden  icy 
cold,  and  fell  down  speechless. 

'^  And  well  he  might,  for  he  saw  more  in  that  glass  than  you  or  I 
should  ever  see,  if  we  looked  till  doomsday.  It  is  an  ill  thing,  and  I 
had  a  misgiving  when  his  coming  so  soon  stopped  its  being  taken  down," 
was  Mrs.  Ursula's  commentary  when  she  had  dismissed  the  footman,  who 
had  related  these  particulars,  on  some  errand  to  the  sick  man's  room. 
After  a  due  amount  of  wonder  at  these  mysterious  hints,  I  requested  her 
to  explain,  as  it  appeared  we  could  be  of  no  use  until  the  doctor  arrived, 
and  took  her  master  out  of  Bardsley^s  care.  The  mention  of  this  indi- 
vidual excited  the  old  woman's  wrath  not  a  little,  and  asserting  that  it 
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was  Dot  his  pi^bibition,  bat  onlj  a  fear  of  disturbiDg  Lord  Geoffrey,  that 
excluded  her  from  the  room,  she  apologised  for  having  kept  me  so  long 
standing,  and  led  the  waj  through  several  apartments  in  a  state  of 
imusnal  disorder,  to  her  own  neat  room — a  prim,  dustless  sanctum,  that 
seemed  just  fit  for  its  prim,  dustless  tenant.  Waiting  like  a  good  general 
for  the  Ught  cavalry  of  dicfression  and  apology  to  pass,  1  at  last  pressed 
the  main  question  about  which  my  curiosity  was  really  roused,  what  story 
was  connected  with  the  mirror  ?  The  old  woman  delayed  a  little  longer, 
and  at  last,  after  carefully  shutting  the  door,  related  the  following  parti- 
culars, but  by  no  means  in  the  condensed  form  in  which  they  are  given 
to  the  reader.  I  have  likewise  appended  a  few  ficicts  discovered  in  family 
papers,  which  tend  to  make  the  date,  i&c.,  of  the  story  clearer  than  they 
were  in  Mrs.  Ursula  Threadgold's  narrative. 

Several  hundred  years  ago  the  possessor  of  Cradiden  Court  was  a  cer- 
tain Ludovic  Blazland,  a  notable  man  in  his  day  for  greed  and  violence. 
Manj  a  deed  of  rapacity  and  lawlessness  could  the  people  tell  of  him, 
and  neither  priest,  maid,  nor  minstrel,  ever  uttered  prayer  or  tuned  lay  for 
the  cruel  lord  of  Emtoft.  Old  stories  say  that  he  was  a  dwarfish,  grey- 
locked  man,  with  the  strength  of  an  Anakim  and  the  passions  of  an 
Ahab.  He  boasted  that  his  nimily  was  older  than  the  proudest  nobles  of 
the  land,  and  found  his  chiefest  delight  in  poring  over  a  thick  book  of 
nmg^  stormy  songs  that  he  said  celebrated  the  olden  might  of  his  race, 
for  it  was  his  pride  that  he  was  descended  from  the  Norsemen.  His  life 
had  been  a  scene  of  fierce  commotion.  He  had  travelled  much  abroad,  • 
for  he  had  been  a  disobedient  son,  and  had  been  banished  his  fiither's  house 
for  years ;  but  on  the  old  man's  death  he  came  back,  and  took  possession 
of  his  land.  Then  he  married,  not  for  love,  though  of  his  wild  boyhood 
there  was 

a  ule  of  guilt 
Half-hushed,  perchance  distorted  in  the  hushing, 

that  told  he  had  loved  once.  I  say,  he  married  and  did  not  love;  it  was  a 
wedding  of  mere  interest.  He  treated  his  wife  with  alternate  brutality  and 
carelessness,  and  she,  after  a  short  year  of  tears,  and  patient  striving  to 
find  the  e^entleness  that  his  heart  had  not,  died,  leaving  him  one  child — 
a  boy,  whom  the  father  neglected,  for  a  new  passion  was  in  his  breast,  or 
rather,  as  he  got  older,  a  former  desire  returned.  The  family  had  become 
impoverished,  and,  as  we  have  hinted,  avarice  was  the  beeetting  sin  of 
Ludovic,  so  he  set  about  repairing  his  fortunes  by  the  vilest  means ;  first 
grinding  his  own  people,  and  afterwards  gaining  a  bad  eminence  by  his 
share  in  the  authorised  spoliations  of  the  last  Henr}'.  But  there  was  a 
retribution  near  for  all  his  acts  of  lust  and  pride.  The  cry  had  gone  up 
from  the  desolate  homesteads  and  desecrate  minsters,  and  on  generations 
to  come  the  vnrath  was  poured  out.  Thus  it  was.  A  ship  was  wrecked 
upon  the  coast.  Only  one  soul  was  saved — a  foreign  lady,  who  had 
passed  her  novitiate  in  England,  and  was  flying  from  the  persecution  that 
raged  there  to  find  rest  in  an  Italian  convent.  Better  if  she  had  died 
than  been  saved  to  enter  his  gate.  It  was  to  the  daring  of  a  sailor,  whose 
hut  was  at  the  cliff's  foot,  that  she  owed  her  life.  Ludovic  took  her  to  the 
Court,  as  the  only  place  fit  for  a  lady's  rest.  He  received  her  with  un- 
wonted courtesy,  lured  women  from  the  village  to  tend  her ;  set  apart  the 
most  richly-furnished  rooms  for  her  to  occupy — bleak  old  chambers,  tapes- 
trjr-hnng  and  rush-strewn,  little  like  the  gorgeous  saloons  I  had  just 
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lef^  saye  that  in  one  was  placed  a  curious  mirror  he  had  brought  from 
Venice.     It  was  some  dajs  before  the  Lady  Magdalene — ^for  so  tradition 
says  that  she  was  named — was  well  enough  to  ask  to  see  her  host.     She 
soon  perceived  that  there  was  everything  to  fear  from  his  ruthless  temper 
and  unbridled  passions.     He  refused  to  ^ve  her  the  means  of  commimi- 
cation  with  her  friends,  or  to  allow  her  to  leave  the  Court.     At  first,  with 
some  pretence  of  his  authority  under  the  king,  and  of  her  religion,  be 
detained  her  in  prison.     But  it  was  soon  evident  that  her  beauty  had  lit 
up  in  Lndovic's  neart  a  feeling  something  like  the  flame  that  erewhile 
glowed  under  the  chain  corslets  of  his  ancestors,  the  Vikings.    In  vain  did 
the  lady  pray  him  to  respect  one  dedicated  to  Heaven,  and  at  least  to  let 
his  chivalry  listen  to  her  pr^ers,  if  he  feared  not  the  Church's  sanction  or 
regarded  right  or  mercy.     But  she  spoke  to  one  who  had  loved  but  once 
before,  and  to  whom  her  presence  seemed  not  so  much  the  awakening  of  . 
a  new  passion  as  the  directing  to  a  new  object  of  the  energies  of  one  to 
whom  passion  was  habitual.     He  saw  her  long  and  often,  but  at  last,  after 
a  debauch  prolonged  far  into  the  darkness,  mad  with  wine  and  lust,  he 
broke  away  from  the  servants  who  would  have  restrained  him,  and  with 
wild  oaths  and  threats  bade  them  light  him  to  the  chamber  of  Magdalene. 
What  passed  there  they  never  clearly  knew.     Though   they  listened 
ei^ferly,  the  iron-barred  doors  allowed  not  a  sound  of  the  agony  and 
horror  within  to  reach  their  ears.     After  a  Uttle   time   they   became 
alarmed,  and  forced  an  entrance.     At  first  it  seemed  that  they  stood  only 
in  the  presence  of  the  dead.     An  instant  undeceived  them.     The  lord  of 
Emtoft  lived  ;  what  it  was  that  smote  him  in  the  madness  of  his  guilt 
could  only  be  guessed,  but  from  that  day  he  was  a  witless  idiot.     Magda- 
lene lay  before  that  Venice  mirror.     It  was  plain  how  she  had  died,  by 
the  threadlike  stream  of  red  mingled  with  the  gules  and  azure  tinting  on 
the  floor  ;  for  just  then  the  first  beam  of  the  sunrise  streamed  through  the 
casement,  where  was  pictured  the  Saviour  on  the  Lake  of  Galilee.     It 
soemed  a  seraph  stanoing  o*er  the  dead.     Life  had  been  ^one  some  time, 
taken  by  her  own  hand,  to  escape  that  man  who  now  crouched  and  babbled 
as  they  bore  the  corse  away.     And  all  that  he  talked  of  in  his  ravings 
was,  that  though  when  he  entered  she  was  dead,  yet  had  her  face  glared 
upon  him  from  that  Venice  mirror,  and  shed  a  curse  and  blight  upon  his 
race  for  ever.     A  curse  to  be  fulfilled  too  well. 

Ludovic  did  not  long  survive,  but  after  a  few  months  of  alternate  deli- 
rium and  idiotcy,  '^Kalendis  Decembris,  Anno  Domini  MDXXXV.," 
as  his  tombstone  tells  us,  died. 

Magdalene  was  buried  in  a  vault  beneath  the  altar  of  the  private 
chapel ;  but  many  years  after — in  quieter  times — ^her  body  was  disinterred, 
and  removed  to  the  resting-place  of  her  family  in  Italy.  She  now  sleeps 
in  the  church  of  St.  Maria  Trastevere,  at  Rome.  The  neglected  son,  of 
course,  succeeded  to  the  estate  and  title  of  Emtoft,  but  did  not  live  long ; 
he  fell  down  in  a  fit  when  giving  directions  to  some  workmen  about  repairs 
and  alterations  that  were  being  made  in  the  room  where  his  father  had 
died,  and  which,  during  the  son's  minority,  had  been  superstitiously 
shut  up. 

This  was  the  substance  of  Mrs.  Ursula's  story. 

**  Strange,  indeed,"  said  I,  at  its  conclusion.  ^*  I  thought  I  knew  erery 
Impend  about  the  old  place ;  but  this  has  never  been  told  me  before." 

^^  It  ii  better  not  told,"  x«plied  the  housekeeper ;  ^*  and  never  should  it 
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hare  passed  my  lips,  if  all  this  tbat  has  come  to-day  did  not  prove  that  the 

lady  is  angry  yet,  and    that  the  Erntofts  still  see But,  my  dear 

sir,  look  at  your  watch ;  it  is  time  the  doctor  were  here,  though  it  is  little 
he'll  do,  Vm  afraid,  if  Master  Geoffrey  has  really  seen  what  the  wicked 
old  man  saw  ;  still  there  is  hope.  1*11  just  ring  and  ask  what  horse  Mr. 
Ruthin  took  ;  he  could  not  get  the  fastest,  for  that  fellow  from  London 

lamed  my  master's  Odin  when  he  drove  over,  on  Sunday  night,  to  L 

for  cigaw," 

Aher  ascertaining  that  the  young  man  had  taken  the  swiftest  he  could 
get,  the  conversation  droppe<^  and  we  sat  an  hour  almost  in  silence. 
The  hoosekeeper  sent  the  footman  again  to  inquire  for  her  master.     He 
came  hack,  having  heen  sent  away  by  Bardsley  with  an  oath.     We  sat 
another  hour  shivering  before  the  fireiess  grate,  wondering  how  it  would 
all  end*     At  last  there  was  the  jangling  of  opened  gates,  and  tramp  of 
horses'  feet     We  both  rose  quick.     It  was  Ruthin  and  the  doctor.    Aitet 
a  few  hurried  explanations  and  ominous  whispers  had  been  interchanged, 
thiT  ent^ed  the  chamber,  which  adjoined  the  saloon  so  often  spoken  of, 
and  which  Mrs.  Ursula's  enemy,  Bardsley,  after  a  laborious  justificati<Mi 
of  bimsdf,  now  quitted.     Of  this  worthy  a  few  words.     I  saw  him  a 
great  deal  oftener  than  was  pleasant  in  tne  next  few  days,  but  he  soon 
left  Cradiden,  and  the  last  place  where  I  noticed  his  name  was  in  the 
poliee  reports ;  he  was  brought  up,  if  memory  serves  me,  on  a  charge  of 
resisting  the  police,  who  were  forcing  an  entrance  into  a  gambling-house. 
But  to  return — I  am  near  the  end.     We  watched  for  four  hours  by  the 
bedside  of  the  man  whom  I  had  last  seen  so  different,  a  thoughtless,  glee- 
some  child,  in  the  same  dreary  chamber  that  had,  three  himdred  yean 
before,  rung  with  the  wail  of  agony  when  the  virgin  blood  poured  on  that 
floor.     It  was  a  ghastly  sight     The  black  darkness  of  the  room,  with 
which  the  green  velvet  drapery  and  the  brown  portraits  against  the  wall 
weie  in  perfect  unison  ;   the  strange  things  that  were  strewn  about  the 
room — precious  toys  of  jewels  and  ivory,  caskets,  missals,  and  carved  cru- 
cifixes, with  rapiers  and  gauntlets — wrecks  drifted  by  war's  red  current,— 
all  contrasted  oddly  with  the  careless,  incongruous  '^  properties"   of  the 
man  of  £uhion,  that  cumbered  chairs  and  carpet     And  that  man  of 
fiishion — what  mockery  it  seemed  to  call  him  so  I — lying  there  in  the  shadow 
of  the  heavy  bed-curtains,  with  the  occasional  gleam  of  a  lamp  showing 
the  strange  stricken  face  overhung  with  lead-coloured  hair,  and  that 
hce  so  swart,  with  the  features  so  pinched  and  keen,  lying  all  motionless. 
He  was  the  only  one  who  seemed  unconscious  of  the  horror.     Thus  we  all 
stood  and  watched  through  the  long  hours.     At  last,  just  as  the  first  beam 
of  the  sunrise  streamed  through  the  blazoned  window-pane,  he  rose  up  in 
his  bed,  with  both  his  long  sinewy  arms  stretched  out,  and  cried  aloud— a 
voice  of  pain  unutterable.     The  evil  spirits  dreaded  being  cast  into  the 
sea.     Erect,  with  stiffened  finger  and  glazed  eye,  struck  into  a  corpse 
without  shudder  or  pang— the  last  of  the  Erntoftis  died. 

The  door  chanced  to  be  open,  for  Ruthin  had  lelt  the  room  for  a 
moment;  and  just  as  the  doctor's  look  told  us  it  was  over,  I  heard 
a  strange  crashing  noise  in  the  saloon  which  adjoined  the  bedroom.  I 
hurried  out,  for  it  suddenly  seemed  to  me  that  1  knew  what  it  must  be. 
Their  fate  for  generations  had  been  the  retribution  for  a  great  crime. 
Has  was  the  end.  Upon  the  marble  floor  lay  the  bright  fragments. 
The  Venetian  Mirror  was  broken. 
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LADY  PLACE;  OR,  THE  CONSPIRACY. 

BY  W.  H.  BAKER. 
L 

On  the  southeru  bank  of  the  Th&mes,  between  three  and  four  miles 
above  the  ancient  town  of  Great  Marlow,  there  stood,  until  within  the 
last  few  years,  the  ruins  of  a  Teuerahle  pile,  known  in  the  neighbourhood 
by  the  appellation  of  ^*  Lady  Place."  It  was  originally  a  monastery, 
founded  by  one  of  the  Norman  Conqueror's  followers,  by  name  Geofi&y 
de  Mandeville,  who  thus  endeavoured  to  stiU  the  upbraidmgs  of  a  tender 
conscience,  whose  reproving  voice  admonished  him  that  the  spoliation  of 
the  native  inhabitants  of  the  country,  whose  fertile  lands  his  prowess  had 
assisted  to  apprc^riate,  was  a  crime  of  great  magnitude  in  the  sight  of 
God.  This  monastery  was  occupied  by  a  fraternity  of  Benedictines,  and 
continued  one  of  the  most  flourishing  and  prosperous  establishments  in 
Berkshire,  until  the  passions  of  an  evil  world  had  usurped  the  place  of 
those  religious  duties  which  had  characterised  the  conduct  of  its  earlier 
communities.  The  gross  impieties  practised  here,  as  well  as  in  other 
religious  houses,  caused  the  dissolution  and  dispersion  of  the  brotherhood 
at  the  time  when  Henry  VIII.,  to  gratify  his  feelings  of  revenge  against, 
the  Pope,  laid  violent  hands  on  the  residences  and  revenues  of  the 
monks,  and  distributed  them  amongst  his  insatiate  followers.  In  this  dis- 
tribution, the  monastery  and  its  appurtenances  became  the  property  of 
the  Lovelace  family. 

Sixty  years  afterwards  a  more  modern  building  was  erected  on  the 
site  of  the  ancient  pile,  and  was  called  "  Lady  Place,"  from  the  circum-  • 
stance  of  Hurley  Abbey,  by  which  name  the  monastery  was  known  in  the 
neighbourhood,  having  been  originally  dedicated  to  the  Virgin  Mary. 
The  ruins  of  the  Place — for,  having  been  neglected  by  its  possessors,  it 
had  gone  rapidly  to  decay — have  but  very  lately  disappeared  from  the 
margin  of  the  majestic  river  whose  broad  current  swept  silently  along  at 
their  base.  The  improving  hand  of  modern  innovation,  that  takes  no 
delight  in  the  relics  of  ancient  days,  but  utterly  disregards  those  time* 
honoured  illustrations  of  our  national  history,  has  removed  the  crumbling 
walls,  whose  wreck  never  failed  to  excite  the  interest  of  the  archffiologist, 
or  to  call  forth  the  curiosity  of  the  youthful  parties  that,  during  the  sum- 
mer months,  were  frequently  disporting  amongst  the  decaying  monuments 
of  bygone  ages,  or  navigating  the  sunlit  stream  in  their  painted  skifis. 
Few,  however,  of  those  who  thus  gazed  upon  these  waning  shadows  of  for- 
mer greatness,  imagined  that  within  the  walls,  tenanted  at  that  time  only 
by  the  owl  and  the  bat,  the  pride  of  England's  aristocracy  had  once  fur- 
tively assembled  to  concoct  measures  for  delivering  their  drooping  country 
from  the  despotic  thraldom  of  a  priest-ridden  monarch.  Yet  so  it  was, 
and  from  '^  Lady  Place"  emanated  those  schemes  which  eventually  eman- 
cipated Englaua  from  the  dominion  of  the  Papacy,  and  consummated  the 
Protestant  ascendancy,  by  accomplishing  the  glorious  Revolution  of  1688. 
It  was  during  the  agitation  preceding  this  important  event  that  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  following  narrative  occurred. 

Towards  the  close  of  a  bright  sunny  day  in  September,  1687,  a  travel- 
ler was  seen  wending  his  way  on  foot  through  the  deep  woodland  that 
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overhung  the  little  hamlet  of  Bisham.  To  a  casual  observer  there 
was  nothing  remarkable  in  the  appearance  of  this  individual,  but  to  one 
imbued  vrith  the  suspicion  of  the  times  there  was  sufficient  to  draw  upon 
him  a  second  glance.  He  seemed  in  the  decline  of  life,  and,  judg^g 
from  externals,  was  one  who  had  experienced  the  trials  and  privations  of 
those  who  have  to  war  with  poverty  ;  yet  there  was,  at  the  same  time,  an 
air  of  fashion  in  the  cut  and  trim  of  his  long  white  beard  somewhat  at 
variance  with  the  homeliness  of  his  apparel.  When  he  heard  footsteps 
approaching,  he  stooped  forward,  and  leaned  heavily  upon  a  stout  ashen 
s^^  which  he  bore  in  his  hand,  and  which  helped  to  sustain  his  steps, 
abeady  totteiing  as  if  from  fatigue  or  the  infirmities  of  age;  but  at  other 
times^  when  he  thought  himself  unobserved,  there  was  an  elasticity  in  his 
step,  as  he  vaulted  over  the  prostrate  lofi^  that  lay  in  his  path,  which 
seemed  to  say  that  age,  however  much  it  nad  <^  thinned  his  flowing  hair, 
had  not  been  able  entirely  to  destroy  the  vigour  of  youthful  days." 

A  sodden  turn  in  the  road  brought  our  traveller  to  an  opening  in  the 
wood,  which  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  beholding  a  scene  of  the 
most  gorgeous  description.  Before  him,  as  he  turned  to  the  left,  the 
hill  suddenly  sank  into  a  deep  ravine  or  dell,  denuded  of  trees,  and  swept 
with  a  gracefrd  curve  towards  the  valley  of  the  Thames,  vridening  as  it 
proceeded,  until  the  course  of  the  noble  river  was  seen  flowing  in  majestic 
grandeur  through  the  rich  meadow-land,  whose  carpet  of  bright-green 
verdure  was  beautifully  diversfied  by  clumps  of  lofty  elms,  embowering 
beeches,  or  the  more  irregular  but  darker  and  not  less  picturesque  out- 
line of  tapering  firs.  Beyond  the  river,  whose  waters,  reflecting  back  the 
lavs  of  the  declining  sun,  seemed  like  gold  when  it  is  melted  in  the  cm- 
able,  the  rising  upland  was  crowned  vnth  noble  woods,  relieved  at 
intervals  by  parti-colored  fields,  from  which  the  fruitful  grain  had  been 
latdy  garnered,  and  with  grassy  lawns  surrounding  the  ancient  halls  and 
baronial  residences,  whose  aristocratic  outlines  could  be  distinctly  traced 
along  the  undulating  country,  apparently  diminishing  in  size  until  lost 
in  the  obscurity  of  the  distant  horizon. 

About  two  miles  in  a  direct  line  from  the  place  where  the  old  man  stood 
gaang  with  delight  upon  a  scene  which  is  peculiar  to  happy  England, 
md  which  would  be  sought  for  in  vain  in  any  of  the  show-places  on  the 
Continent,  a  bold  headland  started  abruptly  out  on  the  northern  side  of 
the  river,  and  being  thrown  into  deep  shade,  from  intercepting  the  rays 
oi  light  from  the  west,  stood  in  bold  relief  against  the  lighter  hues  of  the 
bacl^round,  and  gave  a  peculiar  yet  fascinating  spirit  to  the  picture 
whicn  the  artist's  pencil  would  vainly  attempt  to  transmit  to  his  canvas. 
Below  this  headland,  and  half  hidden  by  a  thick  copse,  the  walls  of  Har- 
leyfbrd  House  were  dimly  seen ;  and,  from  the  blue  smoke  which  rose  in 
graceful  eddies  from  the  several  chimneys,  it  was  evident  that  the  family 
was  already  domesticated  beneath  its  ancient  roof. 

While  tiie  old  man  stood  abstractedly  contemplating  the  landscape 
thus  spread  out  before  him,  he  was  so  entirely  absorbed  by  the  thoughts 
which  seemed  to  occupy  his  mind,  as  to  be  unconscious  of  the  approach  of 
an  equestrian  party,  until  the  sound  of  a  horse's  foot  close  to  nis  person 
recalled  him  to  the  things  of  the  material  world,  and  made  him  turn  with 
more  alacrity  than  his  stooping  form  would  have  led  one  to  expect.  His 
sadden  start  caused  a  mettlesome  palfrey,  upon  which  a  most  lovely  girl 
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was  seated,  to  shy  so  violently  as  to  dislodge  its  rider  from  her  seat)  and 
she  would  hare  fallen  heavily  to  the  ground  if  the  old  man  had  not 
instantly  let  fall  his  long  staff,  and  with  one  hand  grasped  the  hridle  of 
the  prancing  steed,  while  the  other  caught  the  slight  form  of  the  maiden, 
and  thus  prevented  any  serious  termination  to  the  accident.  Before  any 
other  of  the  party  could  tender  assistance,  the  lady  was  again  reseated, 
and  offering  her  thanks  to  the  old  man  in  tones  ot  the  most  fciscinating 
sweetness.  Similar  expressions  of  gratitude  were  repeated  hy  a  lady  of 
a  more  matronly  appearance,  as  well  as  hy  two  gentkmen,  who  completed 
the  party.  One  of  the  gentlemen  was  somewhat  advanced  in  years,  and, 
from  the  strong  likeness  between  him  and  the  elder  lady,  they  were  evi- 
dently brother  and  sister.  The  other  was  a  young  man  of  very  noble  ap* 
pearance,  whose  extreme  anxiety  lest  the  young  lady  had  really  suffered 
m>m  the  accident  seemed  to  in^cate  an  interest  in  that  quarter  of  a 
somewhat  warmer  kind  than  mere  friendship  is  usually  supposed  to  war- 
rant. With  the  eeneronty  natural  to  one  whom  frequent  intercourse 
with  a  rude  world  has  not  yet  robbed  of  his  acater  sensibilities,  he  threw 
his  purse  to  the  old  man,  and  bade  him  call  on  the  morrow  at  Harleyfocd 
Manor,  which  he  pointed  out  amongst  the  distant  trees,  and  he  should  be 
further  rewarded.  The  old  man  took  the  purse  horn  the  ground,  and  re- 
turned it  with  a  respectful  inclination  of  the  head,  saying, 

'^  Many  thanks  K>r  your  ready  liberality,  Captun  Herbert,  but  I  am 
not  mercenary ;  and,  besides,  I  feel  too  deeply  what  might  have  been  the 
result  of  my  needlessness,  to  take  money  where  I  ought  rather  to  receive 
punishment.  Still,  I  might  not  always  be  so  fastidious ;  but  in  this  case 
the  pleasure  of  being  in  any  way  serviceable  to  one  so  amiable  as  Miss 
Emily  Mandeville  would  be  ample  recompense  in  itself,  if  recompense  were 
merited." 

The  young  lady,  whom  the  old  man  had  recognised  as  Miss  Mande- 
ville, had  proceeded  onward  a  few  paces;  but,  hearing  her  own  name 
mentioned,  she  turned  back,  and,  in  a  merry  voice,  exclumed, 

"  Heyday,  good  father !  you  seem  as  familiar  with  our  names  as  if  we 
were  old  acquaintance ;  and  yet  1  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  your  face 
before.  You  must  surely  be  one  of  those  conjurers  we  hear  tell  of,  who 
can  read  names  in  the  curve  of  the  eyebrows,  and  detect  all  one's  pec- 
cadilloes by  looking  at  the  stars.     Say,  do  you  deal  in  divination?" 

*^  In  reply  to  the  first  part  of  your  observation,"  replied  the  old  man, 
^^  when  I  tell  you  that  I  was  at  Maidenhead  yesterday,  and  mingled  with 
the  crowd  who  were  inquiring  so  earnestly  a^er  the  young  maiden  whose 
condescension  gladdened  all  hearts,  the  mystery  of  my  acquaintance  with 
your  names  wiU  be  explained.  But  with  regard  to  the  latter  part  of  your 
question,"  he  continued,  looking  fixedly  at  her,  ^'  I  have  studied  what 
are  called  the  occult  sciences;  and  however  you  may  ridicule  such  an 
acknowledgment,  I  nevertheless  boast  of  some  skill  in  palmistry,  and,  if 
your  ladyship  wishes  it,  will  readily  give  you  a  cast  of  that  oflBce." 

*'  Nay,  nay,"  said  the  gentleman  who  had  hitherto  taken  no  part  in 
the  colloquy ;  "  you  must  not  heed  that  giddy-pated  girl,  who  is  only 
jesting  with  you.  She  heeds  no  more  the  ridiculous  pretensions  of  palm- 
searching  mummers  than  I  do  myself." 

"  Upon  my  word,  uncle,"  replied  the  lady,  with  a  mock  accent  of 
offended  dignity,  which  the  laughing  brightness  of  her  eyes  altogether 
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contradicted,  **  you  may  call  it  ^  mummery'  if  you  please ;  but,  I  assure 
you,  Signor  Accento,  my  Italian  master,  laboured  exceedingly  to  impress 
me  with  a  belief  in  necromancy  and  all  its  mysterious  attendants ;  and  as 
tliia  is  the  first  opportunity  I  naye  had  of  testing  in  person  the  truth  of 
the  signor's  hypothesis,  why,  you  may  call  me  a  perverse  and  rebelliom 
nieee  if  you  will — as  you  have  frequently  done  beK)re — ^but,  depend  upon 
it^  I  flhall  take  advantage  of  this  lucky  chance ;  and  so  here  is  my  himd, 
good  palmist,"  she  said,  bending  low  from  her  saddle,  and  taking  off 
rcy  showed  one  of  the  prettiest  hands  in  the  world.  '^  And  now, 
people^"  she  continued,  gaily,  to  her  companions,  "  draw  near,  and 
L  to  the  denunciatLons  of  fate." 
ISiose  to  whom  she  spoke,  ever  anxions  to  gratify  her  slightest  wish, 
dnw  eloser  around  the  old  man,  who  raised  his  leA;  arm  under  the  folds 
of  his  cloak  so  that  the  £Eur  hand  might  rest  upon  it  without  coming  in 
ooBlaet  with  his  own  person,  though  his  hand  trembled,  either  from  old 
age  or  some  secret  emotion.  Having  regarded  the  maiden's  snowy  palm 
for  a  lew  moments  with  great  earnestness,  he  muttered,  in  a  voice  so  low 
as  not  to  be  dearly  understood  by  any  ear  except  the  one  addressed. 

Lady  I  by  this  band  I  know 
Love  within  thv  heart  doth  glow ; 
But  coqnetrie  that  love  hath  crossed, 
And  he  you'd  gain'd  is  all  but  lost. 
To  many  a  youth  thou  hope  hast  given, 
But  hopes  thns  formed  like  withs  were  riven. 
Beware  thy  fate  :  to-morrow*s  seal 
Shall  stamp  on  thee  wha^  others  feel ; 
The  poisoned  shafl  thou  oft  hast  thrown 
Tow'rds  other  breasts,  shall  pierce  thine  own ! 

As  soon  as  Miss  Mandeville  had  heard  the  first  two  lines,  she  en- 
dsavoured  to  withdraw  her  hand,  but  it  was  firmly  grasped  by  the  old  man 
until  he  had  concluded,  when  he  let  it  go ;  and  Emily,  without  a  word, 
thougli  with  a  hce  crimsoned  with  the  deepest  blushes,  turned  her  horse's 
head,  and  giving  him  a  smart  cut  across  the  Bank,  darted  down  the  hill  at 
a  ^wed  which  seemed  to  despise  all  sense  of  danger.  Her  companions 
instantly  followed,  but  at  a  more  steady  pace,  well  aware  that  the  run- 
away would  ^ther  return  to  them  or  slacken  her  speed  until  she  was  over- 
taken. The  old  man  pursued  his  way  down  the  steep  declivity,  until  he 
rsaefaed  the  cross-road  that  led  towards  Temple  House,  along  which  he 
tamed,  and  then  quietly  pursued  his  way,  chuckling  to  himself,  and  mut- 
"  So  far  so  gooo.     Fortune,  I  thank  thee  for  this  lucky  inter- 


A  few  words  of  retrospective  explanation  are  here  necessary  for  the 
fiitnre  umnterrupted  prog^ress  of  our^narrative.  Mr.  and  Miss,  or— -as  she 
was  generally  called,  from  having  long  passed  the  period  when  it  is  sup- 
posed the  name  of  Miss  aught  to  be  merged  in  a  more  matronly  term — 
Mrs.  Mandeville  were  brother  and  sister  to  the  father  of  Emily,  who,  pre- 
vious to  his  death  some  years  ago,  brought  on  by  affliction  for  the  loss  of 
a  beloved  wife,  had  confided  his  only  child  to  their  care.  They  soon  per- 
ceived that  the  air  of  London  was  not  congenial  to  her  delicate  constitu- 
tion, and  therefore  Mr.  Mandeville  withdrew  to  Harleyford  Manor,  which 
had  htdy  £allen  into  the  possesoon  of  Lord  Falkland,  an  old  acquaintance 
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of  the  family  of  the  Mendevilles,  and  a  nobleman  who  waff  rery  glad  to 
lease  the  estate  for  a  few  years  to  his  esteemed  friend. 

In  this  delightful  retreat  Emily  had  grown  in  grace  and  beaaty, 
watched  over  ^pnth  most  careful  assiduity  by  her  uncle  and  aunt,  to  whom 
Ae  was  as  dear  as  if  she  had  been  a  child  of  their  own.  Occasionally,  how- 
ever, they  spent  some  time  in  London,  and  it  was  during  one  of  these 
periodical  visits  that  Emily  became  acquainted  with  Mr.  Frederick 
Hampden,  a  young  man  of  high  family  and  extensive  property.  Being 
on  terras  of  great  familiarity  with  Mr.  Mandeville  and  his  sister,  he  had 
frequent  opportunities  of  witnessing  the  charms,  both  of  person  and  mind, 
which  shone  conspicuous  in  their  niece.  To  see  her  and  not  to  love  her 
was  scarcely  possible  to  any  one  whose  heart  was  disengaged,  and  least 
of  all  to  one  so  susceptible  to  the  fascinations  of  female  loveliness  89 
Frederick  Hampden.  With  the  ardour  of  youth  he  gave  himself  up  to 
the  control  of  the  delightful  emotions  which  the  presence  of  Emily  never 
&iled  to  excite,  and  in  time  he  allowed  himself  to  hope  that  his  attentions 
were  received  with  some  manifestations  of  partiality.  This  was  a  point, 
however,  upon  which  he  could  not  feel  quite  certain,  for  the  only  foible  ia 
his  adored  Emily  was  one  which  is  considered  very  venial  if  not  carried 
to  excess,  inasmuch  as  it  forms  an  integral  part  in  the  nature  of  every 
woman,  and  that  was — a  love  of  admiration.  It  was  not  that  she  reaUy 
felt  any  pleasure  in  securing  lovers  for  the  sake  of  rejecting  them,  as  her 
heart  was  too  gentle  to  derive  gratification  from  the  pain  or  uneasiness  of 
others ;  but  she  was  a  mirthfm,  light-hearted  damsel,  who  thought  no 
harm  in  exercising  that  power  whidi  is  so  easily  set  aside,  if  its  influence 
is  not  allowed  to  be  too  predominant,  but  the  possession  of  which  is  not 
without  its  gratification  even  to  the  most  yielding  of  the  sex. 

This  waywardness  on  the  part  of  our  heroine,  if  such  a  dignified  cha- 
racter can  be  said  to  appertain  to  a  story  of  every-day  life,  was  the  cause 
of  much  real  disquiet  to  Frederick ;  for  though  at  times  she  would  receive 
the  outpourings  of  his  sensitive  heart  with  an  attention  the  most  flattering, 
in  another  hour  she  might  be  seen  listening,  with  an  almost  equal  placidity, 
to  the  ridiculous  nothings  of  some  fashionable  exquisite.  Frederick's  jealous 
feelings  were  thus  daily  excited  into  action,  and  he  would  have  been  truly 
wretched  had  there  not  been  one  ray  of  hope  which  penetrated  his  heart, 
even  at  the  time  when  his  feelings  were  most  harassed  by  cruel  doubts. 
This  redeeming  influence  had  its  origin  in  the  &ct  that  Miss  Mandeville 
had  refused  many  eligible  offers,  such  as  she  would  scarcely  have  rejected 
had  not  her  affections  been  pre-engaged. 

Things  were  in  this  unsatisfactory  state  when  Frederick  Hampden 
was  obliged  to  hasten  into  Devonshire,  to  visit,  as  it  was  said,  a  sick  rela- 
tive ;  and  on  his  return  to  town,  he  learnt  that  the  Mandevilles  had 
been  for  some  time  at  Harleyford  Manor,  where  they  were  still  residing 
at  the  time  when  our  story  commences ;  and  it  was  while  taking  one  of 
their  daily  rides  that  the  rencontre  took  place  with  the  old  man  on 
Bisham  Efill.  The  young  officer  who  accompanied  the  Mandevilles  was 
also  a  relative,  and  the  last  victim  around  whom  Emily  had  cast  her 
spells.  He  fondly  hoped  he  had  supplanted  Hampden,  of  whose  par- 
tiality for  his  fair  cousin  he  was  well  aware  ;  and  that  he  might  not  lose  a 
chance,  he  had  obtained  leave  of  absence  from  his  colonel,  in  order  to 
attend  a  grand  party  to  be  given  on  the  day  foUowmg  that  on  which  the 
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diaimoters  of  our  story  were  first  iDtroduced ;  and  he  was  resolved  to  do 
his  utmost  to  gain  exelusive  possession  of  the  heart  of  his  beautiful 
couaioy  to  whom  he  had  lost  hCs  own — at  least,  he  fancied  it  already 
gone;  for  in  cases  (^  this  nature  the  loss  is  frequently  taken  for  granted, 
and  no  search  instituted  for  the  supposed  missing  article;  whereas,  if 
sofih  inquiry  were  made»  the  lost  heart  would  very  oflben  be  found  quietly 
palpitating  in  the  situation  where  it  was  first  placed,  and  from  which  it 
had  never  moved,  except  in  the  imagination  of  the  possessor. 

The  eventful  morning  of  the  party  dawned  with  all  the  brightness  that 
heart  could  wish,  and  visitors  soon  began  to  arrive,  and  foremost  amongst 
them  came  Emily's  bosom-friend,  Miss  Transom — a  young  lady  to  whom 
Emily  had  been  introduced  at  the  house  of  the  mother  of  Frederick 
Hampden,  though  of  what  family  she  did  not  know ;  for  Miss  Transom 
always  seemed  rather  reserved  on  that  subject,  and  £mily  had  too  much 
good  sense  to  press  inquiries  that  were  evidentlY  disagreeable. 

Amongst  the  assembled  crowd  that  met  in  the  drawing-rooms  at  Har- 
l^ord  there  was  one  guest  who  seemed  to  occupy  rather  an  anomalous 
position ;  for,  although  he  received  a  marked  deference  from  the  aristo- 
cratic crowd  by  whom  he  was  surrounded,  yet  it  was  evident  that  such 
deferenoe  was  altogether  superficial  ;  indeed,  it  was  pretty  generally 
imderstood  that  the  individual  in  question  had  in  a  manner  extorted  an 
invitation  from  Mr.  Mandeville,  in  order  to  practise  a  system  of  espionage 
upon  the  company.  This  was  not  an  unusual  course  of  proceeding,  for 
80  mucsh  suspicicm  was  there  on  the  part  of  the  court  of  St.  James's,  that 
scarcely  a  single  meeting  of  importance,  whether  public  or  private,  took 
place  without  one  or  more  of  the  company  being  there  on  the  part  of 
the  government 

In  the  case  of  the  present  assembly  at  Harleyford,  one  of  those  mys- 
terious rumours  which,  from  some  inexplicable  cause,  acquire  general 
circulation,  had  bruited  it  abroad  that  a  motive  of  more  importance  than 
the  mere  interchange  of  pleasant  society  had  gathered  together  a  number 
of  people  who  were  known — or,  at  least,  strongly  suspected— of  feelings 
adverse  to  the  present  dynasty.  The  chancellor,  Jeffreys,  whose  brutality 
to  the  unfortunate  participators  in  Monmouth's  rebellion  had  made  him  an 
ol^ect  of  terror  to  all  parties,  was  supposed  to  have  the  chief  direction  of 
the  secret  service  of  the  kingdom ;  but,  if  so,  his  sagacity  had  hitherto 
been  at  fault,  and  he  did  not  seem  likely  to  be  more  successful  at  Harley- 
ford ;  for  although  he  had  strong  grounds  for  believing  that  seditious 
meetings  were  frequently  being  held  in  that  neighbourhood,  yet  the 
noUemen  and  gentlemen  who  now  partook  of  Mr.  Mandeville's  hospi- 
tality purposely  refrained  from  collecting  together  in  groups,  even  for 
friendly  conversation,  lest  any  unguarded  expression  might  be  miscon- 
strued into  treason,  and  thus  be  the  cause  of  their  incarceration,  at  a  time 
they  believed  the  salvation  of  their  country  depended  upon  their  being 
at  liberty. 

During  the  day,  which  had  been  a  very  pleasant  one,  Emily  Mande- 
ville and  her  friend,  Miss  Transom,  had  been  inseparable,  though  the 
former  was  evidently  ill  at  ease  ;  and  it  required  a  continued  effort  to 
keep  up  her  wonted  liveliness  of  spirits.  Still  she  did  not  in  the  slightest 
degree  allude  to  any  cause  of  disquietude  that  might  exist  in  her  own 
mmd ;   but  Miss  Transom,  from  something  that  fell  from  her  in  the 
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course  of  conyersation,  concluded  that  the  non-arriTal  of  Frederick 
Hampden  was  the  cause  of  the  depression  which  clouded  die  brow  that 
was  usually  bright  and  shadowless.  She  did  not,  however,  appear  to 
notice  this ;  but  rather,  if  her  suspicions  of  first  causes  were  correct,  en- 
deavoured to  increase  it,  by  turning'  the  conversation  directly  upon  the 
subject,  though  her  manner  betrayed  no  consciousness  of  having  read 
her  companion's  thoughts,  as  she  said, 

'*  I  thought,  my  dear  Emily,  that  your  preux  chevalier^  Frederick 
Hampden,  was  expected  ?  The  wings  of  his  love  are  not  very  powerful, 
or  they  would  have  borne  him  hither  at  a  more  rapid  pace." 

'*  Tnat  Mr.  Hampden  was  expected  is  true,"  replied  Emily,  in  evident 
pique,  although  she  endeavoured  to  speak  with  a  calm  indifference ; 
'^  but  I  do  not  think  love  has  anything  to  do  with  his  movements.  At 
all  events,"  she  continued,  with  a  slightly  disdainful  toss  of  the  head,  *'  it 
is  a  matter  of  perfect  unconcern  to  me  whether  he  comes  or  not." 

'^  Indeed !"  said  Miss  Transom ;  "  then  he  is  not  the  inconstant  I 
thought  him.  You  must  know,  I  famcy  he  has  evinced  a  partiality  for 
me ;  but  as  all  the  world  of  London  said  he  was  your  accepted  lover,  I 
gave  him  no  encouragement.  But  if  he  is  not,  as  I  had  confidently 
supposed,  engaged  to  my  ^r  friend,  I  shall  humour  the  fellow  a  little, 
as  he  certainly  may  be  classed,  even  by  the  most  inveterate  of  match- 
makers, to  say  nothing  of  two  romantic  damsels  like  ourselves,  among 
the  '  eligibles.*     But,  good  Heavens,  Emily,  you  are  ill ;  shall  I  ring  ?" 

^'  Not  for  the  world,"  gasped  Emily,  laymg  her  hand  upon  Miss  Tran- 
som's wrist.  "  It  was  but  a  momentary  spasm.  I  am  better  now.  I 
have  not  been  in  good  spirits  all  the  day,  and  the  fright  I  had  yesterday 
on  Bisham  Hill  has  rather  shaken  my  nerves." 

'^  Well,  I  am  glad  it  is  no  worse.  1  hear  the  sound  of  music  below ; 
shall  we  descend  to  the  ball-room  ?" 

"  If  you  will  excuse  my  attending  you,"  said  Emily,  "  I  will  follow  in 
a  few  minutes.  Do,  there's  a  good  girl,  go  to  my  aunt ;  but  pray  take 
no  notice  of  my  indisposition." 

Miss  Transom  complied  with  her  friend's  desire,  and  left  her  a  prey  to 
the  most  acute  anguisn.  She  knew  not,  till  that  moment,  how  very  dear 
Hampden  was  to  her.  The  folly  of  her  past  conduct  stood  before  her  in 
bold  relief;  she  had  behaved  like  a  child  with  a  plaything,  whose  value 
is  not  appreciated  until  it  is  lost  for  ever;  and  now  that  Hampden's 
affections  were  alienated  from  her,  she  felt  that  happiness,  if  not  life 
itself,  depended  upon  retaining  that  love  which  she  had  trifled  with 
until  it  was  lost.  Her  heart  had  long  owned  a  partiality  for  him,  and 
conscience  had  frequently  accused  her  of  treating  him  ungenerously ;  but 
she  had  no  wish  to  bring  anguish  upon  his  soul,  nor  had  she  ever  dreamed, 
while  thus  carelessly  tnfling  with  him,  that  he  could  be  so  mistaken  in 
her  sentiments  as  not  to  know  that  he  was  in  truth  beloved.  Now, 
however,  that  she  had  learnt  that  those  endearing  attentions  which  she 
had  thought  exclusively  her  own  were  paid  to  another,  her  agony  was 
insupportable.  Like  too  many  of  her  sex,  she  had  disregarded  the  feel- 
ings of  others,  until  the  poisoned  arrows  she  had  thrown  had  recoiled 
and  pierced  her  own  heart;  and  then  how  bitterly,  how  very  bitterly, 
she  bewailed  the  folly  and  incondderateness  of  her  own  conduct,  and  how 
much  she  would  have  given  could  the  past  but  be  nealled.    But  that  was 
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impossible ;  and  however  pamful  the  consequences  of  her  own  conduct 
oi^ht  be,  she  must  learn  to  bear  them. 

To  add  to  the  poignancy  of  her  grief,  she  dared  not  confide  in  Miss 
Transom.  No ;  she  felt  she  would  rather  die  broken-hearted  than  con- 
fess to  her  that  she  was  the  innocent  causa  of  her  unhappiness.  Her 
absence  from  the  ball-room,  howeyer,  would  soon  be  observed ;  and,  there- 
fore, having  first  ascended  to  her  own  apartment  to  remove  the  traces  of 
teen  from  her  pallid  cheeks,  and  to  recover  £rom  the  agitation  which  was 
indiieed  by  the  recollection  of  the  prog^stic  delivered  by  the  old  man  of 
BishaiD,  and  which  had  met  with  such  a  speedy  fulfilment,  she  joined  the 
gmy  party,  and  endeavoured  to  wreathe  her  lovely  countenance  with 
snules,  while  despair  was  g^nawing  at  her  heart 

The  first  object  that  met  her  eye  as  she  entered  the  brilliantly-lighted 
jqtartment,  was  Frederick  Hampden  himself,  engaged  in  an  animated 
conyeTsation  with  Miss  Transom.  As  soon  as  he  observed  her  approach, 
he  adTanced  towards  her  with  great  eagerness,  and  addressed  her  in  tones 
as  tenderly  impressive  as  those  she  had  ever  longed  to  hear,  and  whose 
aooents  she  had  ever  considered  of  love's  own  prompting;  but  now, 
ahhoQgh  they  made  her  bosom  throb  with  emotion,  she  felt  she  must  con- 
nder  them  only  as  the  energetic  salutations  of  a  familiar  acquaintance. 

While  he  was  thus  speaking,  he  was  interrupted  by  Miss  Transom, 
who,  patting  her  hand,  somewhat  too  familiarly  as  Emily  thought, 
on  his  arm,  reminded  him  that  the  company  were  taking  their 
places  for  another  dance.  Hastily  apologising  for  his  inattention,  he 
■owed  to  Emily,  and,  offering  his  arm  to  his  fidr  partner,  was  soon 
engaged  in  the  mysteries  of  *^  The  wind  that  shakes  the  barley  down,"  or 
some  other  of  the  quaint  figures  which  delighted  the  ball-goers  of 
that  day. 

Emily,  with  a  heart  ill  at  ease,  declined  to  join  the  festive  throng,  but 
took  a  seat  in  the  deep  recess  of  one  of  the  windows,  where  she  hoped  to 
escape  observation,  and  from  which  she  could  command  a  view  of  the 
whole  apartment.  She  had  time  to  reflect  upon  her  past  conduct,  and 
the  reflection  by  no  means  added  to  her  comfort,  for  she  could  not  but  be 
stnsible  now,  that  in  admitting  such  particular  attentions  firom  others  as 
she  had  rather  encouraged  than  repressed,  was  neither  just  to  them  nor 
herself;  and  particularly  did  she  repent  having  coquetted  with  her  coz- 
eombical  cousin,  the  captain;  it  was  therefore  a  great  relief  to  her 
that  he  had  been  suddenly  ordered  to  join  his  regiment.  This  consola- 
^on,  however,  could  not  compensate  for  the  pain  she  suffered  on  Hamp- 
den's account.  She  felt  that  his  love  must  have  changed  to  indifference, 
for  he  had  not  even  engaged  her  for  the  next  dance ;  and  when  she 
turned  to  watdi  the  graceful  motions  of  his  elegant  figure,  she  felt  a  pang 
of  jealousy  most  keen  at  the  affectionate  demeanour  he  manifested 
towards  his  present  partner.  The  last  time  they  had  met  in  public,  how 
di£Esrent  had  been  his  conduct  to  her !  Then  his  eye  seemed  to  watdi 
her  every  movement^  and  his  whole  being  thrilled  with  rapture  when  his 
hand  pressed  hen  in  the  dance;  but  now  so  deeply  was  he  interested  in 
his  eon;Tei8atbn  with  Miss  Transom,  that  his  eye  had  never  once  sought 
ihe  place  where  she  was  sitting  in  unblest  solitude.  This  was  very  hard 
to  bear;  but  fortunately  her  indulgence  in  such  thoughts  was  interrupted 
hj'the  eondtiawD  of  i3b»  danoe  and  the  return  of  her  ~ 
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AN  mSTOBIGAL  BOMAKCE. 

Chaptee  XLVni. 

The  regent,  gaining  confidence  from  the  very  source  which  spread 
consternation  araong  her  opponents,  namelj,  the  news  of  the  king's 
speedy  coming  at  the  head  of  a  Spanish  army,  adopted  the  most  energetic 
measures,  causing  the  Protestant  preachers  to  be  sununarily  hung  wnenr 
ever  and  wherever  found  in  the  exercise  of  their  calling,  and  again 
gpiving  firee  scope  to  the  religious  persecutions  which  had  for  a  time  been 
suspended. 

Elxasperated  by  this  severity,  and  by  the  dread  lest  it  should  be  but  the 
forerunner  of  heavier  calamities,  the  Protestants  everywhere  flew  to  arms, 
and  were  joined  by  those  among  the  Gueux  who  still  clung  to  the  prin- 
ciple of  their  association,  even  after  the  association  itself  seemed  at  an 
end.  Brederode,  in  his  own  town  of  Vianen ;  Bomberg,  at  Bois  le  Due ; 
Thoulouse,  at  Breda ;  and  Louis  of  Nassau,  in  the  north,  were  active  in 
gathering  the  malcontents  around  them,  declaring  themselves  at  once 
and  unhesitatingly  for  war.  Valenciennes  was  in  arms,  though  without 
a  leader;  and  many  of  the  minor  towns  were  rapidly  following  the 
example. 

Secure  of  speedy  reinforcement,  and  signal  vengeance  in  case  of  £Eulure, 
by  means  of  the  Spanish  troops  already  on  their  march,  and  eager  if 
possible  to  achieve  victory  before  their  arrival,  the  regent  hastened  to 
collect  the  forces  she  could  dispose  of,  and,  putting  them  under  the  com- 
mand of  men  she  could  implicitly  trust,  such  as  Beauvoir,  Noirearmes, 
and  M eghem,  sent  them  to  quell  tne  insurrection  now  breaking  forth  on 
all  points. 

In  Antwerp,  however,  the  presence  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  in  great 
measure  maintained  order,  the  necessity  for  which  was  the  more  urgent 
that,  the  opposite  parties  being  of  equal  force  within  its  walls,  the  city 
would  have  been  divided  against  itself,  and  the  streets  deluged  with 
blood,  should  any  serious  discussions  be  permitted  to  gather  head.  The 
regent's  orders  becoming  every  day  more  peremptory,  the  magistrates  at 
last  met  together  to  advise  with  each  other  upon  the  best  means  of 
averting  the  consequences  likely  to  ensue  either  from  the  fulfilment  or 
the  neglect  of  her  mandates. 

After  much  debate,  both  the  patrician  and  the  plebeian  members  agreed 
on  the  expediency  of  adopting  a  middle  course  in  this  emergency ;  and, 
to  avoid  the  dangerous  and  painful  alternative  of  putting  to  death  the 
main  support  of  a  powerful  faction  and  their  own  fellow- citizens,  they 
unanimously  resolved  to  banish  all  the  Protestant  ministers  from  the 
town.  Instead,  however,  of  acquiescing  in  the  justice  of  a  sentence 
which  was  not  only  calculated  to  spare  the  shedding  of  their  own  blood, 
but  that  of  thousands  besides,  the  enthusiastic  ministers  appeared  to  con- 
sider it  a  greater  hardship  to  have  the  crown  of  martyrdom  torn  from 
their  brows,  than  if  it  had  been  actually  forced  upon  them.  They  went 
in  a  body  to  the  town-hall,  still  hoping  to  turn  aside  an  edict  so  littie 
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congenial  to  their  feelings ;  and  the  wishes  of  thousands,  and  the  pre- 
MDce  of  hundreds,  accompanied  them  to  the  gates. 

Among  those  who  determined  to  press  forward  with  the  ministers  into 
the  very  council-chamber,  was  Paul  van  Meeren,  who,  having  many 
friends  among  the  authorities  there  assembled,  conceived  that  his  inter- 
ference might  not  be  without  its  value.  Scarcely,  however,  did  he  stand 
in  their  presence  when  all  his  confidence  vanished ;  he  saw  at  a  glance 
tliat  his  influence  was  at  an  end,  and  the  cause  he  came  to  plead  irre- 
vocably decided.  His  fiery  temper  led  him,  in  the  very  face  of  this  con- 
viction, to  utter  remonstrances  so  violent  as  almost  to  justify  the  coolness 
with  which  they  were  received.  It  might  be  that  the  reproach  of  timor- 
onauess,  which  he  so  tmceasingly  flung  in  their  faces,  from  the  very 
eoDsdousness  of  its  being  deserved,  incensed  the  more  those  whom  he 
was  most  desirous  of  persuading.  The  Protestant  ministers  addressed 
their  judges  in  more  moving  lang^ge ;  but  they  spoke  to  men  who  were 
bent  on  shielding  their  lives  and  their  properties  from  injury,  and  who 
had  encased  their  bosoms  in  the  unassailable  defences  of  their  own 
interests  as  in  a  coat  of  mail.  What  argument  could  convince,  what 
^peal,  however  pathetic,  touch  one  thus  fore- armed?  Paul,  satisfied 
with  having  expressed  his  indignation,  and  the  contempt  with  which  he 
regarded  their  conduct,  in  no  measured  terms,  remained  a  silent  and 
sullen  spectator  of  the  fruitless  efforts  of  the  preachers  to  obtain  per- 
mission to  remain,  even  at  their  own  proper  peril.  The  reply  was 
invariably  the  same ;  their  safety  was  not  the  consideration,  but  that  of 
thousands,  men,  women,  and  children,  upon  whom  their  stay  might  bring 
destruction.  Before  all  thingr,  it  was  the  duty  of  the  magistrates  to 
preserve  the  quiet  of  the  town ;  this  the  presence  of  the  Protestant 
pastors  endangered,  and  it  became  their  paramount  duty  to  insist  on 
their  departure.  Some  of  the  younger  and  more  zealous  of  the  banished 
would  willingly  have  urged  the  point  further;  but  a  small,  withered 
figure,  whose  appearance  would  have  baffled  conjecture  as  to  his  age,  so 
much  was  the  time  or  careworn  exterior  at  variance  with  the  stern  ex- 
pression of  the  features  and  the  wild  fire  of  the  eye,  interposed  and 
addressed  his  assembled  brethren  in  loud  authoritative  tones. 

**  Why  humble  yourselves,  children  of  light,  before  these  agents  of 
darkness  and  iniquity  ?  Let  us  even  do  as  they  bid  us — let  us  turn  our 
backs  on  their  city,  and  shake  the  dust  from  off  our  feet  before  its  gates  ; 
but  injustice  and  oppression,''  said  he,  turning  full  upon  the  astonished 
authorities,  "  shall  be  rewarded  according  to  their  deserts.  For  everj'^ 
soul  that  shall  henceforth  hunger  after  the  bread  of  life,  and  sigh  in  vain 
for  the  fountain  of  living  waters,  some  one  of  your  kith  and  kin  shall 
guflfer  bodily  cravings.  The  curses  of  war  and  famine — the  fury  of  the 
spoiler  and  the  avenger,  shall  be  upon  you.  You  turn  away  the  teachers 
of  a  pure  Grospel,  that  your  fair  city  may  flourish ;  but  it  is  decreed  by  the 
Most  High,  that  they  who  shall  refuse  his  law,  refuse  also  his  mercy. 
Fire  shall  destroy  your  fair  houses,  on  which  you  lay  greater  store  than 
on  the  Word  of  God.  Your  matrons  and  your  maidens  shall  be  cut  off  by 
disgrace  and  death  in  the  flower  of  their  years  ;  your  dearly-valued  gold 
shall  melt  away  before  the  fire  of  eternal  vengeance ;  your  own  callous 
hearts  shall  be  called  to  a  sudden  and  fearful  account  by  the  recklessness 
of  hired  murderers.    Yes,  your  iniquities  shall  be  visited  with  the  scourge  ; 
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all  the  evils  that  result  from  the  wickedness  of  man  or  the  rage  o£  tiw 
elements,  shall  be  sent  forth  against  you,  and  that  before  ten  years  hsve 
elapsed  from  this  day  ;  and  all  here  present  who  have  pronounced  sentence 
of  exile  upon  innocent  men,  and  have  repulsed  the  mvine  law,  shall  live 
to  witness  the  accomplishment  of  the  doom  they  brought  upon  this  devoted 
city,  and  to  suffer  the  calamities  that  the  eyes  of  my  spirit  can  see 
prepared  for  them  in  the  future  ;  but  few  shall  outlive  the  fulfilment  of 
my  words.  Nor  will  all  end  here.  Antwerp,  the  jewel  of  your  hearts, 
the  pride  of  these  provinces,  shall  belong  to  stranger  after  stranger ;  but 
its  glory,  its  wealth,  its  pomp,  its  light,  shall  for  ever  depart,  and  what  it 
now  is  record  alone  shall  tell.  And  now,  my  brethren,  that  I  have  fan* 
told  the  fate  of  this  devoted  city,  let  us  leave  it  to  the  havoc  that 
awaits  it.*** 

The  enthusiast  turned  to  depart,  and  all  the  others  followed  in  silent 
respect,  whilst  the  council  were  left  in  a  state  of  mingled  rage  and  terror, 
which  any  anathema  was  calculated,  in  those  superstitious  days,  to  excite 
even  in  the  breast  of  the  bravest.  As  history  tells  the  tale,  the  doom 
thus  distinctly  predicted  was  but  too  fearfully  and  literally  fulfilled  in  the 
memorable  siege  of  Antwerp  under  Alexander  Famese,  in  its  preoediag 
pillage  by  the  Spanish  soldiery,  and  in  all  the  eventful  scenes  to  which 
the  city  was  exposed  during  a  fierce  and  protracted  civil  war. 

"  The  spirit  has,  indeed,  been  strong  to-day  in  the  bosom  of  our 
worthy  teacher,"  said  Legarru,  the  next  in  rank  and  age  among  the 
Protestant  pastors,  to  Paul,  who  moodily  descended  by  his  side  the  broad 
flight  of  steps  from  the  town-hall.  '^  I  doubt  not  but  his  dreadful  pro- 
phecy will  prove  but  too  true,  and  I  shall  henceforth  mourn  the  fall  of 
this  city  as  the  Israelites  wept  by  BabeFs  waters." 

"  With  all  due  deference  for  the  prophetic  spirit  of  the  worthy  Saligcr," 
replied  Paul,  '^  methinks  it  were  not  difficult  for  the  most  ordinary  capa- 
city to  foresee  what  will  befal  the  city  with  a  Spanish  army  encamped 
before  the  gates.** 

"  How  !**  exclaimed  Legarru,  crimsoning  with  indignation.  "  Are  you 
one  of  those  who  doubt  the  divine  gift  of  prophecy  ?" 

"  I  doubt  nothing,"  answered  Paul,  drily,  "  which  as  a  good  Christian 
it  becomes  me  to  believe ;  but  if  what  we  have  heard  to-day  be  prophecy, 
then  am  I  likewise  a  prophet ;  and  I  would  I  had  at  this  moment  a  voice 
as  loud  as  the  bell  of  Our  Lady,  to  warn  my  fellow-townsmen  of  the  evils 
that  will  ensue  from  their  passive  submission.  I  have  lingered  here  in 
the  hope  of  raising  a  force ;  and  when  I  heard  of  this  fresh  act  of  oppres- 
sion, I  believed  the  weakest  and  most  timorous  of  our  persuasion  would 
have  resisted ;  but  since  such  an  outrage  has  failed  to  rouse  their  dormant 
courage,  all  my  expectations  of  them  are  at  an  end.  It  is  my  intention, 
therefore,  to  join  in  all  haste  either  Bomberg  or  Thoulouse.  Our  nmnbers 
are  scanty,  but  the  resolution  of  a  few  may  work  miracles  by  the  power 
of  example.  You  had  better  accept  of  my  escort,  for  whether  it  be 
your  intention  to  take  refuge  in  any  of  those  cities  that  have  declared  for 
us,  or  to  gain  the  coast  and  thence  take  shipping  for  England,  you  will 
find  it  equally  advisable  to  have  your  persons  protected  on  the  road." 

"  Certainly,  we  would  accept  your  proposal  with  gratitude,"  replied  Le- 

*  This  wild  prediction  is  strictly  hiitoricaL 
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fWTu  ;  ''but  zemembei^  we  must  quit  the  citj  instantly — will  not  oor 
dbptrture  prove  too  sudden  for  you  ?" 

*^  No ;  when  once  my  mind  is  made  up,  I  never  can  convert  thought 
too  speedily  into  action.  I  had  a  secret  foreboding  as  to  the  result  of  this 
^j's  debate,  and  have  prepared  for  it,  as  you  will  soon  perceive." 

They  now  came  within  sight  of  the  manufactory,  in  firont  of  which  was 
drawn  up  a  considerable  body  of  men,  ready-mounted  and  armed,  and 
who,  however  deficient  in  miUtary  bearing,  exhibited  a  stem  resolution 
in  their  gloomy  countenances  which  might,  in  moments  of  excitement,  in 
ffieat  measure  indemnify  them  for  their  want  of  discipline.  A  few  led- 
hoTBea,  some  laden  with  baggage,  manifested  the  forethought  of  their 
kader. 

''  You  see,"  said  he,  turning  to  Legarru,  ''  I  have  but  to  spring  into 
my  saddle,  and  I  am  ready  to  accompany  you." 

Before  half  an  hour  had  passed,  the  Protestant  ministers  and  their 
eaeort  turned  their  backs  upon  the  city,  and  took  a  final  leave  of  the  S3rm- 
palhiwing  crowd,  whose  regret  at  losing  them  was  sincere,  though  they 
had  not  sufi^ent  daring  to  make  open  demonstrations  of  their  senti- 

Chapter  XLIX. 

Whstheb  it  was  that  incarceration  was  deemed  a  sufficient  punish- 
menty  or  that  his  trial  was  not  of  adequate  interest  to  be  brought  forward 
whilst  so  many  weighter  matters  were  on  hand,  certain  it  is  that  Van  Diest 
was  to  all  appearance  as  forgotten  as  though  he  had  never  existed.  The  only 
being  who  seemed  to  remember  that  he  yet  dwelt  on  this  sublunary  globe 
was  his  gaoler,  who,  luckily  for  him,  brought  him  his  daily  rations  with 
aieaiplary  punctuality.  Irksome  as  the  being  debarred  firom  freedom  must 
prore  to  every  human  being,  it  was  doubly  so  to  poor  Van  Diest.  Here  was 
■o  element  of  inquiry,  no  channel  for  activity ;  still,  his  constitutional  good- 
temper  and  cheerfulness  not  only  enabled  him  to  bear  his  trial  with  a 
meekness  that  lightened  the  burden,  but  afforded  him  the  means  of  alle- 
viating, to  a  certain  degree,  its  inconveniency.  His  gaoler  had  at  first 
shown  himself  harsh,  sullen,  and  repulsive  ;  this,  strange  as  it  may  ap- 
pear,  was  a  source  of  consolation  to  the  prisoner.  By  his  skill  and  tactics 
he  hoped  to  overcome  this  surliness;  and  even  should  success  lead  to 
nothing  else,  the  mere  triumph  of  having  surmounted  a  difficulty,  and  the 
food  for  thought  such  a  plan  would  afford,  were  in  themselves  a  relief  to 
the  dull  monotony  of  a  prison  life. 

Agreeably  to  this  design,  he  prudently  kept  himself  on  the  most  neutral 
reserve  during  the  first  days  of  his  captivity ;  but  his  thoughts  during 
that  time  were  exclusively  engaged  with  the  little  schemes  and  plots  by 
wliieh  he  determined  to  conquer  the  gaoler's  asperity.  He  had  to  decioe 
on  the  nature  of  the  gradual  and  masked  approaches  towards  this  man's 
£aTOur  by  which  he  would  be  most  likely  to  succeed,  and  on  the  precise 
line  where  it  would  be  advisable  to  stop.  All  this  required  an  extreme 
delicacy  of  handling ;  the  least  imprudence  might,  by  unveiling,  defisat 
hit  purposes;  for,  although  Van  Diest  had  never  before  tenanted  the 
^oomy  precincts  of  a  prison,  he  instinctively  felt  that  any  overt  attempt 
to  soften  the  turnkey  would  but  arouse  suspicion.      Whether  it  were 
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tike  result  of  his  insidious  adtances,  or  his  uncomplaknng,  cheerful 
sigpiation,  forming,  as  it  did,  an  advantageous  contrast  to  the  deepoading'i 
reproachful,  or  violent  temper  usually  exhibited  by  those  tmdet  restraint^ 
it  were  difficult  to  decide,  but  he  evidently  gained  ground  daily. 

Every  advantage  thus  obtained,  however  trifling  whether  conveyed  in 
a  kind  look  or  smile,  or  even  in  a  mere  inflexion  of  the  voice,  was  a  source 
of  self-gratulation  to  Van  Diest,  who  fancied  he  traced  in  it  the  fruit  of 
those  powers  of  management  which  were  the  chief  pride  of  hie  soot 
Gradually,  too,  he  began  to  reap  more  solid  benefit  from  this  growing 
sympathy.  His  scanty  store  of  comforts  was  decidedly  on  the  increase. 
His  food,  which  had  been  of  the  coarsest  kind,  became  of  a  better  quality 
and  more  abundant.  His  pallet  was  prepared  with  more  regard  to  the 
convenience  of  the  sleeper;  and  as  the  room  he  occupied  was  damp  and 
ill  ventilated,  the  gaoler  himself  proposed  the  expedient,  and  caused  it  to 
be  put  into  execution,  of  breaking  open  an  old  fireplace  which  had  been 
walled  up,  and  ordered  it  to  be  well  fed  with  fuel.  This  much  vras  cer- 
tainly gratifying ;  but  that  which  it  would  most  have  delighted  Vam 
Diest  to  obtain,  he  found  unattainable.  The  gaoler  either  would  not  or 
could  not  communicate  the  slightest  information  respecting  what  was 
passing  without ;  even  in  his  best  moods  he  was  not  loquacious,  and  Van 
Diest,  though  reluctantly,  was  obliged  to  g^ve  up  the  point. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  he  remained  immured  until  days  became 
weeks  without  calculating  the  probable,  and  even  improbabie,  chances  of 
enfranchisement.  In  vain  he  examined  over  and  over  again  each  comer, 
every  crevice  of  the  room.  He  had  not  even  an  opportunit)'  of  ascer- 
taining the  situation  of  his  chamber,  the  small  loopholes  that  sparing^ 
admitted  light  and  air  being  at  such  a  height  from  the  ground  as  to  pre- 
clude the  possibility  of  his  reaching  them ;  and  he  knew  too  little  of  the 
locality  of  the  prison  itself  for  conjecture  to  fill  up  the  blank.  Tbxa 
time  rolled  on  without  affording  Van  Diest  any  chance  of  release ;  and 
he  was  gradually  sinking  into  apathy,  when  a  trifling  incident  suddenly 
re-awakened  in  his  breast  the  ardent  desire  and  some  hope  of  effecting  his 
escape. 

A  fit  of  rheumatism  having  prevented  the  turnkey's  customary  at- 
tendance upon  his  prisoners,  he  had  appointed  an  under-functionaty  to 
discharge  that  duty,  with  whom,  in  consideration  of  his  grufiness,  and 
probably  to  make  the  change  less  disagreeable  to  the  object  of  his  pio- 
tection,  he  had  associated  his  own  little  daughter,  an  artless  child  ten 
years  old,  whose  visits  were  strictly  limited  to  Van  Diest.  The  little  girl 
was  friendly  and  chatty ;  and  as  the  assistant  went  backwards  and  for- 
wards, Van  Diest  had  a  fair  opportunity  of  drawing  her  out. 

"  And  when,  ray  little  maiden,  do  you  think  they  will  set  me  free  ?*' 

"  Oh,  papa  says  never,"  replied  the  unembarrassed  child ;  "  for  he  says 
nobody  remembers  you,  and  he  cannot  even  get  orders  about  you.  And 
as  to  your  escaping  like  the  pale  gentleman  who  once  occupied  this  room, 

Eapa  says  there  is  no  chance  of  it,  because  you  are  too  fat,  and  you  don't 
now  the  way." 
The  entrance  of  the  under- turnkey  prevented  the  pursuance  of  a  theme 
so  interesting ;  nor  could  the  subject  be  renewed,  for  at  the  next  meal  his 
former  keeper  again  made  lus  appearance.     One  fact,  however,  was  clear; 
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these  actually  did  exist  a  means  of  escape,  and  H  was  plain  that  if  he 
failed  to  discover  it,  th^re  was  little  prospect  of  his  ever  being  restored  to 
liberty*  His  whole  ingenuity,  all  his  energy  of  soul  and  body,  were 
now  directed  to  the  discovery  of  this  hidden  issue.  To  the  chimney,  on 
aeconnt  of  its  having  been  recently  walled  up^  he  first  turned  his  atten- 
tion ;  but  after  a  fruitless  examination,  he  became  convinced  it  had  not 
served  as^  the  medium  to  the  secret  and  sudden  mode  of  exit  so  success- 
£b11j  adopted  by  his  predecessor.  As  night  crept  on,  he  cautiously 
knocked  all  round  his  room  to  ascertain  if  any  part  of  the  wall  were  hol- 
]owy  then  tried  if  the  flags  of  the  stone  flooring  had  been  loosened;  but 
all  to  no  purpose*  The  next  morning,  however,  when  the  stray  glimpse 
el  sunshme  which  shot  through  the  narrow  loopholes  of  his  prison 
cleared  up  surrounding  objects,  he  marked  one  particular  flag  close  by  the 
angle  of  the  chimney,  which  must  have  been  walled  up  along  with  i^  less 
worn  and  to  all  appearance  of  a  fresher  date  than  the  rest.  Though  it 
was  near  his  breakfeist-hour,  and  the  gaoler  might  every  minute  be  ex- 
peoted,  Van  Diest  oould  not  resist  the  temptation  of  examining  this  stone, 
and  by  dint  of  great  exertion  he  succeeded  in  loosening  and,  finally,  in 
xcmovingit. 

It  disclosed  to  view  a  channel,  which  he  concluded  must  at  one  time 
have  served  as  a  drain,  but  had  evidently,  from  its  dry  appearance,  long 
been  in  dunise*  This  passage  was  fortunately  much  larger  than  from  the 
child's  description  could  have  been  supposed.  It  emitted  no  effluvia  of 
any  sort ;  and  though  Van  Diest  might  in  a  less  critical  situation  have 
hesitated  in  trusting  his  bulky  person  to  such  cavity,  he  now  seriously 
eontemiJated  risking  the  adventure  without  further  delay.  True,  this 
i^iannef  might  lead  to  some  foul  vault  where,  retreat  being  but  too  proba- 
bly cut  off,  he  might  perish  miserably  ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  he  could 
not,  unassisted,  replace  the  flag  so  as  that  it  should  escape  the  vigilant  eye 
of  his  gaoler  ;  and  his  attempt  at  escape  being  detected,  he  would  doubt- 
less be  removed  from  this  chamber,  and  draw  upon  himself  the  bitter 
oimity  of  the  hitherto  friendly  turnkey.  In  this  emergency,  Van  Diest 
had  no  choice  but  to  proceed;  so  debating  no  further,  he  dropped  noise- 
lessly into  the  drain,  heedless  of  all  else  but  the  possibility  of  recovering 
his  hberty«  The  passage,  so  low  and  narrow  at  first  that  it  was  with 
difficulty  he  could  grope  along  it  upon  hands  and  knees,  grew  lighter  and 
easier  as  he  advanced  ;  but  this  mode  of  progressing  was  slow,  and  the 
apprehendon  of  his  flight  being  discovered  before  he  had  effected  his 
object^  made  it  appear  interminable.  But  his  patience  did  not  fail  him ; 
and  on  reaching  a  point  where  the  channel  slightly  diverged  from  the 
straight  line,  he  was  at  last  rewarded  by  a  blaze  of  light  proceeding  from 
the  mouth  of  the  drain  abutting  upon  the  Scheldt,  into  which  it  once  dis- 
gorged its  contents ;  but  the  wall  being  very  high,  and  his  present  posi- 
tion as  many  feet  beneath  the  quay  as  above  the  level  of  the  water,  our 
adventurer's  further  progress  seemed  in  a  fair  way  of  being  cut  short. 

Van  Diest  was  at  first  much  disconcerted  at  this  discovery  ;  but  air, 
light,  the  cheerful  and  familiar  prospect  of  the  opposite  shore,  the  success 
that  had  hitherto  attended  his  attempt,  all  tended  to  renovate  his  courage. 
Although  the  hour  was  yet  early,  it  appeared  to  Van  Diest  that  the  river 
presented  a  less  busy  aspect  than  usual,  even  at  that  time  of  day ;  and  he 
soon  became  aware  that  something  out  of  the  common  was  going  on. 
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The  gladness  of  the  moment  colouring  all  things,  he  immediatelir  oon- 
oeived  the  notion  that  some  great  festival  had  called  the  mariners  away 
from  the  vessels  that  laj  deserted  at  their  anchors.  He  did  not,  however, 
delay  his  own  movements  to  spectdate  on  those  of  others ;  no  time  was 
to  he  lost.  A  small  hoat  tied  to  an  iron  ring  in  the  wall,  at  no  great  dis- 
tance from  the  spot  where  he  lay,  attracted  his  attention.  Van  Diest  WSB 
not  an  expert  swimmer,  hat  he  knew  enough  of  the  art  to  trust  himself 
hy  a  hold  plunge  unhesitatingly  to  the  friendly  element  The  next  in- 
stant brought  him  to  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  with  hut  littile  diffi- 
culty he  reached  the  boat ;  when,  though  not  much  skilled  in  the  use  of 
llie  oar,  and  feeling  cruelly  his  deficiency  at  such  a  moment,  compelled  by 
necessity,  that  severest  of  teachers,  he  pulled  lustily  for  the  opposite 
shore. 

The  cold  perspiration  stood  on  his  brow,  and  the  oars  well-nigh  escaped' 
frt>m  his  trembling  hands,  when,  after  a  few  strokes,  he  perceived  hun- 
dreds of  people  tlvronging  the  quay  and  gazing  anxiously  over  its  parapets. 
For  one  short  moment  he  saw  nothing  more.  The  idea  that  he  was  dis- 
covered, and  would  be  fired  upon,  bewildered  him  so  completely  as  almost 
to  deprive  him  of  his  senses.  The  faintness,  however,  lasted  but  an 
instant;  the  next,  recovering  himself,  he  tugged  violently  at  his  oars. 
But,  alas!  he  became  pain&lly  conscious  that  the  more  strenuous  his 
efforts,  the  less  way  he  made ;  for  instead  of  the  easy,  even  strokes  diat 
would  have  sent  his  light  skiff  forward,  he  plunged  nis  oars  deep  in  tlie 
water — '^  catching  crabs,"  as  it  is  technically  called — ^splashed  Mmsdf  aB 
over,  whilst  the  boat  rocked  from  side  to  side  with  his  efforts.  He  could 
not  help  believing  that  it  was  bewitched,  and  that  some  evil  demon  kept' 
it  rooted  to  the  spot. 

His  unaccustomed  exertions  soon  flagged,  and  he  paused  to  take  breatlL 
Released  frx)m  the  counteracting  influence,  the  little  craft  soon  caught  the 
current  of  the  stream,  and  gently  glided  in  the  direction  of  Ousterweel, 
a  small  village  not  far  fr^m  the  walls  of  Antwerp. 

Though  the  quay  was  every  minute  more  and  more  thronged,  no 
inimical  harquebuss  was  poised  at  Van  Diest,  and  he  began  to  suspect  the 
mingled  shouts  and  execrations  that  reached  his  ears  were  directed 
to  other  and  more  important  objects  than  himself.  Reassured  by  this 
notion,  and  no  boat  being  in  pursuit,  he  took  a  cooler  survey  of  the  scene. 
As  the  boat  drifted  swiftly  past  the  outer  walls  of  the  city,  he  could  not 
but  think  that  some  fete  had  caUed  forth  the  burgher-guard  to  encamp 
near  the  village  of  Ousterweel,  so  studded  were  the  fields  in  that  direction 
with  white  tents,  and  so  numerous  were  the  mounted  horsemen,  cased  in 
glittering  armour,  riding  to  and  fro  in  haste;  but  he  soon  saw,  widi' 
g^wing  surprise,  that  not  only  were  the  gates  closed,  but  that  the 
bridge  that  crossed  a  small  arm  of  the  Scheldt  on  this  side  of  the  town 
was  destroyed,  and  that  the  bastions  were  here  encumbered  with  so  dense 
a  living  mass  as  to  appear  as  if  the  whole  population  had  aggregated  on 
that  point  Van  Diest  now  perceived  that  what  he  had  first  mistaken  for 
a  body  of  the  burgher-guard  was  a  considerable  force  regularly  entrenched 
by  the  river-side.  The  idea  first  suggested  by  this  fact  was  that  they 
were  Spaniards ;  for  such  might  have  arrived  during  his  captivity,  whose 
duration  he  had  had  no  means  of  calculating.  Fresh  fears  now  came  over 
him ;  but  the  boat  was  by  this  time  so  near  the  opposite  bank  that  he 
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awU  intenogate  a  peasant-lad  who  for  some  time  past  had  been  watch* 
iofi^  its  course.  From  him  Van  Dicst  heard  this  was  a  party  of  Gueuz, 
Ud  on  by  the  Lord  of  Thoulouse,  that  had  been  for  some  days  encamped 
al  Ousterweel ;  and  that  the  Piince  of  Orange  had  caused  the  gates  to  be 
dosed  and  the  bridge  to  be  destroyed,  in  order  to  prevent  any  communi- 
oation  between  the  citizens  and  the  rebels.  Van  Diest,  upon  these,  to 
him,  in  his  most  critical  position,  glad  tidings,  hesitated  no  longer,  but 
paddled  himself  to  shore.  Desirous  of  throwing  himself  upon  the  pro- 
teotion  of  the  Gueux  as  speedily  as  possible,  he  made  for  the  first  outpost ; 
but  ere  he  reached  it,  fell  in  with  a  party  of  horsemen,  at  whose  head  he 
joylidly  recognised  Paul  van  Meeren.  Great  was  the  surprise  of  the 
laiter,  whose  heart  had  wanned  towards  honest  Van  Diest  since  his 
oDmerited  mishs^ ;  and  he  now  sincerely  congratulated  him  on  his  escape, 
and  listened  with  much  interest  to  its  details. 

"I  need  not  tell  you,"  continued  Van  Diest,  '^that  it  is  not  my 
intention  to  add  to  your  numbers,  or  even  to  remain  among  you." 

"  I  guess  as  mudi/'  replied  Paul ;  "  but  we  have  several  well-armed 
boats  down  the  Scheldt,  which  brought  us  here  after  our  failure  at  Fles- 
singen.  Should  circumstances  obUge  us  to  take  agiun  to  the  river,  it  will 
be  easy  to  give  you  a  passage  up  to  Middelburg,  and  thence  to  ship  you 
off  £ar  EngTand. 

**  Well,"  said  Van  Diest,  overjoyed  at  the  prospect,  ''  a  particularly 
benigii  star  seems  to  preside  over  my  flight." 

At  that  moment  a  shot  or  two  was  uintly  heard  beyond  Ousterweel, 
and  a  horseman  galloping  up,  on  seeing  Van  Meeren,  checked  his  speed 
for  an  instant  to  conununicate  the  intelligence  that  a  large  body  of  men, 
bearing  the  king's  standard,  were  advancing  upon  that  quarter.  An  im- 
mediate  attack  was  threatened ;  and  he  was  now  about  to  warn  Thou- 
kmse^  who  was  not  yet  informed  of  the  coming  danger.  Before  Paul 
had  time  to  reply,  the  bearer  of  these  tidings  was  again  on  his  way  to- 
wards Thoulouse's  tent. 

'^  No  time  is  to  be  lost,"  said  Paul,  turning  to  Van  Diest ;  "  we  must 
torn  and  form  as  quickly  as  we  can.  This  is  rather  sudden,  and  we  are 
in  sad  disarray ;  but  a  good  cause  and  a  brave  spirit  are  half  the  battle." 

"  And  I,"  said  Van  Diest,  "  what's  to  become  of  me  ?" 

^'  Gret  as  fast  as  you  can  into  the  first  house  you  reach — no  matter 
whidl ;  it  will  prove  your  best  place  of  safety." 

Paul  was  about  to  set  spurs  to  his  horse,  when  Van  Diest  laid  his  hand 
on  the  bridle-rein. 

**  Stop  a  moment,"  he  said.    '^  And  if  we  never  meet  again  ?" 

"  Then,"  said  Paul,  **  God  prosper  my  poor  country  and  Margaret ! 
I  could,  however,  wish  not  to  fall  this  day,  that  I  might  live  to  fight 
many  a  fair  field — but,  hark !  By  Heavens,  the  combat  is  beginning  in 
earnest !     Hasten  away  to  the  houses.     Adieu !" 

One  grasp  of  the  hand,  and  Paul  spurred  forward  at  headlong  speed 
in  the  direction  of  the  smoke,  which  now  began  to  rise  in  slow  and  in- 
ereasing  volumes  above  the  outposts  of  the  camp,  that  extended  beyond 
the  village.  Van  Diest's  route  to  the  cottages  was  straight  enough,  yet 
did  he  find  it  no  easy  task  to  get  near  them ;  for  parties  of  marching 
soldiery  and  detachments  of  cavalry'  now  began  to  move  forward  from 
all  quarters  towards  the  point  attacked,  and  with  so  much  haste  and 
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irregularity,  that  Van  Diest  barely  escaped  being  trodden  down  in 
the  nuh. 

The  sullen  roar  of  cannon  began  to  mingle  with  the  firing  of  smdi 
arms  before  the  agitated  borgher  reached  a  £ew  straggling  hoosea  whose 
scared  occupants  were  invisible.  His  presence  of  mind  did  not»  howerery 
desert  him  even  in  a  scene  so  trying  to  unaccustomed  nerves.  The 
Gueux,  he  reflected,  might  not,  after  all,  triumph ;  and  should  they  be 
defeated,  it  was  most  important  fbr  him  to  avoid  being  discovered  among 
them  by  the  brutal  soldiery  in  the  hour  of  victory.  A  convenient  hole 
to  burrow  in  was  the  great  desideratum,  from  which  he  could  crawl 
forth  at  his  leisure.  Instead,  therefore,  of  attempting  to  enter  any  of 
the  cottages,  having  espied  a  large  encloeure  spreading  behind  a  house 
of  neater  appearance  than  the  rest,  the  wall  of  which  was  low  enough  ta 
allow  of  his  easily  getting  over  it,  he  avtuled  himself  of  the  circumstance, 
and  carefully  examined  the  premises  to  ascertain  what  further  advantages 
they  might  offer. 

The  toc^n  now  rang  throughout  Antwerp,  telling  of  the  ferment 
which  the  battle  created  amoeg  the  thousands  witnessing  it  with  en- 
forced passiveness  from  the  walls  of  the  town  i  and  the  deep^  solemn, 
incessant  peal,  over  wluch  the  cannon  ever  and  anon  domineered  with 
its  awful  roar,  as  if  impatient  of  its  monotonous  voice,  flung  its  melan- 
choly  warning  on  the  cur;  to  which  the  cries  of  the  wounded,  the  shriekf 
of  the  combatants,  and  the  fierce  shouts  of  the  spectators  from  the  has* 
tions,  responded  as  with  one  prolonged  wail  of  human  woe,  between  the 
discharges  of  musketry  and  me  thunder  of  artillery  that  proclaimed  in 
hoarse  tones  the  rage  of  man  supreme  in  that  hour  of  strife. 

There  is  a  mysterious  excitement  in  such  sounds,  which  even  the  moftt 
torpid  natures  cannot  resist ;  they  vibrate  through  the  system,  and  caose 
a  strange  effervescence  to  mount  to  heart  and  brain  ;  nor  did  Van  Diest 
resist  their  influence.  His  sympathies  were  now  roused  in  favour  of  the 
Gueux,  and  he  had  well-nigh  forgotten  himself  so  far  as  to  think  of 
joining  them;  but  the  wish  fftded  as  soon  as  it  was  formed ;  atill  he  was 
irresistibly  impelled  to  watch  the  result  of  the  struggle.  A  leafless 
tree  stood  conveniently  near,  up  which  he  succeeded  in  clambering ;  but 
although,  from  the  mid* way  position  he  selected,  he  could  perfectly  com- 
mand the  flat  country  extending  around,  still  it  would  have  been  ^^cult 
for  a  practised,  and  was  quite  impossible  for  an  unpractised,  spectator  to 
define  the  movements  of  the  combatants* 

To  Van  Diest  nothing  was  distinguishable  through  the  dense  smoke 
that  enveloped  the  contending  parties  but  the  oceasioDal  flash  of  the  fire- 
arms, the  waving  of  banneis,  and  the  wheeling  up  of  firesh  bodies,  which, 
however,  were  soon  lost  behind  the  cloudy  canopy. 

The  contest,  which  had  hitherto  ragea  wide  of  the  hamlet,  now  rolled 
nearer  and  nearer ;  nor  was  it  long  before  the  Gueux,  their  lines  broken 
and  their  numbers  diminished,  were  seen  flying  in  every  direction. 
Hundreds  precipitated  themselves  towards  the  river,  into  which  th^y 
plunged  with  a  view  to  escape  by  swimming;  but  their  blood  soon 
mingled  with  the  water,  as  shot  atter  shot  stifiened  into  a  corpse  some 
vigorous  struggler.  Groups  of  wounded  and  stragglers  came  rushing  on 
towards  the  hoi^es,  protected  by  the  remnant  of  Thoulouse's  force,  led  on 
by  himself  and  Paul.     As  they  rode  up  to  the  spot  where  Van  Diest  yet 
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lingVFedy  be  could  peiceiTe  that  his  friend,  though  deadly  pale,  was  not 
hurt;  that  he  looked  grave,  hut  not  depressed;  and  that  his  energy 
IMmed  unsabdued. 

Thouloiise  also  appeared  calm,  and  severe  in  aspect  as  ever;  high 
raiolTa  and  dauntless  courage  were  stamped  on  every  line  of  his  coun- 


**-  We  had  better  all  dismount,  scatter,  and  conceal  ourselves  among 
bouses,"  said  Paul  to  bis  commander.  '^  If  any  of  the  leaders,  but 
especially  you,  my  lord,  can  escape,  we  may  yet  rally  on  some  other 
point,  and  avenge  this  day's  disaster.  See !  the  blooahounds  are  close 
upon  our  heels !" 

It  was,  indeed,  so.  The  grim  lasages  and  the  bristling  spears  of  the 
Saremost  cc^umn  of  the  king's  troops  were  visible  through  the  broken  rear 
of  the  fugitives.  There  was  no  time  to  be  lost  Thoulouse  gave  the 
command,  and  hastily  disbanded  those  who,  still  true  to  discipliue,  strove 
to  maintain  some  show  of  order  in  their  ranks.  The  greater  part  rode  on 
fariously  past  the  village,  and  made  the  best  of  their  way  across  country, 
which  incident  was  favourable  to  Thoulouse's  manoeuvre ;  for  the  atten- 
tion of  the  enemy  being  naturally  drawn  towards  the  movements  of  the 
ounority,  those  who  renudned  had  time  to  conceal  themselves  effectually ; 
and  vdulst  some  sought  safety  in  more  distant  houses,  Paul  and  Thoulouse 
entered  that  finom  the  enclosure  of  which  Van  Diest  had  viewed  the 
fM^igement. 

The  main  force  of  the  enemy,  followed  slowly  by  a  body  of  reserve, 
WM  noiw  coming  up ;  and  Van  Diest,  who  happily  bethought  himself  in 
time  that  a  leafless  tree  did  not  afford  the  best  of  shelters,  looked  about 
distractedly  for  a  better.  An  empty  cistern,  which  could  not  be  much 
above  his  height,  chanced  to  meet  his  eye — a  broken  wooden  cover  lay 
Bear  it — it  stood,  too,  close  to  the  wall,  and  thus  was  not  likely  to  attract 
attention.  Mentally  thanking  Providence  for  this  relief,  he  precipitately 
desomded  the  tree. 

He  had  scarcely  time  to  enter  the  cistern,  and  carefully  adjust  the 
cover  over  his  head,  before  the  rush  of  cavalry,  followed  by  the  tramp  of 
infantry  and  the  rumbling  of  artillery,  was  heardpassing  along  the  other 
side  of  the  wall  b^nd  which  he  lay  perdue.  The  pursuit  seemed  to  be 
hot,  and  to  be  carried  fiar  beyond  the  village. 

As  the  sounds  of  strife  died  away,  and  the  turmoil  was  succeeded  by 
the  deepest  silence.  Van  Diest  breathed  more  freely,  and  even  contem- 
plated an  egress  from  his  incommodious  retreat,  when  subdued  voices,  in 
eager  colloquy,  on  the  other  side  the  waD,  attracted  his  attention. 

**  I  would  one  word  with  you,  my  lord  of  Beauvoir."  This  was  siud  in 
tones  Van  Diest  could  not  mistake — the  speaker  was  Chievosa. 

•*  Who  and  what  are  you  ?"  replied  a  gruff"  voice.  «'  Pass  on  your  way ; 
I  have  no  time  to  spare.'' 

**  I  pray  you,  my  lord,  to  attend  to  me  for  one  moment,''  persisted 
Lopei.     ^  Tk€  sun  rises  in  the  south.'* 

*'  Ha  !*•  returned  Beauvoir,  "the  regent's  pass-word  ?  Then  what  would 
you  of  me  ?" 

^  I  have  the  duchess's  instructions  to  communicate  whatever  valuable 
inibrmatiofi  I  might  gun,  unhesitatingly,  to  you,  as  the  leader  of  the 
fereet  against  the  rebels/' 
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^^  I  doubt  not,  m J  Cur  master  unkDown,  that  jour  information  may  be 
rahiaUe ;  for,  if  I  remember  rightly,  it  was  you  who  warned  the  dudieii 
of  the  movements  of  Thoulouse  both  at  Flessingue  and  hat%j  and 
thus  the  cause  of  this  day's  ezpedidon  ?" 

'^  And  victory,"  retorted  Cfaievosa ;  "for  had  not  the  GhieuK  beea 
prised,  I  doubt  if  you  would  have  had  so  cheap  a  bargain  of  them." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  was  the  answery  in  aecents  still  more  haughty  than 
before ;  '^  but  t^  quickly  what  you  have  to  communicate,  if  it  be  in  dead 
of  importance."  ^ 

*^  Shall  you  consider  this  day's  work  complete,  if  yoo  io  not  disoofisr 

Thoulouse  ?"  ...  .       .  • 

"  He  cannot  escape.     I  have  sent  scouring  parties  in  every  direction.'' 
'<  They  will  not  find  him,"  aaad  CUeroea.     «  Ja  this  very  boost*  Jmc 
and  one  of  his  most  desperate  adherents  are  at  this  moment  concealed.^ 

^<Ha!  This  intelligence,  Sir  Stranger^  deservo my  thanks.  By-tho  ty^ 
know  you  the  pass^word  of  tiie  day  ?  Without  it  yon  may  chaare  te 
be  mdested  by  the  soldiery.  Here  it  is—-'  InquiriHan  "AmmJ  I  will, 
report  your  conduct  to  the  recent." 

The  sounds  of  horses'  hoon,  clattering  in  haste  towards  the  viUmi^ 
informed  Van  Diest  that  the  Sire  de  Beaavttr  bad  departed.  AAerr 
another  pause  of  some  duration,  oonliised  aounds  of  netuming  troops  and 
renewed  strife  made  Van  Diest  oonjectuve  that  the  hots  wherein  tbc 
Gueuz  had  sought  shelter  were  attacked,  and  defended  with  equal  €aiy^ 
and  the  shots,  screams,  ^outs,  and  exeoratians,  that  soon  fiUed  the  air, 
but  too  surely  confirmed  this  idea.  As  the  sounds  receded  or  s^proaehed 
his  pulse  beat  quicker  or  mote  slowly,  with  renewed  or  lessened  apprebea" 
sion.  So  trying  was  bis  positkm,  that  he  bitterly  lamented  not  having 
remained  in  the  security  of  his  prison ;  but  he  soon  began  to  su£br  firam 
a  new  and  still  more  alarming  discomfort 

The  crevices  in  the  wooden  cover  whiefa  be  bad  adjusted  over  bis  bead 
had  hitherto  permitted  him  to  inhale,  though  sparingly,  the  pure  spriQg 
air  from  without ;  but  it  now  gave  way  to  a  thick,  stifling  vapour,  that 
irritated  his  windpipe  and  filled  his  eyes  with  a  pungent  blinding  sub- 
stance. The  feeling  of  suffocation  became  so  intoleraUe  that  Van  Diest 
was  compelled,  at  every  risk,  to  raise  the  lid ;  but  this  did  not  afford  him 
much  relief.  A  dense  smoke  came  reeling  on  in  heavy  murky  volumes 
from  the  house  wherein  the  defeated  chiefii  had  taken  rdEuge,  and  tainted 
the  whole  atmosphere ;  whilst  a  lurid  light  flashed  occasionally  through 
it  and  as  suddenly  disappeared,  and  Van  Diest  perceived  with  horror  that 
the  house  had  been  set  on  fire.  All  around  it  soldiery  was  drawn  up 
three  or  four  deep,  ready  with  halbert  and  arquebuss  to  thrust  the 
sufferers  back  into  the  flames,  should  they  attempt  to  break  through. 

The  house,  however,  seemed  tenantless,  so  undisturbed  was  the  silence 
that  reigned  throughout ;  and  Van  Diest  for  a  moment  indulged  the  hope 
that  the  fugitives  had  vacated  it.  Lucky  it  was  for  him  that  he  was  at 
the  further  extremity  of  the  extensive  enclosure,  and  that  the  soldiers 
were  entirely  bent  upon  the  accomplishment  of  their  cruel  deed ;  for  the 
intensity  of  his  feelings  at  this  juncture  made  him  altogether  reg^ardless 
of  his  own  safety. 

Flames  now  issued  in  forked  tongues  from  between  the  closed  shutters, 
and  even  from  the  crevices  in  the  thin  walls ;  and  the  thatched  roof  was 
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finrij  in  a  bU»  before  anj  ngn  of  life  became  yisible.  Suddenly  a 
WMPmunt  was  tfarown  open,  and  yells  of  triumph  welcomed  this  wished- 
for  sb^al  of  distress,  which  the  enduring  victims  had  been  so  tardy  in 
afforung  to  their  savage  persecutors.  Two  figures  appesoed  at  the 
window:  one  glance  downwards  showed  them  how  matters  stood;  bat 
vain  was  the  hope  of  their  assailants,  that  they  would  humble  themselyes 
by  idle  ewftwaties,  or  by  s^  idler  eflforts,  to  escape  their  doom. 

TiMve  tfa^  fltoodi  snb  by  side,  pale,  but  collected.  The  eyes  of  bodi 
ware  fixed  on  Antwerp,  wkoae  towers  gleamed  gaily  in  the  sun,  as  if  in 
mockery  of  thear  parting  gaze.  Even  from  his  position  Van  Diest  could 
pfroaive  a  sorrowful  expression  on  Thoulouse's  countenance,  softening, 
bnt  aot<diBiiiii]8yog,  its  etiim  meolve.  Patil  looked  fiercefy  at  his  assau- 
anlB,  and  shook  his  clenched  hand  at  them ;  then  safiering  the  fioigers  to 
imdioea^  lie  looked  miA  a  more  serene  expression  on  his  native  city, 
towards  which  he  extended  his  open  palm,  but  whether  to  invoke  its 
pwteoliM  or  to  hmUm  upon  it  his  k^  blessing,  it  passed  Van  Diest's 
doll  in  reateg  the  kamaa  eoontenance  to  determine.  The  flames  now 
«nght  the  window-firame  near  which  tk^  stood,  and  played  around 
them ;  their  fignres  hnrnns  unoertain  and  vacillating;  a  film  passed  over 
¥an  IKeelfa  eyes,aDd  iM  okMed  them  to  kx^  no  more  upon  a  sight  which 
Mnoed  Ina  wsry  eenl.  The  4nask  of  falling  timber  was  next  keaid-— 
Iken  ike  <enidding  of  the'flamas  playing  riot  with  the  £ragile  tenement; 
and  ti^bni  mi  Inst  he  aeatn  had  toe  couiage  to  ga»  upon  the  scene  of 
iaepilatiin,  the  roof  haw  JaUen  in,  the  floon  had  given  way,  and  the  whole 
was  bnt  a  auo^erior  rain*  l%e  soldiers,  well  satisfied  wil^  theirwozk, 
fiM  off  to  pwfonn  me  sane  duty  on  other  pcnnts ;  and  the  lurid  aspect 
ef  Ae  atanos^iere  diowed  they  wein  bnt  too  speedy  and  successful  in 


"choked,  breathless,  panting  for  aii^  yet  Van  Diest  durst  not 
ventore'lron  Ids  fanr,  ieet  Ine  hunters  should  be  upon  him.  As  the 
idenorit^  of  the  materials,  and  the  slight  way  in  winch  they  had  been 
pnt  togwier,  fiMilitated  the  prosress  of  the  fiery  element,  so  it  permitted 
its  effects  to  pass  the  more  speedily  away.  A  couple  of  hours  had  scarce 
elapsed  befotv  the  flames  had  ceased,  and  a  lighter  smoke  rose  to  a  loftier 
height  in  the  less  eneumbered  air;  but  sikoce  and  quietude  were  not 
lastorcd,  and  the  certitude  that  the  regent's  troops  continued  to  hover 
about  the  place  induced  Van  Diest  to  refit  more  closely  over  his  head  the 
proleetmg  canopy  he  had  for  a  time  been  forced  to  lay  aode. 

Three  feelings  contended  for  mastery  within  his  breast.  It  would 
have  been  hard  even  for  himself  to  decide  whether  the  physical  pang  of 
burning  thirst,  or  the  moral  one  of  uncontrollable  fear,  were  the  most 
powerful ;  but  certainly  one  feeling  predominated  over  both — one  until 
then  a  stranger  to  his  tranquil  bosom — a  deep,  heartfelt  desire  of  revenge 
on  him  who  was  the  author  of  this  awfiil  catastrophe.  He  was  not  long 
left,  however,  to  brood  over  his  own  thoughts.  Again  shouldering  of  ar- 
quebusses  and  the  soldiers'  measured  tread  were  audible  behind  the  wall, 
and  again  Chievosa's  hated  voice  was  heard. 

•*  What  do  you  mean  to  do  with  these  three  hundred  prisoners,  Sire  de 
Beauvoir  ?" 

"  I  suppose,  Sir  Stranger,"  replied  the  same  gruff  voice  which  Van 
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Diest  had  heard  but  a  few  hours  before — '*  I  suppose  the  regent  has  not 
extended  your  commission  so  £ar  as  to  authorise  you  to  watch  or  to  control 
my  movements  ?" 

'*  Certdbily  not ;  mere  curiosity  indaced  me  to  ask  so  indifferent  a 
question,  which,  of  course,  it  rests  with  you,  my  lord,  to  leave  unanswered 
or  not  at  your  pleasure." 

^'  Then  your  curiosity  will  soon  be  gratified.  These  inen  who  have 
dared  to  stand  in  arms  against  ^beir  lawful  sovereign,  or  the  troops  of 
his  representative,  whidi  is  the  same  thing,  shall  be  shot  without  further 
ceremony." 

'^AU,  my  lord— all  the  three  hundred  without  exception?  Surely, 
having  punished  the  leaders  in  so  exemplary  a  manner,  tins  extreme 
rigour  is  not  indispensable  ?'.' 

'Mt  is,"  said  Beauvoir.  '^  They  should  all  perish  to  a  man,  were  they^ 
thousands  instead  of  hundreds !" 

*'  The  civil  war  is  then  begun  in  earnest,"  said  Lopea ;  ^'  but,  with  your 
permission,  I  will  ride  away  before  this  wholesale  butchery  begins." 

*<  Ay,  go  and  tell  the  duchess ;  I  weU  know  she  will  approve  of  this 
deed,"  answered  the  ruthless  soldier  in  a  well-pleased  tone. 

Van  Diest  then  heard  the  clattering  of  horses'  hoofs  as  the  rider  hurried 
away  with  great  precipitation ;  then  came  the  word  of  command,  spokeft 
in  Beauvoir's  harsh,  discordant  tones;  then  the  dropping  shots — the 
groans — the  screams  of  the  victims  as  they  fell  one  by  one  along  the  wall 
against  which  they  had  been  placed.  Had  but  Chievosa  been  one  of  thenv 
Van  Diest  thought,  he  could  almost  have  listened  with  pleasure  to  those 
sounds  of  dread  which  now  caused  his  v^  blood  to  freeze  within  his  veins. 
He  could  not  compute  the  time  during  which  he  had  to  endure  this  agony  ; 
but  it  remained  engraven  on  his  mind  as  though  years  of  suffering  oifid 
been  concentrated  in  that  one  fearful  hour.  At  last  even  this  trial  came 
to  an  end.  Beauvoir  rallied  his  forces  without  the  village;  but  though  the 
danger  was  more  distant,  it  was  not  removed  ;  nor  did  a  complete  silence 
reign  throughout  until  night  spread  its  dark  mantle  over  this  darker  scene, 
and  then  it  was  the  silence  of  death. 

But  the  night  dews  brought  no  refreshment  to  Van  Diest's  parched 
lips  and  burning  brow,  nor  its  calmness  tranquillity  to  his  feverea  pulse. 
Cruelty  and  treachery,  such  as  he  had  that  qby  witnessed,  roused  withia 
him  sensations  that  seemed  incompatible  with  the  slugglishness  of  his 
nature,  but  which,  once  awakened,  it  was  not  in  his  power  nor  his  will  to 
lull  again  to  rest 
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^'  Thsbk's  Lady  Clara's  cnreriasting  bell !  ring,  ring)  ring,  from  morn- 
ing to  night.  I  wonder  poor  Palmer,  her  own  maid,  is  not  qtdte  disg^nsted 
wHh  the  sound  of  it.  Catch  me  living  in  a  hoi^e  with  a  confirmed 
invalid  again ! — ^no  peace,  no  freedom,  no  cheerfulness ;  never  know  when 
one's  work  is  reallj  done.  I  like  to  see  the  whole  of  the  family  clean  off 
the  premises,  then  poor  skves  of  servants  can  hope  for  a  few  hours  of 
uninterrupted  enjoyment ;  but  here,  forsooth,  as  Lady  Clara  is  too  ill  to 
visit,  some  one  or  other  of  us  must  always  be  moping  in  her  sick  room. 
I  wish  the  great  folks  were  obliged  to  take  their  regular  turn  in  nursing, 
tiien  they  would  find  out  how  wearisome  it  was.  ^  Take  physic,  pomp, 
and  feel  as  wretches  feel,*  as  some  great  preacher  says." 

^  Ghreat  poet,  Miss  Turner,  if  you  please — Shakspeare." 

'^  Shakspeare  or  Doctor  Watts,  it's  all  the  same  to  me ;  I  only  men- 
tioned it  for  the  truth  of  the  thing.  But  not  they,  indeed ;  they  are 
always  too  tired  with  their  gaiety  to  think  of  sitting  up  with  those  who 
want  their  services.  They  don't  care  if  the  house  is  as  dull  as  if  a  dead 
eorpse  was  l^g  in  it,  so  long  as  they  can  have  their  pleasure.  I  am 
determined  I  won't  ruin  my  constitution  with  broken  rest  any  more,  and 
that^s  the  long  and  the  short  of  the  matter,  Mr.  George." 

*^  But  if  it  is  so  distressing  to  you,  surely  it  must  be  much  more  so  for 
the  young  lady  herself,  worn  down  as  she  is  by  constant  pain  and 
suffering,  and  so  patient  through  all  her  afflictions  too.  I  am  surprised 
that  you,  as  a  woman,  do  not  rather  commiserate  her,  than  complain  of 
the  litde  unavoidable  trouble  she  is  obliged  to  give,  and  for  which  she 
invariably  expresses  such  regret." 

^  *  Soft  w<Hrds  butter  no  parsnips,'  as  my  mother,  who  is  dead  and  gone, 
used  to  say.  For  my  part  I  would  prefer,  a  thousand  times,  waiting  on 
a  perfect  termagant,  who  almost  in  the  same  moment  gives  a  blow,  and 
then  salves  it  over  with  a  handsome  present,  than  on  a  lady  as  meek  as 
an  angel,  who,  never  betrayed  into  passion,  has  no  need  to  make  one 
forget  the  injury  done  to  one's  feeHn^  by  bribery ;  like  Lady  Clara,  for 
instance,  who,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  has  never  given  Palmer  an 
ang^  word.  But  then  what  real  good,  think  you,  does  that  mildness  do 
for  a  poor  servant,  anxious  to  make  a  little  nest-egg  for  old  age  or 
infirmity?  It  is  positively  more  than  two  years  since  Palmer  has  had 
one  cast-off  silk  dress.  That  eternal  pink  satin  and  swansdown  Lady 
Clara  had  from  Madame  Devy's,  still  hangfs  up  in  the  wardrobe  as  good 
as  new ;  Palmer  protests  she  is  absolutely  sick  at  the  very  sight  of  it" 

''How  can  she  be  expected  to  wear  out  fine  dresses  in  her  deplorable 
state  of  health  ?" 

"  Ah !  there's  the  very  root  of  the  evil ;  there's  the  serious  loss  and 
misfortune  of  serving  an  invalid." 

'^  Well !  I  could  not  entertain  such  selfish  ideas,  under  such  truly 
agonising  circumstances,  Mrs.  Turner;  for  my  part,  I  candidly  admit 
that  my  heart  bleeds  for  the  poor  thing." 
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'<  Well,  really,  Mr.  George,  that  beats  all  I  ever  heard  in  the  shi^ 
of  a  liberty.  Poor  thing,  indeed!  I  only  wish  my  lord  heard  you 
calling  his  daughter,  the  Lady  Clara,  a  poor  thing.  If  he  had  never 
been  astonished  before,  I  fiEmer  that  would  father  amaze  him." 

'*  I  meant  nothing  in  the  sughtest  degree  offensive  or  familiar  in  the 
Tery  natural  expression  the  warmth  of  sympathy  inadvertently  caused 
me  to  give  utterance  to ;  but,  in  the  constant  contemplation  of  suffering, 
Aere  appears  so  much  to  remind  us  that  we  are  all  so  merely  mortali  that 
we  are  all,  as  it  were,  equal  in  the  sight  of  that  Being  who  does  net 
select  peculiar  pang^  for  the  rich  and  poor  among  the  creatures  He 
created — making  a  distinctioQ  even  in  afflietions,  that,  for  tlie  instant^  I 
forgot  the  conventional  difference  this  world  makes  between  the  humble 
menial  and  the  daughter  of  an  earl." 

'<  Do,  pray,  speak  plain  English ;  all  those  long  words  will  be  your 
nun,  depend  upon  it.  This  is  not  die  first  time,  or  I  am  much  mistaken, 
that  you  have  forgotten  the  vast  difference  which  this  world  plaees 
between  the  humble  menial  and  the  daughter  of  an  earl.  I  was  not 
bom  yesterday,  nor  am  I  blind,  thank  goodness." 

'*  What  can  you  possibly  mean  ?" 

<<  Why,  that  you  are  in  love  with  the  Lady  Clara." 

'^  Me !    What  a  preposterous  idea !" 

'^  Not  so  preposterous  as  you  may  pretend  to  believe.  I've  seen  such 
a  thing  happen  before  now,  young  as  I  am,  therefore  I  am  not  easily 
deceived  in  such  delicate  matters." 

"  That  may  be ;  but  with  all  your  penetration,  your  sagacity  is  at 
fiiult  now.  You  have  not,  as  you  weU  know,  the  remotest  shade  of 
reason  to  bear  yon  out  in  this  idle  conjecture." 

'^  Yes,  I  have  experience,  which  is  always  to  be  r^ed  on." 

^^  What  experience  can  you  have  had  ?" 

**  This  :  when  I  lived  in  the  service  of  the  Duke  of  Beverley^  in  the 
north,  there  was  just  such  another  handsome,  genteel  young  man  as  your- 
self, named  Charles  Murray,  kept  especially  as  a  sort  of  ornamental  Ibot- 
man,  to  attend  exclusively  on  the  ladies,  and  fiddle-faddle  with  them  about 
the  drawing-room  and  flower-garden,  as  you  do  here ;  so  that  he  was 
always  smartly  dressed,  and  consequently  thought  himself  much  above  his 
fsUow-servants,  carrying  himself  very  high  amongst  us,  avoiding  our 
society  as  much  as  he  decently  could,  stealing  away  to  trim  his  nails,  or 
read  poetry-books,  from  which  no  good  was  ever  learnt  yet. 

'<  I  did  all  I  could  to  attract  his  attention,  for,  al^ough  I  was  the 
upper-housemaid,  I  would  have  demeaned  myself  to  receive  his  civilities, 
if  he  had  been  inclined  to  be  only  commonly  gallant ;  but  all  my  endea- 
vours to  please  were  thrown  away.  His  contempt  awoke  my  indignation, 
and,  like  eve^  other  slighted  woman,  I  was  determined  to  discover  the 
cause  of  it ;  I  had  not  watched  him  long  before  I  plainly  perceived  that 
he  aimed  at  nobler  game;  I  taxed  bin  with  it,  his  alarm  betrayed  the 
truth,  and  the  most  excessive  bribery  silenced  my  jealous  spite.  How- 
ever, one  day — I  shall  never  forget  it,  it  being  the  first  of  the  series  of 
g^nd  dinners  which  his  grace  gave  aonoalKr  to  the  county  gentry,  to 
make  them  die  of  envy  at  his  grandeui^  and  mm  which  they  still  would 
not  have  been  excluded  for  the  worid — never  was  iktre  a  more  regal 
display,  never  was  there  a  more  iiunpitioiis  dimiery  never  was  there  a 
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fplendtd  a8BeiiiUaffe»  neror  wu  the  dttchess  mofe  studiously  dig- 
nified, never  was  the  duke  more  oondescendingly  affable,  never  had 
Ae  yoQog  ladies  looked  more  lovely,  nor  more  magnificently  dressed^  all 
was  Hght,  show,  g^ittoiv  and  oeremony ;  all  felt  too  proud  to  thank  God 
for  what  they  possessed,  and  all  was  going  off  most  delightfully,  when, 
lo!  and  behold,  between  the  first  and  second  course,  Lady  Emily,  the 
yoongest  of  the  fsunily,  and  a  perfect  beauty,  fainted  dead  away  !  Forth 
nahed  Chariea  t^  prevent  her  fidling ;  up  .started  the  duke,  choked  with 
aig%  exdaiming,  '  ViUain !  how  dare>  vou  touch  my  daughter  ?'  '  Who 
ht»  Buxrt  light  to  touch  her,  my  loni  duke,  than  her  husband  ?'  replied 
Chules,  foWog  th«  Lad^  Emily  to  his  bosom. 

^  Ohy  my  I  the  confoaion  this  confession  oost  I  Such  ordering  of  car- 
riskges,  SQch  scrambHng  to  get  away ;  no  one  thought  of  taking  leave, 
but  several  took  the  wrong  cloaks  and  hoods ;  bat  not  a  single  penny  did 
I  get  Snr  waiting  on  the  mean  creatures ;  they  were  all  too  busy  in  their 
HDtoal  M^iciDgB  over  the  downfal  that  they  had  just  witnessed ;  <n*, 
perhaps,  took  advantage  of  the  hurry  and  flurry  to  save  the  trifle  so 
Bghteoasly  due  to  me  for  my  civility  and  attention. 

^  When  I  ventured  to  peep  into  the  dining-room,  after  they  were  all 
gone,  it  was  like  the  last  scene  in  a  play  :  the  dudiess  was  on  the  Aoot  in 
strong  hysterics,  crushing  her  beautiful  turbaa  all  to  nothing;  Lady 
Emily  lay  on  her  husband's  bosom,  white  as  a  ghost ;  her  sisters  stood 
dose  to  her,  ciying  and  wring^g  their  hands ;  the  duke  was  striding  up 
and  down  like  a  madman ;  the  butler  and  the  other  servants  stiU 
aetually  holding  the  dishes  they  were  going  to  place  on  the  table ;  and 
the  ehapkun  looking  as  aghast  as  if  before  an  archbishop,  and,  I  fancy, 
with  an  eye  of  envy  at  Charles:  and  all  this  uproar  and  disgrace  was 
occasioned  by  a  footman  forgetting  the  difference  which  this  worid 
plEices  between  one  in  his  station  and  the  daughter  of  a  nobleman, 
IfeGeorger 

*'  For  Heaven's  sake,  Miss  Turner,  do  not  imagine  that  I  ever  could  so 
fior  forget  mine, — ever  be  g^uilty  of  sudi  treachery/' 

'*Leve  does  not  think  of  treachery,  it  only  thinks  of  the  hope  that  con- 
tmnaliy  feeds  it  with  fiilse  promises ;  it  is  like  a  man  on  the  verge  of 
ruiii,  who  still  gives  biUs,  hopini^  something  fortunate  will  turn  up  before 
they  beeome  due,  so  as  to  save  his  credit,  and  only  wakes  from  his  dream 
friiea  in  a  gaol ;  so  it  will  be  with  you  ere  long,  for  I  am  convinced  that 
wkal  I  say  is  as  true  as  Gospel ;  for  if  you  were  not  strangely  pre- 
oeoaned,  you  must  have  perceived  that  all  the  female-servants  here  were 
aot  MMolote  scarecrows." 

'*  Fiay,  pray,  let  me  implore  you  never  to  mention  this  most  unfounded 
anspieioik  to  another  human  being.  Oh !  if  it  were  but  to  reach  his 
loraship'a  ears,  I  should  in&llibly  lose  my  sitnation,  which  would  be  the 
daatkofaie." 

^^  Ah  I  see  how  the  truth  will  out !  Discarded  servants  do  not  usually 
die  of  gnef.  I  have  left  twenty  capital  places  without  a  sigh  of  regret ; 
asd  kere  yon,  at  the  bare  mention  of  losing  your  first,  are  in  an  agony 
ef  honor,  George,  I  repeat  it,  and  wo^d,  with  a  whole  bench  of 
«H^;iiferales  tr3ang  to  daunt  me,  you  are  desperately  in  love  with  the 
dy»g  Lady  Claia." 

Tae  jooflig  aaaa  wailed  to  hear  no  mor^  bat  hurrying  up  to  his  e#n 
^  ftsteaed  the  door,  and  then  threw  himself  on  lus  knees  by  tke 
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side  of  the  bed,  with  that  instinctive  terror  which  an  ingenuons  mind  ever 
feels  at  the  idea  of  baseness  or  dishonour. 

When,  after  a  time,  he  raised  his  head  £rom  the  <sonnterpane>  ihe 
large  damp  patch  on  it  attested  the  many  tears  he  had  been  shedding, 

n. 

Geobge  Danvebs,  although  the  son  of  rery  humUe  parents,  early 
evinced  talents  of  no  common  order,  accompanied,  as  is  too  frequently 
the  case,  with  a  delicacy  of  constitution  which  rendered  him  totally  in** 
capable  of  following  the  laborious  employment  of  his  father  and  brothen 
as  flBurm-servants ;  hence  his  mother*s  constant  anxiety  as  to  what  would 
eventually  be  his  destiny,  knowing,  alas!  but  too  well  that  a  sickly 
child  was  one  of  the  heaviest  burdens  with  which  the  poor  could  m 
afflicted ;  for  in  proportion  to  its  helplessness,  so  is  the  maternal  afiFectioiiy 
ever  striving  and  struggling  with  unwearied  tenderness  for  the  one  thafe 
can  the  least  assist  itself;  but  where  the  pittance  which  supports  nature 
is  only  obtained  by  unrelaxing  daily  toil,  the  life  of  those  who  cannot  add 
their  portion  to  the  family  fund  must  be  a  life  of  the  most  severe  priva- 
tion, despite  the  efforts  of  the  self-sacrificing  beings  who  would  £ua 
render  it  otherwise.  And  so  George  was  beginning  to  feel  in  all  its 
painful  and  mortifying  intensity,  when  Providence  came  most  unex- 
pectedly to  his  assistance;  for,  on  the  accidental  mention  of  the  very 
superior  talents  displayed  by  the  drooping  boy,  by  the  master  of  the 
Sunday-school,  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Meredith,  the  clergyman  of  the  parish, 
he,  after  examining  the  little  gifted  pupil,  resolved  at  once  to  give  him  a 
g^od  solid  education,  hoping  hereafter  to  place  him  in  a  banking-house  ia 
which  he  had  some  interest. 

Mr.  Meredith  was  neither  so  prejudiced,  nor,  indeed,  so  ignorant  of  the 
many  striking  facts  on  record  to  the  contrary,  as  to  conceive  that  talent 
was  confined  to  station,  and  that  it  must,  of  necessity,  follow  the  other 
favours  of  fortune ;  still,  he  knew  how  fatal  it  was  to  the  future  of  a 
youth  not  to  give  that  talent  an  early  and  vigorous  direction,  and  not 
allow  it  to  run  wild,  like  a  lovely  but  uncultivated  flower,  to  waste  ita 
strength  and  sweetness,  and  fade  in  premature  and  unprofitable  decay. 

He  saw,  with  almost  grief,  that  George  possessed  a  vivacity  of  imagi- 
nation, and  an  ardour  of  temperament,  highly  inimical  to  serious  study, 
which  had,  unfortunately,  been  fostered  by  the  injudicious  but  pardonable 
pride  of  his  mother ;  but  which,  if  not  suppressed,  would  ultimately  pro- 
duce for  him  only  sorrow,  disappointment,  and  humiliation,  for  the  daya 
were  gone  by  when  men  could  dream  dreams,  and  see  visions,  and  find 
them  both  pleasing  and  profitable.  Hence,  although  it  went  to  the  good 
man's  heart  so  to  do,  he  studiously  and  sternly  discouraged  aught  save 
the  dry  details  compatible  with  his  business-like  prospects,  coldly  glancing 
over  the  eifusions  of  that  warm  and  grateful  mind,  and  chilling  tne  aspi- 
rations of  his  elated  prot^g^  with  the  unsympathising  observation,  that 
"  he  considered  a  taste  for  poetry  evinced  a  morbid  sensibility,  which  was 
both  unmanly  and  unnatural."  George  submitted  to  this  harsh  opinion 
with  the  docility  of  a  lamb,  but  the  anguish  of  a  martyr ;  he  abandoned 
the  muse  for  the  ledger,  and  hoped  it  would  repay  him  for  the  sacrifice ; 
but  who  can  reckon  on  anything  in  this  life?  who  can  form  plans  here 
certain  of  realisation  ?    Just  when  George  was  preparing  to  take  pones- 
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Bon  of  the  to  long  anticipated  sitoation,  to  the  amazement  of  the  entire 
ooimty  the  firm  of  ''  Faulkener,  Witworth,  and  Faulkener"  stopped  pay- 
rnent^  one  of  the  partners  having  become  a  def&nlter  to  an  enormous 
amount. 

Thousands  were  thrown  on  their  own  resources  by  this  imexpected 
de£sdcation,  in  a  pitiable  state  of  poverty,  and  George  lost  the  inde- 
pendence which  was  to  crown  all  his  exertions. 

Mr.  Meredith  was  indefatigable  in  his  endeavours  to  obtain  some  other 
Mppointment  for  one  whose  snperior  education  now  rendered  him  less  fit 
than  ever  to  fill  a  merely  laborious  employment ;  but,  after  two  years  of 
Aat  ^  hope  deferred,  which  doth  indeed  make  the  heart  sick,"  he  was  in- 
lonned  by  the  gentleman  who  had  been  most  profuse  in  promises,  that^ 
^  owing  to  the  pressure  of  the  times,  and  some  heavy  personal  pecuniary 
losses,  he  had  been  obliged,  although  with  infinite  reluctance,  to  g^ve  the 
appointment  in  question  to  his  second  son,  but  that  he  was  not  without 
hi^  of  shortly  hearing  of  something  even  more  eligible  for  his  esteemed 
friend's  (Mr.  Meredith's)  deserving  protege.*'  To  this  mere  matter  of 
eonrse  palliation  for  a  mean  and  dishonourable  breach  of  faith,  neither 
Mr.  Meredith  nor  George  paid  the  slightest  attention ;  both  felt  that  there 
was  not  any  relianoe  to  be  placed  on  the  vague  assurance  of  a  man  who 
had  not  scrupled  to  serve  his  own  interest  at  the  first  favourable  oppor- 
tonity,  despite  the  reiterated  assertions  that  he  considered  himself  abso- 
hiteiy  and  irrevocably  pledged  to  promote  the  interest  of  another. 

George  was  amazed  and  shocked  at  such  a  display  of  selfishness ;  but 
Mr.  Meredith,  more  experienced,  only  thought,  ainsi  va  le  monde  ! 

George,  af^r  various  efforts  to  gain  only  the  smallest  competence,  to 
relieve,  in  part,  the  burden  he  felt  he  was  to  his  kind  and  generous  bene- 
factor— which,  however,  all  failed — ^he,  unknown  to  Mr.  Meredith,  applied 
for  the  situation  of  footman  to  the  Earl  of  Melcombe,  which,  to  his  great 
joy^  he  obtained. 

Nearly  twelve  months  had  glided  away  since  he  had  entered  on  his 
sobordinate  yet  not  entirely  ungracious  duties,  in  a  sort  of  intangible  and 
indefinable  reverie.  George  was  happy  in  that  dreamy  and  dangerous 
happiness,  like  the  inebriation  produced  by  inhaling  narcotics,  or  the 
essence  of  diose  flowers  which  contsun  a  subtle  poison  in  their  aromatic 
chahces. 

Day  by  day  he  gazed  on  all  that  was  most  lovely  and  interesting  in 
this  world,  to  the  young,  the  ardent,  and  the  uncorrupted — a  fair-haired 
girl  of  seventeen,  gradually  dissolving,  as  it  were,  like  a  soft  mist,  &om 
before  his  eyes ;  and  night  by  night  he  prayed  that  that  life  of  sweet  and 
engaging  beautv  might  be  prolonged,  although  it  could  never,  never  shed 
one  sun-ray  of  brightness  to  cheer  his  onward  path  ;  but  to  say  that  he 
was  in  love  with  the  Lady  Clara,  to  even  think  that  he  was  in  love 
with  her,  was,  as  he  said  to  the  irate  and  vigilant  housemaid,  "too 
preposterous." 

Yet  why,  when  kneeling  by  his  humble  bed,  after  the  startling  con- 
versation with  her,  did  he,  amidst  the  flood  of  bitter  tears  then  shed, 
shrink  from  that  deep,  searching  self-examination  which  would  at  once 
have  satisfied  him  of  the  real  state  of  his  feelings  ?  Why  did  he  press 
his  folded  hands  over  his  throbbing  heart,  with  convulsive  energy,  as  if  to 
keep  down  the  turbulent  thoughts  uprising  defyingly  there,  hopmg  to 
them  firom  himself,  hoping  to  screen  them  from  Heaven  ?     Why 
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did  he  recoil  from  submitting  that  heart  to  the  prohings  of  coDScLenoe^ 
as  if  its  wounds  were  still  too  green  to  endure  the  wholesome  aii4 
curative  torture?  And  why,  when  he  agun  appeared  before  the  hqp 
conscious  girl^  did  his  whole  frame  tremble,  his  tongue  faulter,  and  tht 
last  portentous  words  of  Miss  Turner  seem  to  ring  in  his  ear»-«<-^'  You 
are  desperately  in  love  with  the  dying  Lady  Clara  I" 

Not  once  did  he  attempt  to  respond  to  these  questions ;  not  onoe  did 
he  dare  attempt  to  respond  to  them.  He  only  resolved  to  be  more  cir- 
cumspect than  ever;  to  commune  only  with  his  own  thoughts  in  tlui 
secresy  of  his  own  chamber ;  to  affect  an  easier  and  more  social  "*<iniKtr 
towards  those  with  whom  it  was  his  lot,  for  the  present,  to  associate ;  andi 
above  all,  never,  by  the  slightest  unguardedness  or  indiscretion,  awaken  a 
shadow  of  suspicion  in  the  pure  bosom  of  her  he  so  venerated :  hoping,  hj 
these  means,  to  silence  Miss  Turner's  conjectures,  to  prevent  others  €^m 
conceiving  similar  ones,  and,  at  every  sacrifice,  retain  his  present  place. 
Poor  George !     And  yet  he  was  not  in  love  I     Alas  for  his  delusion  I" 

The  part  he  had  to  play  with  Lady  Clara  was,  however,  comparativelY 
easy,  as  neither  she  herself  nor  any  one  connected  with  her  entertained 
the  most  remote  idea  that  they  could  be  regarded  by  a  menial  save  as  io^ 
the  relative  position  of  the  served  and  the  serving,  assisted  by  the  stronger 
claim  of  gratitude  which   a   really   well-disposed  inferior   feels   when 
conscious  that  he  is  drawn  by  the  chain  of  imiversal  human  sympathy 
closer  to  his  superior.     George's  respectful  and  unassuming  deportment 
his  invariable  attention,  his  evident  study  to  give  satisfaction,  his  quiet 
domestic  turn  of  mind,  and  his  visible  attainments,  so  modestly  sup^ 
pressed,  rendered  him,  in  the  opinion  of  the  earl  and  his  family,  as  some- 
thing above  the  common  hireling.    Hence  he  was  treated  by  them  all  with 
a  kind  consideration,  which  would  have  been  highly  injurious  to  a  mors 
vain  and  ignorant  person.     Still,  there  was  a  marked  and  pointed  diff(Kr- 
ence  maintained  inviolate  between  them.     George  was  ever  the  servant* 
although  a  most  esteemed  one ;  and  his  master  was  still  the  nobleman, 
although  a  most  benevolent  and  benign  one.     So  was  it  probable,  with 
this  mutual  understanding  of  power  and  dependence,  that  the  Earl  of 
Melcombe  would  for  an  instant  pause  to  tone  down  his  thoughts  to  the 
humiliation  of  a  daughter  of  his  inspiring  a  passion  in  the  bosom  of 
a  rustic,  highly  as  he  might  be  endowed  by  nature?     Or  would  that 
rustic  for  less  than  an  instant  stay  his  thoughts  on  that  power  which  had 
only  to  raise  a  finger  to  crush  him  to  atoms  ?    Oh,  no,  no !  love,  in  suoh 
a  case,  was  indeed  too,  too  preposterous. 

Thus,  the  one  blinded  by  pride,  and  the  other  by  that  deference  which 
holds  the  soul  in  subjection,  despite  its  struggles  to  be  emancipated  from 
such  galling  bondage,  neither  felt  distrust  nor  alarm ;  things  progressing 
with  an  uniform  and  unbroken  monotony,  only  varied  to  George  by  th« 
tremendous  conflicts  he  had  to  contend  with,  which  at  times  almost  over- 
came his  fortitude,  and  drove  him  to  the  verge  of  despair,  but  for  which 
he  happily  found  a  sweet  and  soothing  remedy  in  song ;  for  although  Mr. 
Meredith  had,  with  a  kind  and  judicious  wisdom,  endeavoured  to  eradicate 
the  taste  for  poetry  which  George  so  early  evinced,  it  only  lay  dormant 
in  his  bosom,  like  the  seedling  in  the  earth,  until  the  genial  season  for  iti 
fair  and  fragrant  blossoming  should  arrive;  for,  fostered  by  his  unsush 
peeted  but  yet  indomitable  passion,  it  revived  with  a  force  and  beauty  m 
marvellous  as  it  was  irrenstiible ;  and  many  a  tonofaii^  lyria  enchanltd 
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the  readen  of  the  local  paper,  who  never  guessed  that  thej  derived  their 
ddigfat  horn  so  humhle  a  source. 

But  it  was  not  for  the  multitude  that  George  wrote ;  it  was  not  for  the 
multitude  that  he  curtailed  the  hours  natiu^Iy  allotted  to  rest ;  it  was  not 
for  the  multitude  that  he  poured  out  the  plaintive  and  affecting  strains  of 
I  tender  and  troubled  heart.  The  whole  universe  contained  but  one 
BnHe  being  whose  approval  was  dear  to  him,  whose  admiration  he 
oofeted.  A^d  yet  months  of  painful  suspense  and  uncertainty  elapsed  ere 
he  oould  ascer^n  whether  that  precious  eye  glanced  over  those  impas- 
Moed  Terses,  that  precious  heart  felt  their  power,  although  the  paper 
waSy  with  a  trembling  hand  and  throbbing  bosom,  duly  laid  on  the  little 
tlUe  eenecially  impropriated  to  the  light  amusements  in  which  the 
eafeebled  girl  could  still  indulge. 

One  day,  however,  when  he  entered  the  room  without  being  sum- 
moned, to  arrange  some  vases  of  flowers,  he  had  the  inexpressible  rapture 
of  beholding  Lady  Clara  so  absorbed  in  reading  his  last  effusion  as  not 
to  notice  his  entrance.  He  hurried,  with  a  noiseless  step,  to  the  further 
end  of  the  apartment,  with,  perhaps,  an  unjustifiable  but  still  irrepres- 
Me  curiosity,  not  absolutely  to  watch  her — ^nothing  so  mean,  so  das- 
tndly  was  in  his  thoughts — but  to  learn  by  her  emotion  the  effect  his 
poetry  had  on  her  feelings,  to  reap,  as  it  were,  the  reward  of  his  labours, 
or  to  renounce  them  for  ever. 

George  did  not  imagine  for  an  instant  that  there  was  anything  cul- 
paUe,  anything  dishonourable,  in  thus  stealing  on  the  secret  actions  of 
the  innocent  and  unsuspecting  girl.  Completely  overmastered  by  the 
more  imperative  desire  of  knowing  the  truth,  he  listened  to  the  approval 
of  the  ever-deceitful  heart,  which  flattered  the  rash  temerity,  which 
enoouraged  this  base  espionage. 

Breathless  and  agitated  almost  to  swooning,  he  remained  with  his  eyes 
immorably  fixed  on  the  fair  and  fragile  creature,  who  even  robbed 
Heaven  of  some  of  his  holiest  thoughts.  He  saw  her  bosom  heave ;  he 
nm  a  large  bright  tear  fall  on  the  paper ;  he  saw  those  soft  angelic  eyes 
dowly  dried ;  and  then  he  saw  his  lines  reperused  with  a  more  intense, 
a  more  earnest  attention.  He  could  hske  fallen  down  and  worshipped 
die  gentle  being  whose  delicate  sensibility  so  amply,  so  gloriously  repaid 
Imn  for  all  his  past  doubts  and  agony,  ms  sleepless  nights  and  anxious 
di^ ;  but  the  recollection  of  his  position  repressed  any  outburst  of  grati- 
tude and  admiration ;  for  would  she  not  have  naturally  spumed  the 
homage  of  one  so  lowly,  disdained  the  display  of  talents  which  had  so 
iftBcted  her,  and  reproached  herself  for  the  weakness  she  had  betrayed  ? 
No|,  no,  no ;  suffer  her  to  believe  that  her  sympathy  has  been  awakened 
by  the  gifted  and  the  high-bom  ;  suffer  her  to  believe  that  her  tears  have 
Blowed  in  the  congenial  channel  traced  out  by  pride,  for  pride  to  follow, 
wiiose  sorrow  bringeth  no  shame,  no  degradation ;  it  is  enough,  more 
lium  enough,  to  know  that  she  does  appreciate  those  talents,  that  she  has 
hallowed  diem  with  a  tear :  each  nobler  sentiment  must  be  satisfied,  and 
only  a  despicable  vanity  would  force  the  naked,  perhaps  odious,  truth  on 
her.  O  heart !  too  ambitious,  too  importunate  heart !  but  one  short  hour 
before,  and  lliat  tear  would  have  raised  thee  to  the  height  of  superhuman 
hfiss;  and  now,  and  now  thou  scarcely  appearest  to  comprehend  its 
nighty^  its  priceless  worth !  Sunk  and  dejected,  faint  and  sorrowful,  thoB 
a|^«st  still  for  the  impossible,  the  almost  dishonest  I    Rouse  thee,  oh, 
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rouse  thee  !  for  Heayen  is  thine  antagonist  in  the  awful  combat,  and  will 
be  the  victor  ;  for  death  is  in  the  van,  and  who  can  hope  to  conquer  such 
a  foe?" 

As  these  conflicting  thoughts  flashed  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning 
through  the  mind  of  the  agitated  young  man,  he  regained  all  his  self- 
possession,  all  his  former  deference  and  respect  for  the  object  of  his  hope- 
less adoration  ;  and,  with  returning  reason,  also  came  the  full  conscious^ 
ness  of  the  turpitude  of  which  he  had  been  guilty  in  so  long  being  in  the 
presence  of  Lady  Clara  without  her  being  aware  of  it,  and  it  was  with  a 
feeling  of  insupportable  contrition  that  he  reproached  himself  with  }u$ 
treachery,  and  resolved  to  atone  for  it»  as  far  as  in  him  lay,  by  making 
her  sensible  of  his  vicinity  ;  he  therefore  began  to  busy  himself  among 
the  vases  of  flowers,  as  if  intent  on  their  arrangement  only.  Lady  Clara 
rather  started  at  the  noise,  and  looking  up  with  a  sweet  and  placid  smile, 
observed,  "  I  did  not  know  you  were  in  the  room,  George." 

**  I  came  in  as  cautiously  as  I  could,  madam,  as  your  ladyship  waa 
engaged  in  reading,  and  I  feared  to  disturb  you." 

**  I  have  been  reading  some  very  affecting  lines,  more  affecting  to  moi 
probably,  in  my  state  of  health,  than  to  any  other  person ;  they  describe 
the  pain  and  languor  of  sickness  with  the  most  harrovnng  fidelity.  I  hope 
the  poor  author  does  not  write  from  experience ;  poets  have  sucn  an  mm- 
mited  licence  of  imagination." 

*<  Oh,  madam !  be  assured  that  when  a  poet  has  the  skill  to  strike  the 
chord  of  feeling,  which  responds  in  harmonious  unison  with  his  own^  he 
does  not  write  from  the  imagination,  but  the  heart." 

'<  Then  I  pity  the  poor  heart  which  poured  out  the  strains  in  questioiv 
for  it  must,  indeed,  be  a  tortured  one." 

Did  George  hear  aright  ?  Did  Lady  Clara  Stanmore  confess  to  him 
that  she  pitied  his  heart,  that  she  deplored  the  wounds  it  disclosed  ?  Ln- 
possible  I  And  yet  he  stood  before  her ;  and  yet  he  actually  heard  the 
silvery  tones  of  her  voice  vibrating  roimd  that  palpitating  heart.  Ohl 
he  must  go,  instantly  go,  or  he  certainly  should  commit  some  extrava- 
gance in  his  vehement  ecstasy. 

This  was  the  first  time  that  anything  like  conversation  had  ever 
occurred  between  them,  and  what  a  fiind  of  chaste  and  tender  sentiment 
did  that  brief  reciprocity  of  confidence  reveal !  what  a  store  of  soothio^ 
and  pensive  recollections  for  him  to  brood  over,  when  perhaps  that  young 
and  lovely  creature  shall  be  slumbering  in  the  grave ! 

How  would  those  few  enchanting  words  destroy,  as  with  an  instant 
charm,  the  bitterness  of  all  that  fate  might  hereafter  drug  his  cup  of  life 
with  !  What  a  panacea  would  they  prove  against  sorrow !  what  an  anti- 
dote against  despair !  what  a  security  against  complaint !  what  a  sooroe 
of  perpetual  contentment  of  spirit !  what  a  cause  for  divine  aspirations  I 
what  an  occasion  for  perfecting  that  piety  which  will  enable  them  to  reap 
the  fruition  of  that  nope  blighted  on  earth,  whose  purity  can  only  be 
realised  in  heaven  t 

Oh  !  with  such  a  phylactery  he  might  well  defy  the  sharpest  arrows 
of  fortune  to  penetrate  his  elated  and  sacredly  guarded  bosom  I  All,  all 
must  fall  blunted  from  the  breastplate  of  that  love  which  religion  sanc- 
tions, which  honour  never  violates,  and  which  nature  vindicates  and 
upholds. 


49 


HONOUR  VERSUS  HONESTY. 

I. 

It  will  be  a  symptom  of  amendment  in  a  world  that  irastly  needs  it, 
when  people  come  to  the  conclusion  that  honour  means  honesty,  and  that 
dishonesty  must  always  mean  dishonour.  Fifty  or  sixty  years  ago,  the 
wordf,  though  '^  current,"  were  as  "  inconvertible"  as  those  desirable  se- 
enrities,  the  contemporaneous  cusignats  of  the  Directory ;  and  even  to-day 
Aey  are  far  from  being  popularly  identified  with  each  other.  During  a 
prolonged  sojourn  in  North  America,  circumstances  made  me  acquainted 
with  a  remarkable  illustration  of  the  effect  of  false  readings  of  words  and 
fiu;t8. 

Yiiginia  is,  par  excellence^  the  head-quarters  of  the  aristocratism  of  the 
States.  The  number  of  old  families  settled  there  for  centuries,  and 
claiming  direct  descent  from  the  ^'  blue  blood"  of  the  mother  country,  is 
larger  than  in  any  other  part  of  the  Union.  Nowhere  else  is  the  pride 
of  lineage  so  marked ;  nowhere  else  is  society  so  exclusive ;  nowhere  so 
neariy  at  a  stand-still,  or  rather,  so  approximate  to  retrogression. 

Here  and  there,  in  the  rural  districts,  you  will  find  an  old-fashioned 
idanter's  mansion,  possibly  somewhat  decayed  in  all  but  its  prideful  recol- 
lections, wherein  its  owner  is  as  enwrapped  as  the  stout  Lord  of  Bradwardine 
himself — quite  a  different  kind  of  pride  from  the  moneyed  exclusiveism 
ei  New  York,  where  Wall-street  gives  the  cue  to  fashion  and  prestige. 
There  is  more  politeness  and  less  cleverness,  more  generosity  and  less  in- 
telligence, more  hospitality  and  less  energy,  in  the  old  blue-blood  State. 
l^iginia  is  the  most  northerly  of  the  lareer  slave-holding  States,  and  the 
^  national  institution,"  with  its  patriarchal  appurtenances,  serves  to  per- 
petuate the  predicament  of  unhealthy  immobility.  In  this  matter,  how- 
ever, the  slave-breeding  patriarchs  prove  but  hard  step-parents.  It  is 
the  great  focus  of  the  growth  of  marketable  blacks,  of  whom  it  produces 
more  than  it  consumes :  and  the  high-born  planters,  who  despise  trade 
and  traders,  so  far  descend  frt)m  the  stilts  as  to  make  yearly  sales  of 
their  surplus  negro  stock  to  the  agents  of  the  southern  dealers.  Every 
season  many  thousands  of  stout  young  blacks  are  forwarded  in  gangs 
southward,  for  quick  '^  consumption''  in  the  reeking  sugar-houses 
and  fever-breathing  cotton-swamps  of  Louisiana.  Virginia  produces  ; 
Louisiana  consumes.  Without  this  periodical  supply  (absorbed  by  death 
in  an  average  of  three  autumns)  the  plantations  of  Louisiana  would  soon 
be  desolate  and  sterile,  from  lack  of  the  human  blood  that  is  poured  out 
in  fertilising  them. 

Old  Virginia  is  pre-eminent  in  her  maintenance  of  "  honour."  Whilst 
Ae  practises  the  dueUo  with  a  grace  and  courtesy  very  different  from  the 
bowie-work  of  rude  Arkansas,  the  occasions  are  not  rare  when  to  refuse 
fighting,  and  to  give  up  society,  include  inseparable  cause  and  consequence. 
It  was  still  more  so  some  years  ago,  when  the  events  took  place  which  I 
shall  now  describe  as  shortly  as  can  be. 

In  America,  the  two  branches  of  law  are,  like  Mr.  Hudson's  branches 
of  iron,  in  a  state  of  '*  amalgamation."  Each  barrister  may  be  his 
own   attorney,   and  speak   from  a  brief  of  his   own   drawing.     Now, 
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some  twenty  years  since,  there  was  practising,  or  rather  retiring  firom 
practice,  in  tne  civil  courts  of  Virginia,  a  lawyer  of  eminence,  to 
whom,  as  I  would  eschew  wounding  personal  feelings,  I  will  give  the 
general  local  name  of  Randolph.  He  had  one  fair  and  richly-endowed 
daughter,  and,  residing  with  him,  were  two  ^*  articled  pupils,'  for  whom 
^e  convenient  cognomina  of  Jackson  and  Johnson  will  nere  do  as  well  as 
iheir  real  ones.  Jackson  was  a  young  man  of  studious  hahits  and  re- 
served temper :  manly  and  honest  he  was  considered,  but  encumbered 
with  a  delicacy  of  mental  constitution  which,  with  some,  passed  for  suU 
lenness  ;  with  others,  for  timidity.  He  seemed  generous,  truthful,  and 
eandid.  He  had  talent,  too,  and  industry;  and,  in  fine,  got  ore^t^for 
many  of  the  qualities  which,  when  drawn  mto  light,  tend  to  fix  affMStkm 
and  respect 

His  fellow-student,  Johnson,  was  in  some  respects  his  opposite— -a  eare- 
less,  dashing  young  fellow,  firank  in  address  and  easy  in  manner;  not 
INirticularly  idle,  and  by  no  means  peculiarly  industrious ;  *'  good- 
natured''  on  the  whole,  when  good-nature  was  not  more  troublesome  than 
ill-nature,  but  not  at  all  of  a  disposition  to  incur  serious  inconvenience  €or 
the  sake  of  any  living  being ;  finee,  frank,  and  debonnaire  at  social  meetings, 
where  a  ready  tongue  and  indomitable  animal  spirits  gave  him  oertain 
advantages  over  his  taciturn  colleague.  He  was,  moreorer,  a  first-ornAe 
legal  draughtsman,  and  his  services  were  particularly  valuable  in  iliis 
deroirtment  of  the  office  business. 

Both  these  young  gentlemen  were  of  good  blood  and  finr  prospects; 
and  it  was  a  secret  confidentiaUy  known  amongst  the  genteel  cirdes  of 
Nestorville,  that  for  one  or  the  other  of  them  was  reserved  the  comforlaUe 
Teverrion  to  the  white  hand,  and  iaX  lands,  and  goodly  stock  of  blilek 
oa^tle  of  all  genera,  wiiich  the  gentle  Eva  Bandolph  could  bestow  on  the 
object  of  her  choice. 

The  puzzle  of  the  town  was  to  make  out  which  of  the  rivals  stood  most 
promisingly  in  her  good  graces;  for  that  rivals  they  were,  and  that  Eva 
preferred  one  of  them  to  any  of  her  other  male  friends,  was  an  arrangement 
of  some  years'  standing  in  the  ^  reckoning"  of  neighbouring  gosnps^  and, 
indeed,  in  that  of  Mr.  Randolph  himself.  As  he  liked  the  project^  no 
wonder  that  he  looked  on  it  as — likely  ! 

It  was  positive  that  Eva  laughed  and  talked  more  with  Johnson,  wbn, 
on  a  clear  frosty  day,  he  had  the  felicity  of  '*  fixing"  her  for  the  most 
delightful  of  American  winter  treats — the  sleigh-ride  through  the  spark- 
ling forest  paths  ;  whilst  it  was  a  literal  certainty  that  the  lady  looked,  if 
more  grave,  at  least  as  happy,  when,  in  the  mellow  '*  fall,"  in  the  golden 
western  sunset,  on  a  stroll  through  the  gorgeous  woodland,  the  modest 
tones  of  Jackson  might  be  heard  swelling  into  eloquence,  as  some  theme 
was  mooted,  all  worthy  of  majestic  mind.  Still  her  heart  and  its  secrst 
were  in  her  own  keeping,  and  her  right  to  dispose  of  them  had  not  yet 
been  questioned. 

It  seemed  that  there  existed  between  the  young  men  thus  peculiarly 
placed,  living  and  studying  under  the  same  roof,  and  competitors,  as  it 
were,  for  a  prize  which  neither  had  yet  presumed  to  claim,  none  of  the 
bitter  or  jealous  feelings  ordinarily  engendered  by  such  relations.  But  if 
either  could  be  suspected  of  an  unfriendly  thought,  it  was  Jackson,  who 
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was  lea  ready  to  laugh  at  Johnson's  off-hand  jokes  than  Johnson  was  at 
all  times  to  praise  Ms  qniet  colleagne,  and  to  avouch  his  admiration  of  his 
good  qoaKties. 

Mr.  Randolph,  a  man  of  ahilitj,  was  also  a  man  of  some  oddity,  and  his 
oddities  were  oceasionally  the  suhject  of  ajest  in  the  little  social  firmament 
of  which  he  was  a  principal  luminary.  The  jests,  however,  were  enjoyed 
enly  in  private,  hy  a  select  few  of  the  professed  jokers  of  the  town ;  for 
the  lawyer,  whatever  his  mannerisms,  was  fJEur  too  respectahle  a  person  for 

ym  hanter.    He  had  some  whims,  too,  originating  in  pardonahle  inklings 
self-importance,  connected  with  reminiscences  of  his  early  years.     One 
ef  these  was  a  fixed  persuasion  that  the  g^eat  Jefferson  had  heen  materially 
iDdehted  to  him  for  hints  towards  the  composition  of  the  memorable 
**  Declaration  of  Independence."    It  had  so  chanced,  that  when  Randolph 
#18  a  youth  of  sixteen,  at  the  time  when  thoughts  of  freedom  were  find- 
ing rent  all  through  the  colonies,  in  the  ''  burning  words"  that  forewent 
kamortal  deeds,  Jefferson  was  present  at  a  college  examination,  where  the 
"prize  oration,"  delivered  by  the  future  lawyer,  consisted  of  a  lucubration 
en  the  rights  of  men  and  of  colonists.     It  would  be  next  to  impossible 
Mutt  such  an  effusion,  however  crude  it  might  be  in  its  conclusions,  should 
not  embody  some  of  the  general  principles  soon  afterwards  set  forth  in  the 
iBdaanition  of  July  the  Fourth ;  and  Jefferson,  with  the  amenity  of  manner 
whacfti  distingniriied  him  through  life,  applauded    the    young   orator. 
**  NoUy  qioken,  my  young  Virginius,"  was  a  compliment  which,  coming 
IJNMI  such  a  quarter,  was  not  likely  to  be  soon  forgotten  by  its  object.    In 
Ae  autumn  rollowing,  during  some  private  festivity,  at  which  Hancock, 
JUin  AdamS)  and  Jefferson,  were  present,  the  latter,  still  actuated  by  his 
asoal  kindness  of  temper,  pointed  out  the  youthfcd  Randolph,  and  ob- 
ferved  to  a  bystander,    "  Here  is  a  young  gentleman  who  was  beforehand 
with  our  Declaration."    The  words,  jestingly  spoken,  were  so  taken  at  the 
moment;   but  on  the  boyish   mind   they  made  an  impression  which, 
simoet  effaced  by  the  strong,  sober  thoughts  of  maturity,  was  destined  to 
raoefw  itself  long,  long  after,  as  old  age  advanced,  and  tne  intellect  began 
to  collapse,  and  to  fall  back  towards  that  melancholy  caricature  of  chUd- 
kood  which  occasionally  accompanies  senility. 

As,  on  the  physical  frame  of  man,  a  mark  made  in  infamy  loses  its 
fffDminence  whilst  the  child  grows  up,  but  again  stands  out,  sometimes 
with  hideous  exaggeration,  amid  the  waste  of  old  age ;  so,  the  analogy  is 
preserved  in  the  mental  orgasm.  The  fleeting  fancies  of  the  boy,  for- 
gotten in  the  stand-up  battle  of  manhood,  are  reproduced  in  our  decline, 
with  an  intenseness  which  exacts  compound  interest  for  the  long  interval 
of  forgetfolness. 

Striking  a  truce  with  philosophies,  the  plain  fact  of  the  case  is,  that 
Mr.  Randolph,  towards  the  close  of  his  life,  reverted  so  passionately  to 
die  visions  which  gilded  its  opening,  that  at  length,  by  a  process  of  de- 
duction perfectly  conclusive  to  himself,  he  had  arrived  at  the  persuasion 
that  not  only  he  might  have  been,  but  that  he  positively  had  been,  one 
of  the  central  piUars  of  the  young  republic.  The  good-natured  jest  of 
a  great  man  was  magnified  into  a  tribute  of  serious  thanks  for  sage  hints 
and  profound  suggestions  ;  and  the  most  formidable  drawback  from  the 
enjoyment  of  a  Fourth  of  July  festival  at  Mr.  Randolph's  semi-rural 
lendsDoe,  ^  The  Oaks,"  was  the  ordeal  of  listening  with  gravity,  until 
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gravity  reached  its  agoay,  to  the  thrice*told  tale  of  the  venerahle  hoat^f 
imaginary  connexion  with  the  document  that  gives  celehrity  to  the  day. 

The  4th  of  July,  183— t,  aniyed.  The  elite  of  a  ten-miles  circle  were 
invited  to  the  celebration  at  "  The  Oaks."  Due  honour  was  done  to  the 
glorious  recollectiosis  of  the  occasion,  and  at  a  late  hour  the  major  part  of 
the  guests  departed,  delighted  with  the  spirited  proceedings  of  the  day. 
Some  of  the  juniors,  however,  prolongea  the  revels.  When  the  soudl 
hours  had  struck  twice,  and  the  dawn  was  about  peeping  over  the  tall  heads 
of  the  oak  and  hickory,  some  young  men  still  sat,  as  only  young  men 
of  Saxon  stamina  will  sit,  over  a  last  batch  of  prime  sherry.  As  morn- 
ing wore  on,  the  effect  of  their  liberal  potations  became  more  manifest ; 
politics  were  discussed,  and  persons  were  discussed ;  and,  the  discourse 
proceeding  from  persons  to  personalities,  the  eccentricities  of  the  worthy 
host  became  the  subject  of  numerous  thoughtless  attempts  at  facetiousness. 
The  elder  members  of  the  company  having  long  since  retired,  the  conver- 
sation was  conducted  in  that  "  free-and-easy"  tone  which  usually  graces 
an  early  morning  carousal,  and  the  old  gentleman's  weaknesses  were 
handled  by  rival  wits  with  an  unscrupulousness  which  those  will  estimate 
who  know  how  decent  persons  can  speak  when  the  enemy  of  reason  has 
his  way. 

At  this  carousal  the  sprightly  Johnson  was  not  present.  His  absence 
from  the  July  parties  was  an  unusual  thing — one  of  those  strange  acci- 
dents called  chance,  which  happen  when  Fate  has  her  work  to  do. 
The  death  of  a  relative  had  called  him  away  for  the  week.  Poor  Jack- 
son, unfortunately  for  himself,  was  there,  though — save  in  a  very  diluted 
punnine  sense— not  in  spirit.  The  truth  is,  his  ordinarily  temperatt 
habits  nad  caused  him  soon  to  succumb  to  potations  which  better  sea- 
soned Bacchanalians  endured  for  several  hours  longer ;  and  he  was  lying 
outstretched,  in  undignified  obliviousness,  on  a  sofa.  This  single  act  of 
intemperance,  it  will  be  seen,  cost  him  dearly. 

At  length  the  party  broke  up — or  broke  down  ;  the  majority  taking 
passive  positions,  m  all  conceivable  unpicturesque  attitudes  on  the  floor. 
But  all  who  were  there  had  not  got  drunk.  Unsuspected  amongst  them 
were  some  bard-headed  observ^o^  through  whom,  on  the  Saturday  pext 
following,  that  widely-circulating  journal,  the  NestorviUe  Star  ofFreedmm 
and  Universal  Democrat^  was  favoured  with  a  smartly-seasoned  epitome 
of  the  merry  sayings  and  doings  of  the  day  ;  in  which  sketch  the  shafts 
£umed  at  the  peculiarities  of  the  somewhat  aristocratic  Randolph  furnished 
the  most  conspicuous  feature.  The  venerable  object  of  the  lampoon  evinced 
more  indignation  at  the  breach  of  decorum  committed  beneath  his  roof  than 
he  had  shown  on  many  occasions  when  real  injury  was  done  to  him.  It 
would  be  imedifying  to  recapitulate  the  sundry  moods  and  tenses  in  which 
he  manifested  an  ire  scarcely  consistent  with  the  usual  stately  placidity  of 
his  demeanour.  It  was  shrewdly  **  guessed,"  however,  that  he  better 
could  have  borne  a  far  more  grave  offence ;  that  his  annoyance  would 
have  been  not  a  tithe  so  great  had  not  his  darling  foible — the  "  Decla- 
ration," and  his  imaginary  connexion  with  it — formed  the  principtd 
mark  for  the  facetious  impertinences  of  the  Star  of  Freedom,  As  this 
was  his  pet  notion,  so,  when  rubbed  against,  it  was  the  sorest  place  in  his 
sensibilities  ;  and  for  any  irreverent  dealings  with  it  he  was  implacable. 

Three  days  afler  the  article  appeared,  Mr.  Randolph  was  lying  in  bed. 
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ivffering  &  fever  of  irritatioD,  the  obnoxious  Star  of  Freedom  before 
luiB,  when  Johnson  entered,  with  visage  lugubrioos,  to  condole  upon  the 
^  hodfamous  outrage"  that  had  been  perpetrated. 

"  Tou  see,  Johnson,"  cried  the  invalid,  ''what  these  newspaper  scoun- 
drels have  been  about.  But  they  are  paid  for  these  things.  Their  con- 
duet  is  not  half  so  bad  as  that  of  the  young  men — young  men  of  good 
Cunilies,  too— some  one  of  whom  must  be  guilty  of  this  shameful  inde- 
eency.  And  no  small  part  of  my  vexation  is,  that  we  cannot  discover  the 
author.  They  refuse  me  all  clue  to  him.  A  pity,  Johnson,  that  you 
were  not  there ;  or  if  Jackson,  now,  had  not  chosen  this  very  occasion, 
for  once  in  his  life,  to  get  so  stupidly  tipsy ** 

A  look — a  dubious  look — a  look  at  once  unintelligible  and  intelligent, 
made  the  old  man  pause.  There  was  Johnson's  honest  face — a  face 
usually  beaming  with  smiles,  the  tableau  vivant  of  riant  hilarity ;  but  it 
was  now  clouded  with  a  canopy  of  inscrutable  solemnity,  in  which  sorrow 
and  i^mpathy  strove  for  the  mastery. 

**  Yes,  Jackson  so  drunk !  Strange,  indeed,  sir !  Jackson,  above  all 
men,  who  will  never  take  his  third  glass  of  wine  with  us.  It  is  extraor- 
dinary.   But,  in  fact,  you  see "    And  here,  with  a  conspicuous  efifort, 

he  suppressed  some  rising  remark. 

**  1*11  be  d — d,  sir,  if  I  do  see,"  rejoined  Randolph.  "  "What  I  want  is 
to  see — to  see  through  the  entire  business.  And  you,  with  your  long  face 
—it  has  grown  a  foot  within  the  week !" 

"  Sir,"  said  Johnson,  "  there  is  something  which,  in  justice  to  all  par- 
ties, must  be  cleared  up  here.  The  outrage  is  a  flagrant  one.  And  Jack- 
Son,  too,  poor  fellow^  the  pattern  of  steadiness,  who  was  never  known  to 
finish  his  half-pint  of  wine.  So  unfortunate — ^astonishing — unpleasant 
fer  all  parties.     But — I  shall  make  inquiries." 

Bfr.  Randolph's  intellect,  as  I  have  hinted,  was  on  the  wane ;  his  irri- 
tability had  been  increased  by  the  accidents  of  the  week.  Whilst  the  mind 
was  dulled,  the  nervous  susceptibilities  were  sharpened;  thus  the  atti- 
tudes and  incoherent  language  of  Johnson  left  him  in  as  promising  a 
itate  of  mystification  as  bewildered  octogenarian  could  well  attain. 

Honest  Johnson  disappeared  for  the  rest  of  the  day ;  but  the  morning 
following  he  entered  the  old  man's  room,  with  a  visage  more  elongated, 
if  possible,  than  before.  Approaching  the  bed,  he  gazed  for  a  moment 
tnr  two  with  a  look  of  reverential  sympathy  at  its  occupant;  stammered; 
dghed;  seemed — 

Willing  to  (speak)  but  still  afraid  to  (say). 

"  Mr.  Johnson,"  exclaimed  the  paHent,  "  pray  why  do  you  keep  gri- 
macing  there  ?  Leave  off  your  pantomimics,  man,  and  come  to  the  point 
with  whatever  mighty  matter  you  wish  to  speak  about." 

•*  Mr.  Randolph,"  replied  the  young  man,  in  a  voice  (as  my  friend 
Proser  hath  it)  "  hoarse  with  emotion,"  "  you  think  that  Jackson  was  in- 
toxicated on  that  unfortunate  night.  Would  to  Heaven  it  were  indeed  so! 
Nay,  I  hope — ^yes,  I  will  still  try  to  hope — that  it  was  as  you  believe.  Friend 
of  my  youth !  Companion  of  my  boyhood !  Oh !  I  could  have  trusted  my 
life  on  his  honour,  as  I  could  trust  the  integrity  of  my  own  soul !  But — 


now— now-        " 


'*  This  is  all  mere  face-making,  mummery,  Sanscrit,  hieroglyphics — 
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ten  thousand  times  more  confoundedly  perplexbg  than  any  of  Aem.  I 
insist,  sir,  that  you  will  come  to  your  meaning.  These  grimaees  &- 
tigue  me." 

"  I  still  lore  my  friend,  as  I  once — alas!  that  the  time  shoidd  be  passed  I 
^-as  I  once  esteemed  hin^.  But  I  hare  a  duty  to  you,  Mr.  Ranoolpb-— 
ibe  duty  of  truth,  of  gratitude,  and  honour.** 

^  Perform  that  dutr,  then,  and  tell  me  plain  fisicts  in  plain  trords.  Tbu 
are  already  endangermg  my  life ;  vou  hare  thrown  me  into  a  fresh  ftrter. 
Do  your  boasted  duty,  sir ;  rcTeal  your  mystery,  and  rdiere  me  from 
ibe  torture  of  your  theatripab." 

**  It  is  a  painful  duty — a  harrowing  necessity,  but  a  necessity  that 
must  be  obeyed.     My  mend,  too,  my  cherished  comrade  T 

How  long  Johnson  had  been  studying  the  Virginian  meloditonatieS  I 
am  not  here  prepared  to  affirm;  but  I  understand  from  cf^^noseefUi  Aai 
his  words  were  ejaculated  with  as  "  itnponng  efifect**  as  if  the  hoM- 
stricken  young  man  had  been  for  half  a  dossen  seasons  practising  pathetiei 
in  the  "Waterloo-road.     Once  again  he  frltered  forth : 

^<  I  said,  sir — I  hoped — that— that  Jackson  was  drunk  that  momiiir. 
But  look  at  this.  How  I  obtiuned  possession  of  it,  you  riiall  afterwaiSi 
learn." 

The  invalid  took  the  bundle  of  dingy  paper  presented  to  him.  It  was 
a  slip-shod,  looking  manuscript,  smaclang  odorously  of  the  printings 
office.  The  manuscript  of  the  <'  report"  that  had  caused  the  old  man  so 
much  bitterness  of  spirit ! 

And  here  and  there,  where  the  first  thought  had  seemed  not  venomoas 
enough,  the  writer  had  introduced  words  of  more  .stinging  ridicule,  aH 
harping  on  the  lai^er's  sore  and  tender  points.  Hie  snaft  of  ruder 
ribaldry  had  been  tipped,  and  barbed,  and  pointed,  and  polished  into 
intensity  of  maligpoant  meaning.  And  the  infamous  work,  in  its  out- 
line ana  completion,  bore  the  marks  of  a  style  of  handvrriting  peculiar  to 
Jaekson  I 

The  lawyer  looked  the  embodiment  of  rage  and  surprise.  His  vanity 
had  already  been  wounded  ;  h'ls  affections  were  now  pierced  by  an  im- 
expected  pang.  Ridiculed  by  his  euests,  he  here,  in  addition,  found 
himself  betrayed  and  traduced,  and  held  up  for  the  laughing-stock  of 
the  country,  by  the  ingrate  whom  he  had  cherished,  and  who,  forsooth, 
he  had  ima^ned,  loved  and  revered  him  in  return. 

If  I  had  the  fertile  facility  at  dialogue-painting  wherewith  many  of 
my  eminent  rivals  are  endowed,  I  might  weave  up  mto  some  score  pages 
of  ^'  thrilling  interest  "  the  explosions  of  wrath  that  followed  this  £s- 
covery  of  Jackson's  perfidy.  Not  possessing  that  happy  faculty,  my 
policy,  with  regard  to  this  description  of  material,  must  be,  like  that  of 
the  late  respected  chairman  of  the  Lords'  committees,  to  '^  cut  it  short" 
whenever  I  can.  Instead  of  a  full-blown  report,  then,  I  shall  indulge 
my  readers  with  a  summary. 

With  infinite  reluctance  and  ill-suppressed  grief,  the  faithful  Johnson 
confessed,  that,  haviug  a  particular  intimacy  with  Mr.  Plume,  the  ac- 
complished editor  of  the  Star  of  Freedom^  he  had  prevailed  upon  thai 
gentleman  to  forego  the  etiquette  of  newspaper  secrecy  ;  and  that,  though 
Plume  shrank,  in  the  first  instance,  with  the  delicate  feelings  peculiar  to 
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ha  brethren,  firom  disdoshig  the  author  of  what  he  had  regarded  ai  a 
fiur  ''Report  of  the  proceedings  at  'The  Oaks^"'  he  had,  {he  moment  be 
was  made  aware  of  the  fallacy  of,'  the  ribaldroas  inventions  which  he  had 
been  betrayed  into  circulating,  come  forward  like  a  man  of  honour  to 
proclaim  the  concoctor  of  the  outrage.  It  was  but  too  clearly  prored 
that  Jackson,  under  guise  and  semblance  of  intoxication,  had  been  a 
fistener  to  all  the  irreyerences  of  the  memorable  morning  of  Jul  j  the  5ih ; 
had  carried  them  away  in  his  retentive  brain,  and,  not  content  with  this, 
had  so  ^ peppered^  and  agg^vated  them,  with  dint  of  ingenious  ma- 
ficioasness,  that  by  far  the  worst  of  the  scurrilities  contamed  in  tiie 
"  report"  had  thdr  oriein  in  his  own  malignaat  exuberance  of  invention. 
To  procure  insertion  of  the  libel,  Jackson  had  communicated  "  confiden- 
tiaDy*  with  Flume,  and  after  assuring  him  of  the  perfect  accuracy  of  tlie 
**  report,**  pud  him  the  modest  consideration  of  fif^  dollars  for  the  occu- 
pation of  two  of  his  influential  columns.  It  is  almost  superfluous  to 
explain  that  no  power  on  earth  could  have  induced  the  inflexible  Plume 
to  give  tip  the  name  of  a  correspondent,  save  the  knowledge  that  that 
eonespondent  had  abused  his  pnvikge,  and  thus  shut  himself  out  from 
fte  code  of  courteous  forbearance. 


HURRY  SKURRY. 

▲  TALK  OF  IfT  L0IXHII08. 

m. 

UxFAxaiXKLBD  was  the  exettement  which  prevailed  in  the  town  of 
B  on  the  morning  of  Thursday,  the  16th  of  June,  18 — ,  this  bdng 

themoming  after  we  left  Mr.  Scnmpit  in  the  sick  chamber ;  for  then 
it  was  rumoured  that  Mrs.  Smith,  of  Smithgrove,  was  dead. 

The  first  person  in  the  town  who  "  heard  the  news^"  I  have  discovered, 
after  some  littie  research,  to  have  been  unquestionably  Mrs.  Dick,  widow 
of  the  late  Abraham  Dkk,  licensed  retailer  of  tea,  tobacco,  and  snuff, 
London  porters  and  light  dinner  ales,  and  other  usefol  commoditiei  in  the 

town  of  B . 

Mrs.  Dick  made  a  call,  at  nine  in  the  morning,  upon  Mrs.  Johnstone, 
ostensibly  for  the  purpose  of  borrowing  a  jelly-bag,  but  in  reality  for  the 
purpose  of  imparting  the  great  intelligence  which  she  had  just  received 
from  the  "  Doetor^s;  John''  in  exchange  for  a  morning's  dram ;  and  here 
was  a  triumph  for  Mrs.  Dick,  to  have  got  hold  of  such  a  piece  of  news 
before  Mrs.  Johnstone ! 

**  Good  mornin',  Mrs.  Dick,"  said  Mrs.  Johnstone,  who  was  engaged 
in  die  twofold  occupation  of  peeling  a  turnip  and  toasting  a  pair  of  un* 
protected  knees  at  the  kitchen  fire. 

"  'Morning,  'm,"  replied  Mrs.  Dick.  ♦*  Have  you  heard  the  news  ?"  and 
witiumt  pausing  for  a  reply,  Mrs.  Dick  proceeded  to  communicate  the  as- 
tonishing fact,  that  Mrs.  Smith,  of  Smithgrove,  was  dead,  and  had  left 
behind  her  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  pounds.  "  One  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  pound,  and  not  one  fardin'  less,  ah  can  assure  ye  'm." 
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"  Ah  don't  believe  one  word  of  it,  Mrs.  Dick,"  replied  Mrs.  Johnstone, 
"  not  one  word  of  it  Mercy  preserve  ma  life  !  a  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand pounds — a  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  Jiddlestifiks — more  nor  \h» 
national  debts,  Mrs.  Dick." 

Here  Mrs.  Johnstone  looked  as  if  she  expected  to  overpower  Mrs.  I^ck 
by  the  extent  of  her  political  information^ 

Mrs.  Dick's  wrath  was  here  rising  high  at  this  obstinate  incredulity  of 
Mrs.  Johnstone's,  and  she  was  on  the  point  of  making  a  sarcastic  reply, 
when,  remembering  the  value  of  M]:s.  Johnstone's  custom  in  the  bohea, 
raw  sugar,  and  ginger-cordial  line,  she  restrained  herself,  and  taking  up 
her  jelly-bag,  took  her  departure,  with  a  polite  **  Good  morning." 

No  sooner,  however,  was  Mrs.  Dick  fairly  away  than  Mrs.  Johnstone 
put  on  her  pattens,  and  set  sail  on  a  voyage  of  discovery.  By-and-by 
she  met  in  with  Mrs.  Fair,  with  whom  she  went  shares  in  her  good  for- 
tune, and  the  two  old  ladies  had  such  a  day  of  calling  and  gossiping  as 
was  quite  a  treat  to  behold. 

In  the  maricet-place,  too,  before  ten  o*clock,  the  popular  excitement 
was  immense.  Dr.  Bolus,  who  be^n  by  describing^  how  apoplexy  was 
the  cause  of  the  old  lady's  death,  and  thence  made  a  digression  concerning 
apoplexies  in  general,  was  listened  to  with  breathless  interest  by  an  audi- 
ence of  short-necked  people,  one  or  two  of  whom  gave  up  port  wine  for 
three  days  in  consequence  of  the  impressive  nature  of  the  doctor's  dis- 
course ;  but  the  grand  centre  of  attraction  was  Mr.  Scriropit,  the  lawyer, 
who  was  supposed  to  know  not  only  what  the  old  lady  had  left,  but  how 
she  had  left  it  As  he  stood  with  his  hands  shoved  down  to  the  depths 
of  his  trousers-pockets,  from  which,  every  now  and  then,  there  reached 
the  upper  air  a  sotmd  as  of  the  chink  of  silver,  he  positively  electrified 
his  audience  with  the  dark  hints'  which  he  threw  out  of  the  stocks,  and 
the  shares  held  by  his  late  lamented  client — so  much  so  that  the  jealous^ 
of  all  the  other  legal  gentlemen  in  B—  knew  no  bomids. 

It  appeared  that  on  the  night  of  her  death,  when  she  had  sent  so  hur- 
riedly for  Mr.  Scrimpit,  the  old  lady  had,  to  all  appearance,  intended  to 
make  some  alteration  in  her  will,  or,  at  all  events,  to  make  some  commu- 
nication regarding  it ;  but  it  was  too  late,  the  words  stuck  in  her  throat 
It  was  impossible  to  make  out  what  she  meant,  and  in  a  desperate  struggle 
to  render  herself  intelligible,  the  old  lady  expired. 

Nothing  was  talked  of  but  who  was  to  be  the  heir  to  Smithgrove,  and 
to  all  the  shares  and  the  stocks.  The  excitement  of  relatives  knew  no 
bounds,  as,  indeed,  a  fortune  of  five  thousand  a  year  is  something  to  feel 
a  little  excited  about. 

There  was  little  doubt  in  the  public  mind  but  that  the  prize  lay  between 
them.  Mr.  Skurry,  in  the  first  place,  who  might  have  been  sure  of  it 
had  it  not  been  for  his  own  folly,  was  still  thought  to  have  some  chance, 
though  not  a  very  good  one.  Then  there  was  Miss  Wilhelmina  Laurie, 
who,  besides  being  related  to  Mrs.  Smith,  had  always  been  a  great 
favourite ;  but  the  general  favourite  was  decidedly  Mr.  D'Orsay  Skene, 
he,  as  well  as  Mr.  Skiu'ry,  being  a  full  nephew  of  the  deceased  lady — the 
former  being  the  son  of  a  younger  sister,  and  the  latter  of  a  younger 
brother. 

Mr.  D'Orsay  Skene  had  long  been  the  ruling  fast  man  of  the  town  of 
B        ,  and  it  was  according  to  the  fashion  displayed  by  him  that  all  the 
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clerks  in  the  office^  had  their  coats  cat ;  was  there  a  watc^an  knocked 
down,  or  a  mysterious  ringing  of  helb  beard  at  dead  of  night  in  the 

peaceful  streets  of  B ,  Mr.  D'Orsay  Skene  got  the  credit  of  it;  he 

waSy  moreover,  six  feet  one  inch  in  his  boots,  and  favoured  by  Providence 
with  black  whiskers.  He  could  dance  to  admiration  too,  and  drink  some 
of  the  most  seasoned  topers  of  B  under  the  table ;  he  was  not  rich, 

but  had  a  "  damn  expense"  sort  of  way  about  him,  which  won  the  hearts 
of  all;  and,  in  short,  Mr.  D'Orsay  Skene  was  a  man  bom  to  be  popular.! 
In  addition  to  these  advantages,  Mr.  Skene  was  blessed  with  a  flow  of 
animal  spirits  which  nothing  could  stop,  and,  consequently,  was  univer- 
sally considered  as  "  the  best-natured  fellow  in  the  world  ;"  whether  or 
not  he  was  a  real  favourite  in  society  I  am  not  quite  sure,  but  everybody 
gave  out  that  they  liked  him.  Hitherto,  he  had  not  been  very  fortunate 
in  Hfe,  having  at  one  time  studied  for  a  doctor  of  medicine,  but  having  the 
misfortune  to  undergo  that  operation  which  is  technically  termed  '^  pluck* 
ing,"  he  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  his  talents  did  not  point  to  the 
medical  profession,  and  had  desisted  accordingly.  His  remarkable  transla- 
tion of  a  passi(ge  of  the  *'  ^neid,"  on  which  he  was  examined,  is  still  re- 
membered : 

Ingens  jacit  in  littore  et  sine  nomine  truncus, 

says  Virgil,  which  Mr.  Skene  being  required  to*  translate,  rendered  as 
fbUows :  ^'  Ingens  truncus,"  a  huge  box;  ^*  jacit  in  littore,"  lies  upon  the 
shore ;  "  et  sine  nomine,''  and  without  an  address  upon  it. 

Now,  however  ingenious  in  itself  this  reading  might  be,  and  curious  as 
indk;ative  of  a  conjecture,  on  Mr.  Skene's  part,  of  the  existence  of  railway 
companies  during  the  good  old  days  of  Pius  ^neas,  it  somehow  or 
other  did  not  meet  with  the  approbation  of  the  learned  professors,  who, 
with  characteristic  bigotry,  adhered  to  the  old  reading,  and  Mr.  D'Orsay 
Skene  was  accordingly  "  plucked."  Some  young  men  might  have  re- 
garded this  in  the  light  of  rather  a  disagreeable  occurrence,  but  to 
Mr.  Skene's  happy  temperament  it  appeared  only  in  the  light  of  a  very 
good  joke  indeed — a  piece  of  exquisite  humour  on  the  part  of  the  old 
fogies  ;  and  thus  we  see,  as  the  reader  has  probably  seen,  or  at  least 
heard  before,  that  extremes  meet,  and  that  total  thoughtlessness  may  lead 
to  the  same  result  as  philosophy. 

At  last  the  awful  day  arrived.     Mr.  Skurry  had  come  to  B shortly 

after  his  aunt's  death,  and  had  taken  on  himself  the  management  of  the 
funeral ;  but  the  day  previous  to  that  on  which  it  was  to  take  place  he 
disappeared,  and  where  he  had  gone  to  no  one  knew;  so  Mr.  Skene  acted 
as  sole  master  of  the  ceremonies. 

The  reading  of  the  will  has  already  been  the  theme  of  painters  and 
of  novelists,  so  that  I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  the  overwhelming 
interest  that  seized  upon  all  assembled  wnen  Mr.  Scrimpit  broke  the  seal, 
and  read  aloud  the  will  of  the  deceased  ;  it  was  overwhelming — it  was 
awful ;  the  boldest  grew  pale,  and  *^  held  their  breath  for  a  while." 

The  vrin,  after  mentioning  sundry  legacies-— amountin<nf  in  all  to  about 
ten  thousand  pounds — proceeded  to  bequeath  to  Miss  Wilhelmina  Laurie 
the  sum  of  six  thousand  pounds;  and  the  residue  of  the  property,  real  and 
personal,  was  bequeathea  to — Mr.  Hurry  Skurry !  It  was  over.  On 
some  of  the  assembly  it  was  as  if  a  thunderbolt  had  fallen  from  heaven  ; 
one  paralytic  old  man,  tottering  on  the  verge  of  the  grave,  was  especially 
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fiinous ;  tearing  off  his  badges  of  woe  with  auiveriog  hands,  he  threw 
them  on  the  ground  and  spat  upon  them,  and  heaping  imprecations  upon 
the  memory  of  the  old  lady,  tottered  out  of  the  house.  This  was  an  old 
miser ;  ana  a  fortnight  uiberwards  a  very  similar  soene  took  place  at  his 
own  funeral.  One  or  two  others,  again,  who  had  got  legacies  unex- 
pectedly, could  hardly  restrain  their  tears  of  joy;  and  expressions  of 
«  Good-hearted  old  lady,''  ^'  D-^  old  screw,**  *' Benevolent  old  woman,*^ 
<<  Old  ha^,"  &c.,  were  such  as  met  the  ears  of  those  who  could  listen — 
that  is,  of  those  who  had  expected  nothing,  and  were  not  disappointed. 

But  where  was  the  heir  all  this  time  ?  Mr.  Scrimpit  was  going  dis* 
tcacted  to  tlunk  of  a  man  being  out  of  the  way  when  he  ought  to  hav« 
been  taking  possession  of  an  estate  worth  five  thousand  a  year  ;  th* 
thing  was  monstrous,  and  hardly  credible.  It  appeared,  however,  on 
making  inquiry,  that  Mr.  Skurry's  servant  had  arrived  a  little  whUe  ago 
with  a  trunk  and  a  carpet-bag ;  and  this  individual,  being  examined,  de- 
posed  that  he  had  gone  down  with  his  master  to  the  train,  put  his  luggage 
m  £Dr  him,  and  seen  him  in  himself,  and  that  on  the  trun  stopping  Us 
master  was  not  to  be  seen : 

''  And  that  is  all  I  can  tell  you,  sir,"  said  the  servant ;  "  but  it's  Mr. 
Skurry's  way,  sir ;  when  he  does  come,  sir,  it  will  be  at  two  or  three  in 
the  momine,  sir." 

Mr.  Scnmpit,  who  had  no  idea  but  that  everybody  in  the  world  was 
punctual  and  matter-of-fact  as  himself,  was,  to  use  an  expressive  phrase, 
dumb-foundered^  and  he  resolved  within  himself  that  if  Mr.  Skurry  did 
not  make  his  appearance  within  eight-and-forty  hours,  he  would  set  out 
in  search  of  him ;  for  the  horrible  idea  had  seized  him,  that  an  eccentric 
gentleman  like  Mr.  Skurry  might  take  it  into  his  head  to  employ  some 
other  man  of  business  than  himself,  and  that  the  great  Smithgrove  estate 
should  be  manae^d  by  any  one  else,  was  an  idea  too  much  for  Mr.  Skrim- 
pit.  He  was  relieved  from  his  apprehensions,  however,  and  awakened  out 
of  his  slumbers  simultaneously,  by  the  arrival  of  Mr.  Skurry  at  two  in  the 
morning,  as  foretold  by  his  servant — it  appearing  that  he  had  taken  three 
tickets,  and  made  fhuUess  endeavours  to  catch  three  trains  during  the 
day. 

&e  many  weeks  were  over,  Mr.  Skuiry  had  taken  his  position  in 
society  as  Hurry  Skurry,  of  Smithgrove,  Esquire.  He  was,  as  regards 
personal  appearance,  I  fear,  rather  commonplace,  being  short  and  rathor 
plain,  with  lively-coloured  whiskers ;  and  now  the  great  question  that 
agitated  the  town  of  B— —  was,  who  would  Mr.  Skurry  marry  ?  Un- 
prejudiced judges  thought  it  likely  that  Miss  Laurie  and  he  would 
make  it  up  ;  yet  this  was  by  no  means  certain. 

The  truth  of  the  matter  was,  however,  that  while  the  world  was  thus 
wonderiug  to  whom  Mr.  Skurry  would  condescend  to  throw  the  hand- 
kerchief, that  unfortunate  gentleman  was  suffering  under  an  agony  of 
jealousy.  He  had  fallen  desperately  in  love  with  Miss  Laurie ;  but  so 
had  Mr.  D'Orsay  Skene;  and  Mr.  D*Orsay  Skene  was  by  no  means 
a  rival  to  be  despised  even  by  a  gentleman  with  five  thousand  a  year. 

Such  was  the  state  of  matters,  when  the  authorities  in  the  town  of 

B resolved  to  give  a  ball ;  the  day  fixed  on  being  that  upon  which 

Mr.  Skurry  came  of  age,  which  event  took  place  about  fourteen  months 
after  the  death  of  his  aunt.     Surely,  it  was  thought,  if  Mr.  Skurry's 
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ktentiooa  in  the  mAtnmonial  way  were  not  to  be  divined  firom  his  con- 
dnet  at  a  ball^  it  was  Teiy  odd  indeed.  The  grand  point>  however,  was 
to  get  Mr.  Skarty  to  come  to  it ;  no  doubt  was  entertained  but  that  he 
woidd  aoorot  the  invitation,  but  considerable  apprehension  wcu  enter- 
tasMd  that  oe  might  accidentally  set  out  to  the  Antipodes,  or  some  such 
ipoty  a  day  or  two  befiirehand.  However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  and 
so  they  must  just  take  their  chance. 

IV. 

Ths  eventfiil  evening  has  arrived,  and  Mr.  Sknrry  is  sitting  alone, 
moodily,  over  the  fire,  discussing  his  wine  and  walnuts ;  the  ball  is  to 
commence  at  ten,  and  it  is  now  nine.  He  was  moody,  I  say,  in  spite  of 
the  good  things  which  fortune  had  showered  upon  him. 

''Yes,"  muttered  he  to  himself,  **  true  it  is  that  I  have  five  thousand 
pounds  a  year,  and  that  Mr.  IXOrsay  Skene  has  not  half  so  many  hun- 
dreds ;  bnt  then  I  am  but  five-feet-five,  and  Mr.  Skene  is  six-feet-two 
in  his  boots.  Mr.  Skene's  whiskers  are  black,  and,  though  I  abhor 
decttty  I  almost  fear  I  shall  be  constrained  to  dye — ^miserable  man  that 
I  am !"  Here  Mr.  Skurry  buried  his  face  in  lus  hands,  and  delivered 
himself  up  to  the  ffreen-eyed  monster. 

Rousing  himselt  at  length,  he  drank  off  a  tumbler  of  claret,  and  pass- 
ing his  hand  slowly  across  his  chin,  he  rose,  and  repaired  to  his  dressing- 
room* 

To  people  of  a  cerUdn  irritability  of  mental  constitution  there  are  few, 
I  b^eve,  among  the  minor  trials  of  life,  equal  to  losing  one's  keys, 
unless,  indeed,  it  be  when  a  drawer  will  not  go  into  its  place,  when  you 
first  try  it  at  one  comer,  and  then  at  the  other,  then  a  gentle  persuasive 
in  the  centre ;  all  of  which  failing,  you  probably,  muttering  some  hasty 
ezdamation  the  while,  give  it  a  kick  with  your  foot,  which  causes  you 
to  send  off  for  the  cabinet-maker  when  you  have  cooled  down.  Now, 
Mr.  Sknrry  was  precisely  a  man  of  the  description  of  temper  to  be  fairly 
onhinged  W  an  occurrence  of  this  kind;  and  he  was,  moreover,  in  a 
peculiarly  absent  and  hasty  humour  to-night ;  the  consequence  of  which 
wasi  that  no  sooner  had  he  commenced  the  temper-trying  operation  of 
shaving,  than  he  cut  himself  a  gash  across  the  upper  lip,  that  would 
plainly  leave  a  mark  for  a  month  to  come. 

Now  to  cut  oneself  shaving  b  a  peculiarly  trying  thing  at  any  time, 
but  when  one  is  shaving  for  a  ball  it  is  altogether  overpowering;  words 
oanoot  paint  the  fury  which  poor  Mr.  Skurry  lashed  nimself  into ;  he 
mshed  to  his  coat-pocket  for  the  keys  of  the  cabinet,  into  which  he  recol- 
lected he  had  put  some  patent  sticking-plaister  a  day  or  two  ago— -he 
£ved  first  into  one  pocket  and  then  into  the  other.  "  Confound  it," 
muttered  he  to  himself,  "  keys  are  always  in  the  last  pocket  one  puts 
tb^  hand  into."  In  the  present  instance  he  was  wrong,  however,  for  the 
keys  were  neither  in  the  last,  nor  in  any  other  pocket ;  then  he  dived 
into  topcoat-pockets,  and  brought  up  handfuls  of  tobacco,  broken  pipes, 
diillings,  letters  forgotten  to  be  posted,  and  what  not,  but  still  no  keys. 
All  this  while  the  blood,  which  was  flowing  from  the  wound  freely,  was 
amusinfi^  itself  by  dropping  on  the  breast  of  the  shirt  in  which  he  had  just 
enrobed  himseli^  and  uus  fireak  on  the  part  of  his  "  ruddy  drops"  was  no 
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sooner  perceiyed  by  Mr.  Skuny,  than  the  small  remnant  of  his  temper 
forsook  him.  He  stamped — and  the  duties  of  a  faithful  historian  oblige 
me  to  confess  that  on  this  occasion  he  also  swore — ^he  rang  the  beD 
furiously,  and  ordered  every  servant  in  the  house  to  bring  him  his  keys 
instantly,  on  the  pain  of  dismissal;  for  they  must  have  taken  them  away; 
keys  could  not  go  away  of  themselves,  that  was  clear,  &c. 

They  were  not  to  be  found,  however;  so  seizing  hold  of  the  handle  of 
the  cabinet  drawer,  Mr.  Skiury  tugged  at  it  till  he  was  blue  in  the  face ; 
it  would  not  yield,  however ;  one  tremendous  tug  more,  and  down  came 
the  whole  cabinet,  and  he  had  just  time  to  make  a  precipitate  retreat  in 
order  to  save  himself  from  being  crushed  imder  it,  for  it  was  a  consider- 
ably heavy  one ;  along  with  the  cabinet,  however,  tumbled  on  the  g^mid 
the  missing  keys,  which  had  been  hidden  away  in  one  of  its  recesses. 

At  this  stage  of  matters  Mr.  Sktury  lay  down  in  bed  and  recovered 
himself,  after  which  he  set  to  work  with  recovered  temper  and  finished 
his  dressing,  patching  up  his  lip,  in  a  temporary  manner,  with  some  of 
the  nap  off  his  hat — for  it  turned  out  after  all  that  the  sticking-plaister 
was  not  in  the  cabinet.  He  resolved,  however,  to  go  to  the  surgeon  and 
apothecary  before  going  to  the  ball  and  have  it  dressed ;  it  was  hardly 
time  yet,  though,  to  go,  and  for  once  it  seemed  as  if  Mr.  Skurry  was 
about  to  be  too  soon ;  but  fate  had  decreed  otherwise. 

Seeing  that  it  did  not  behove  him  to  set  out  for  a  short  while  yet,  Mr. 
Skiury  began  to  amuse  himself  with  surveying  the  wrecks  of  his  cabinet. 
It  was  one  of  remarkable  workmanship,  abounding  in  secret  drawers  and 
repositories  of  every  kind  and  description.  They  seemed  to  be  all  empty, 
however,  as  idle  curiosity  tempted  him  to  open  one  after  the  other,  con- 
toning  nothing  but  a  famt  smell  of  rose-leaves  or  musk,  or  sometimes  a 
few  birds*  eggs.  At  last,  however,  he  touched  a  spring,  which  disclosed 
a  drawer  in  the  very  centre;  he  opened  it,  and  there  was  something  in 
that  drawer ;  he  took  that  something  in  his  hands,  and  gazed  at  it  with 
eyes  transfixed  :  suddenly  the  blood  left  his  cheek,  which  grew  white  as 
the  marble  figure  that  stood  by  him  ;  his  knees  knocked  under  him,  and 
he  sank  almost  fainting  upon  a  chur.  All  this  was  not  without  causey 
for  in  that  drawer  he  had  found  a  will  of  his  aunt's,  of  later  date  than 
that  by  which  he  succeeded,  in  which  she  revoked  her  former  will,  and 
bequeathing  him  six  thousand  pounds,  left  the  residue  of  her  estate  to 
jyCss  Wilhelmina  Laurie.  This  will  was  holograph,  and  signed  without 
witnesses,  so  how  the  matter  might  stand  in  a  legal  point  of  view,  Mr. 
Skurry  could  not  tell;  but  his  aunt's  last  intentions  were  clear — the  hand- 
writing he  himself  would  have  sworn  to ;  so  what  honour  said  was  plain. 

Now,  however  disinterested  an  attachment  a  gentleman  may  have  for 
a  lady,  to  surrender  fivej  thousand  a  year  to  her,  and  perchance  to  a 
rival,  is  not  a  very  pleasant  duty — for  I  fear  much  the  days  of  such 
romantic  love  as  tnat  of  Miss  Juliet  Capulet  and  Romeo  Montague,  Esq., 
have  gone  past.  The  document,  then,  which  was  to  render  him  compa- 
ratively a  beggar,  was  in  his  hand;  none  save  Heaven  and  himself  knew  of 
its  existence.  On  the  table  was  the  taper — reputation,  that  soul  of  virtue, 
would  never  suffer — ^it  was  a  temptation  to  any  man  out  of  fiction. 

Mr.  Skurry  at  length  rises  caumly  from  his  seat ;  the  colour  has 
turned  to  his  cheek,  and  his  tread  is  firm  and  his  air  resolute. 
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'*  Lake,'*  said  he  to  the  servant  who  replied  to  his  summons,  **  is  the 
carriaee  ready  ?" 

"Yesir." 

Mr.  Skorry  got  into  his  carriage. 

*'  Assemhly-rooms,  sir  ?"  said  the  man,  touching  his  hat. 

**  No,  Luke ;  drire  to  Mrs.  Laurie's,  in  the  Crescent." 

«  Yesir." 

Mrs.  Laurie  was  enguged,  the  servant  said ;  hut  if  Mr.  Skurry  would 
walk  in  for  a  few  minutes,  she  would  not  keep  him  waiting  long.  So  Mr. 
Iftany  said  he  would  wait. 

The  fiict  was,  that  Mrs.  Laurie  was  superintending  her  daughter's 
toilet,  who  was  at  present  engaged  in  that  operation  with  regard  to  her 
bair  which,  I  helieve,  young  ladies  term  *'  doing^  it.  The  astonishment 
of  th^  two  ladies  was  unhounded  when  they  were  informed  that  Mr. 
ftnrry  was  helow,  and  wished  to  see  Miss  Wilhelmina  alone. 

Mr.  Skuiry's  hiographer  has  heen  unahle  to  lay  his  hands  on  any  me- 
mormnda  of  the  conversation  which  passed  between  Miss  Laurie  and  Mr. 
Skmny  at  tins  meeting.  He  has  the  best  of  reasons  for  believing,  how- 
erer,  that  that  gentleman's  first  step  was  to  volunteer  an  unconditional 
forrendar  of  the  Smithgrove  estate,  having  no  doubt  that  he  was  not  morally 
entitled  to  retain  possession  of  it ;  that  Miss  Laurie  was  overpowered  by 
his  generosity  or  justice,  as  it  may  be  considered,  and  peremptorily  refused 
to  accept  it.  She  had,  she  said,  sixteen  thousand  pounds,  and  what  could 
Ae,  a  girl,  want  with  five  thousand  a  year  ?  but  that  he  might  rise  in  the 
world  by  means  of  it ;  that  though  in  itself  it  did  not  constitute  greatness, 
it  might  help  him  to  become  g^at — but  as  for  her,  five  thousand  a  year 
would  be  a  positive  burden  to  her ;  that  Mr.  Skurry  was  overcome  by 
Ifiss  Laurie's  disinterestedness,  and  that  they  were  thus  both  overcome ; 
Aat  the  ice  being  once  fairly  broken,  Mr.  Skurry,  from  offering  his  for- 
toney  got  to  offering  himself;  that  he  went  down  on  his  knees  and 
avowed  himself  the  most  wretched  of  men,  and  that,  if  Miss  Laurie 
refused  to  listen  to  him,  life  would  henceforth  be  as  a  wilderness  and 
desert,  in  which  the  single  green  spot  would  be  the  recollection  of  Miss 
Wilhelmina  Laurie — all  as  young  gentlemen  have  been  in  the  habit  of 
nying,  under  similar  circumstances,  for  a  few  thousand  years  now. 

Now,  what  said  Miss  Laurie?  Did  she  tell  poor  Mr.  Skurry,  I 
wonder,  that  she  would  always  entertain  a  sincere  friendship  for  him  ?  or 
what  did  she  say?  I  cannot  exactly  tell ;  but  I  am,  fortunately,  able  to 
mention  one  or  two  facts,  from  which  the  reader  can  draw  his  own  infer- 
ences— ^viz.,  that  Mrs.  Laurie,  Miss  Laurie,  and  Mr.  Skurry,  went  that 
night  to  the  ball  together,  in  Mr.  Skurry's  carriage,  all  very  late,  to  be 
sore.  Further,  that  for  a  very  long  time  afterwards  Mr.  Skurry  kept  his 
appointments  with  a  punctuality  that  might  have  satisfied  the  most 
crotchety  man  of  business.  We  still  fear,  however,  that  his  wife  will 
sometimes  have  to  wait  dinner  for  him. 
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A  TALK  ABOUT  SMALL-TALK. 

BY  CHARLES  ANTHONY. 

**  Small-Talk,"  which  we  believe  to  have  come  in  with  tea^  increas- 
ing in  popularity  as  the  beverage  in  consumption,  may  be  met  with  in 
many  classes  of  society,  under  different  aspects,  and  at  different  degrees. 
It  embraces  a  wide  circuit,  including  the  tea-table,  the  concert-room,  the 
morning  call,  the  private  party,  and  the  ball-room.  At  any  of  these  it 
may  be  met  with,  oozing  away  at  different  degrees  of  temperature,  rising 
highest  among  peculiar  individuals — as,  par  exemple^  *'  The  doll  yonag 
lady ;"  ^*  the  young  lady  who  has  been  thirty,  and  no  more,  for  these 
many  years ;"  '^  the  faded  dowager ;''  and  the  **  Jimmy  Jessamy,  or 
young  ladies'  man."  For  our  own  part — and  we  must  confess  we  have 
our  likes  and  dislikes — ^'  small- talkers"  are  regarded  by  us  with  anything 
but  admiration, — nay,  at  times,  we  have  looked  upon  them  with  suspieion, 
having  invariably  found  that  in  this  and  this  alone  they  are  great 
Should  the  conversation  take  a  more  elevated  turn,  they  become  silent  as 
mutes,  and  look  as  lost  as  the  pretty  little  babes  in  the  wood  must' hate 
done,  who  were  afterwards  covered  with  green  leaves.  Nor  do  we  think 
small-talkers  possess  the  best  of  hearts  nor  the  most  charitable  of  feelings, 
for  the  very  essence  of  their  sa^  lies  in  the  actions,  doings,  and  mis^^ 
tunes  of  others.  Nor  are  they  sJways  the  putters  of  the  best  construction 
on  things — the  makers  of  bad  into  good.  Small-talkers  are  harmless  as 
long  as  their  budget  contains  nought  but  the  frivolous,  but  they  may 
become  dangerous  ;  for  the  steps  to  scandal  may  be  imperceptible,  and  to 
those  predisposed,  soon  arrived  at.  They  then  become  the  breakers  of 
those  links  which  bind  society  together  ;  and  it  would  be  well  if  small- 
talkers,  under  these  circumstances,  could  have  a  mark  set  upon  them,  to 
distinguish  them  from  the  rest  of  humanity.  Society  has  its  differaat 
stations,  and  he  who  has  the  entree  to  these,  cannot  fail  to  observe  (unless 
he  keeps  his  eyes  shut),  that  the  higher  the  gr^e,  the  more  "  small-talk" 
hides  its  diminished  head,  until  at  last  it  is  banished  altogether  as  a  low 
thing ;  while,  in  the  contrary  direction,  the  lower  it  descends,  the  more 
it  thrives  and  flourishes.  But  the  frivolous  small-talker  comes  not  tinder 
the  malignant  classification,  and  is  (when  of  the  Jessamy  tribe),  as  some 
of  the  younger  of  the  softer  sex  would  say,  '^  as  harmless  as  he  is  dear." 

The  Jimmy  Jessamy,  or  young  ladies'  man,  is  the  fascinating  indi- 
vidual we  are  now  about  to  introduce  to  the  reader.  A  dear  duck  of  a 
fellow  with  the  young  ladies,  we  have  no  doubt  he  will  be  equally  admired 
by  the  coimoisseur,  when  we  have  shown  him  up  arrayed  in  all  his  bright 
colours,  achieving  those  glorious  deeds  wherein  lies  his  forte.  The  young 
ladies'  man  is  pale,  with  a  contour  somewhat  regular ;  he  has  a  beantifiil 
set  of  teeth —  he  shows  them  greatly  when  he  smiles — and  can  boast  of 
carefully  arranged  locks,  black  as  night,  the  which  he  is  continually  re- 
arranging with  his  right  hand.  He  is  great  in  small- talk,  and  can  keep 
a  group  of  pretty  ones  on  the  laugh  for  an  hour ;  and  it  is  not  at  all 
uncommon  to  hear  him  distinguished  from  some  other  individual  bearing 

the  same  patronymic,  by  the  appellation  of  that  "  dear  Mr.  S ."     He 

sings  too,  and,  as  we  heard  a  rather  green  young  lady  once,  who  was 
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eominenctiig  her  first  seasoD,  exclaim,  "  Hearenly !"  His  selection,  of 
conne,  is  sentimental :  "  Will  you  love  me  then  as  now  ?"  "  .Yes,  I 
will  thee  still  the  same  ;**  "  When  sorrow  sleepeth,  wake  it  not,**  &c.  &c. 
Nay,  in  excited  moments,  he  has  been  known  to  go  further,  and  give 
"  Com'^  gentil,"  and  other  opera  gems,  tolerably  well,  if  we  pass  over 
the  slight  squeak  which  would  perast  in  making  itself  heard  occasionally 
in  the  upper  notes.  The  Jessamy  knows  what  any  of  his  young  lady- 
fziends  look  well  in — and  this  is,  indeed,  saying  much  for  him ;  conse- 
quently, he  has  always  on  hand  a  large  quantity  of  sweet  nothings  and 
pretty  compliments,  suited  to  the  '<  blonde"  or  flashing  **  brunette." 
He  delights  in  arranging  the  preliminaries  of  a  ball,  and  his  indefatiga- 
bility  is  really  wonderful;  this  becoming,  before  the  grande  nutty  a 
perfect ykro,  as  he  hurries  from  one  member  of  the  committee's  house  to 
mother.  For  weeks  before,  the  Jessamy  can  talk  of  nothing  else,  and 
the  committee,  appreciating  his  enthusiasm,  gladly  allow  him  to  take  the 
lead  in  arranging  everything— -either  from  having  to  attend  to  more 
tenoos  matter  themselves,  or  from  a  dislike  to  becoming  prominent  At 
soch  a  time  the  young  ladies*  man  is  in  his  element.  He  arranges  and 
re-arranges  the  matter  for  the  printed  invitation-notes,  till  his  brain  gets 
imther  confused,  as  bits  of  paper  scribbled  over  with  different  styles, 
"  When  the  pleasure  of  yom*  company,"  "  When  the  honour  of  your 
company  and  friends,"  &c.,  "  When  your  presence,*'  &c.,  seem  to  dance 
before  lus  eyes.  The  cards  with  the  lists  of  dances  have  all  been  printed, 
and  are  now  quite  ready,  but  they  are  plain  white.  Some  London 
gentieman,  who  is  down  on  a  visit,  and  is  one  of  the  stewards,  sneers  at 
the  white  cards,  and  describes  those  which  are  really  comme  il  faut. 
Iju  gtniUhommeSy  silver-edged,  blue  ground  relieved  with  gold.  JLes 
dames,  pink  ditto,  relieved,  &c.  The  plain  white  cards  are  now  doomed ; 
they  are  thrown  in  the  fire,  and  a  fac-simile  of  those  described  ordered. 
Were  it  possible  in  so  short  a  time,  he  would  have  the  walls  of  the  room 
re-beautified  ct  VAlmack^s,  Several  things  occur  at  the  eleventh  hour  to 
lednce  the  young  ladies*  man  to  despair.  Many  who  had  consented  to 
act  as  stewards  firom  a  distance,  send  notes  of  apology  on  the  last  day : 
^  Exceedingly  sorry  to  disappoint,  but  unforeseen  circumstances  will  pre- 
vent Mr.  G ,"  &c.  &c.  His  activity,  however,  increases  with  his  re- 
verses, and  at  a  late  period  he  is  quite  ready  to  transform  into  a  steward 
any  simpleton  who  is  willing  to  become  a  makeshift  for  the  evening.  Nay, 
at  such  trying  times  he  has  been  known  to  take  conveyance,  and  ride  for 
miles  into  the  country,  to  induce  some  notable  (whose  name  would  look 
well  on  paper)  to  join  their  list  of  stewards.  An  hour  before  the  ball,  he 
18  at  his  post,  checking  off  the  names  as  the  stewards  show  up,  true  to 
their  colours.  Here  we  leave  him  actively  engaged.  In  the  mean  time, 
we  will  take  advantage  of  the  opportimity  to  introduce  to  the  reader  a 
digfat  contrast,  by  presenting  him  to  an  opposite  variety  of  the  species 
'jdept  man. 

The  practical  or  studious  young  man  (for  we  know  of  no  other  desig- 
nation we  can  give  the  being  we  would  describe)  is  not  one  of  the  most 
fiudnating  of  his  sex.  He  allows  hb  whiskers  to  grow  as  they  please, 
and  frequently  has  his  tie  too  much  to  the  right  or  too  much  to  the  left — 
a  disregard  to  the  toilette,  and  a  sin,  in  brother  Jessamy's  eyes,  never  to 
be  forgiven.    His  hair  is  cut  puritanically  short,  and  forms  a  striking  con- 
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trast  to  the  long,  oiled,  hyperion  locks  of  Jessamy ;  but  his  open  counte- 
nance and  fine  development  generally  tell  of  depth.  The  practical  or 
studious  young  man  is  seldom  seen  with  those  of  similar  age.  You  may 
trace  him  among  groups  of  men  who  hare  seen  some  forty  or  fifty 
summers.  If  he  joins  freely  in  the  conversation,  you  may  depend  upon  it 
(if  the  men  are  first  class)  he  has  not  secured  this  entree^  weight,  and  pri- 
vilege of  giving  opinions  for  nothing ;  that  there  has  been  a  time  when 
some  wrinkled  one,  with  the  roughness  of  Johnson,  has  tried  to  *'  phooh'' 
him  down,  not  from  his  want  of  pith,  but  on  the  score  of  youth  (as  though 
sage  wisdom  ne'er  could  come  till  life  was  in  the  yellow  leaf !) ;  or  a  day 
when  he  has  come  through  some  severe  ordeal  of  older  heads,  trium- 
phantly showing  them  that  even  youth  sometimes  in  these  go-ahead  days 
is  not  to  be  ''  phooh'd"  down.  The  practical  or  studious  young  man  nas 
many  disadvantages.  In  a  ball-room  he  feels  like  a  fish  out  of  water ; 
and  his  great  trouble,  after  being  introduced  to  a  young  lady  as  a  partner, 
is,  what  he  shall  say  to  her.  Aiid  he  is  still  more  nervous  from  having 
once  completely  dumbfoundered  a  young  lady  by  asking  her,  innocently, 
if  she  had  reaa  Moliere  in  the  original.  For  a  time  he  really  envies  toe 
Jessamy,  as  he  sees  him  skip  from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other, 
dealing  small-talk  rapidly,  now  buried  among  young  ladies'  flowing 
dresses,  disappearing  mysteriously,  then  emerging,  appearing  in  the  dis- 
tance, doing  the  agreeable,  or  arranging  some  danse  or  polka. 

The  practical  or  studious  yotmg  man  has  no  small-talk,  and  he  knows 
it.  Feeling  his  deficiency,  he  moves  on  the  other  tack,  and  perhaps 
finds,  after  a  great  deal  of  sifting,  that  the  ''blue-eyed  flaxen"  by  lus 
side  is  fond  of  reading.  He  feels  his  courage  returning ;  but  this  is  to  be 
again  damped  by  finding  the  young  lady  reads  chiefly  novels.  Furbish- 
ing up  all  his  old  recollection  of  such,  in  those  bright  happy  days  of 
seventeen,  that  most  romantic  age,  he  alludes  to  Sir  Walter  Scott's ;  and, 
finding  the  young  lady  has  read  them,  dives  in  pell-mell,  be^nning  with 
the  "  Antiquary,"  "  Rob  Roy,"  or  any  of  the  others  which  he  can  best 
remember.  But  even  his  time  comes  occasionally,  when  he  is  fortunate 
enough  to  meet  with  a  partner  whose  information  is  varied,  whose  con- 
versation, though  not  so  deep  nor  elaborate  as  the  blue-stocking's,  is  still 
interesting,  beautiful,  and  apparently  inexhaustible  :  divine  manifestation 
of  a  cultivated  mind,  which  bringeth  sweet  relief  to  him  who  has  made  so 
many  failures  at  small-talk  during  the  evening.  Nay,  he  has  been 
known,  on  such  occasions,  to  grow  really  eloquent  as  he  felt  more  de- 
lighted with  the  gentle  being  sitting  by  his  side,  until  manoeuvring 
mammas  and  dancing  young  ladies,  nay,  even  Jessamy  himself,  have 

wondered  what  Mr.  H and  Miss  P could  possibly  find  to  talk 

about  for  such  a  length  of  time.  Time  rolls  by,  and  after  years  of 
insipid  flirting,  the  Jessamy  marries  some  silly  young  lady  with  a  very 

Eretty  face.  The  practical  man,  feeling  the  great  influence  this  step 
as  upon  his  future  nappiness,  makes  his  selection  cautiously,  and  always 
happily ;  looking  not  to  the  beauty  of  the  person  alone,  which  is  fleet- 
ing, but  to  higher  qualities — ^to  that  bright  light  which  beams  within  the 
mind's  lamp,  when  beauty  is  no  more. 
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PANIC  BY  MIDNIGHT. 

[BUMOUBBD    8ELF-PRE8ERTAT10N    OF    LOUIS    NIPOLEON    AT    THE    COUBT  OF    ST. 

James's,  and  sudden  dispersion  of  a  select  body  of  her  majesty's  lieoe 
subjects  peaceably  assembled  in  trafalgar-square.] 

Much  excitement  and  consternation  prevailed  at  Charing  Cross  and  its 
Tidnity  on  the  night  of  Saturday,  the  20th  ult. 

At  the  ghost-strolling  hour  of  the  period  here  recorded,  dense  masses 
of  motley-attired  individuals,  of  all  ages,  sizes,  complexions,  and  nations, 
congregated,  as  if  hy  magic,  in  Trafalgar-square.  Just  as  they  took  up 
their  respective  positions,  the  clock  of  the  ancient  Ahbey  of  Westminster 
pealed  forth  the  hour  of  midnight ;  on  this  occasion,  the  stillness  of 
night  was  greatly  disturbed  by  the  hum  of  many  voices  and  the  tread  of 
innmnerable  footsteps  pacing  the  ample  flag-stones  surrounding  the  rope- 
ocnled  monument  of  England's  naval  pride  and  glory.  Group  after  group 
arrived  in  rapid  succession ;  each  person,  as  he  took  up  his  ground,  eyed 
hia  right  and  left  hand  neighbours  with  marked  suspicion ;  this  arose  from 
the  fiict  of  the  meetine  having  been  convened  both  suddenly  and  secretly. 
Iliose  who  gazed  on  tne  vast  assemblage  mic^ht  have  imagined  that  all  the 
debtors'  prisons,  workhouses,  madhouses,  and,  in  fact,  every  asylum  in  the 
metropolis  for  the  sick  and  maimed,  had  sent  forth  their  full  quantum  of 
imnates.  No  one  seemed  to  know  the  real  cause  of  the  mighty  gathering. 
Several  gentlemen  displayed  scrolls,  resembling  official  documents  ;  others 
had  in  their  hands  rolls  and  flatly  folded  pieces  of  parchment.  These  cir- 
cumstances induced  some  of  the  bystanders  to  believe  that  sundry  noble 
and  honourable  members  of  both  houses  of  parliament  were  holding  an 
open-air  meeting ;  this  idea  was  generally  believed,  in  consequence  of  the 
recognition  among  the  great  unknowns  of  a  noble  marquis  and  several 
members  of  the  lower  house,  ex-ministers  of  a  recently  defiinct  govern- 
ment. The  parchment-scrolls  above  referred  to,  instead  of  being  petitions 
to  the  **  Lords  Spiritual  and  Temporal  and  the  Commons  in  the  present 
Pariiament  assembled,"  turned  out  to  be  diplomas,  pedigrees,  testimonials, 
and  other  documents,  of  no  use  to  any  persons  except  the  owners,  but 
which  they  were  obliged  to  carry  about  with  them  lest  they  should  fall  into 
the  hands  of  their  creditors,  be  sold  to  the  confectioner,  and  be  fabricated 
into  jellies  for  epicure  parsons,  fat  civic  functionaries,  and  g^rmandiring 
miiUonaires. 

Such  an  imposing  appearance  did  this  gigantic  meeting  assume  in  a 
few  moments  ^er  its  formation,  that  even  hollow-pated  gents  and  their 
**  gals,*'  returning  from  the  theatres,  ceased  singing  "  We  won't  go  Home 
till  Momine;,"  to  join  the  mysterious  throng.  Among  the  many  reports 
current  with  the  meeters  by  midnight,  was  a  rumour  that  the  Chartists 
had  risen  in  the  north,  ana  had  come  up  to  London  in  large  bodies  by 
the  North- Western  and  Great  Northern  Railways.  It  was  also  stated 
that  these  dictators  had  despatched  a  division  of  their  rabble-legion  to 
take  possession  of  the  Tower  of  London.  Another  report  ran  like  wild- 
fire through  the  confused  and  astonished  multitude,  that  Louis  Napoleon 
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had  effected  a  landing  at  Dover,  and  had  detached  to  Walmer  a  well- 
organised  and  equipped  force  of  infantry  and  artillery  to  storm  the  castle 
of  the  hero  of  Waterloo,  with  orders  that,  if  taken  auve,  his  grace  was  to 
he  honoured  with  a  military  escort  to  Ham.  This  very  startling  report 
further  stated,  that  the  would-he  Emperor  of  France  was  at  the  head  of 
the  invading  army,  for  the  purpose  of  presenting  himself  to  her  Britannic 
Majesty,  and  then  paying  his  respectful  compliments  to  the  good  citixeBS 
of  London,  accompanied  hy  veteran  squadrons  and  hattalions  with  drawn 
swords  and  fixed  bayonets,  and  the  gunners  of  the  light  artillery  with 
lighted  matches. 

Some  French  gentlemen,  apparently  refugees,  who  professed  to  be  well 
informed  on  the  subject  of  the  kind  and  fiien^  intentions  of  the  popidar 
French  eagle-tamer  towards  the  people  of  England,  asserted,  that  all 
penons  who  might  escape  the  sword  or  the  Minie  rifle  were  to  be 
huddled  into  the  adjacent  prisons,  there  to  wait  until  efficient  executioners 
could  be  nominated  to  despatch  them.  Bridewell  and  Giltspur  Compter 
were  to  be  the  places  for  the  reception  of  certain  wealthy  capitalists  o£ 
the  city,  whose  lives  it  might  be  necessary  to  spare  for  financial  pnrpoeet. 
A  select  few  of  the  bankers  and  shopkeepers  of  the  Strand  were  to  be  con- 
signed to  the  Savoy  Church  and  Tothill  Prison,  for  the  like  reason.  The 
members  of  both  nouses  of  parhament  were  to  be  accommodated  with 
lodgings  at  the  Penitentiary,  MiUbank  ;  but  Bright  and  Cobden,  and  a 
few  equally  short-sighted  drowsy  members  of  the  Peace  Congress,  were 
to  be  exempt  from  picking  oakum,  in  consideration  of  their  exertions  for 
leaving  their  country  in  such  a  defenceless  state  that  an  invasion  migiit 
be  effected  even  at  noonday  by  a  resolute  and  well-provided  army.  "Hie 
Model  Prison,  at  Clerkenwell,  was  to  be  the  future  residence  of  liankeri, 
merchants,  and  government  clerks,  as  also  other  inhabitants  of  Islington^ 
Pentonville,  Hackney,  Stoke  Newinglon,  and  Kingsland.  The  different 
lunatic  asylums,  workhouses,  and  proprietary  chapels  of  the  metropolis, 
were  to  be  the  abiding  places  of  such  widows  or  spinsters  possessing  cash, 
with  whom  it  might  thus  be  prudent  to  contract  matrimonial  alliances.  Poor 
widows,  married  or  single  women,  old  and  young,  of  all  grades,  were  to  be 
turned  into  the  streets  and  left  to  the  tender  mercies  of  the  French  troope. 
Poachers,  pickpockets,  highwaymen,  and  other  desperadoes,  inmates  of 
the  various  prisons,  and  also  the  convicts  at  the  hulks,  at  Woolwich,  were 
to  be  g^ven  their  liberty  on  condition  of  their  joining  the  standard  of  the 
invader.  The  Spital fields'  weavers,  and  all  under-sized  artisans,  were  to 
be  shot  in  batches,  as  being  an  incumbrance  to  an  army  either  in  garrison 
or  the  field.  The  liberating  portion  of  this  announcement  seemed  to  give 
great  satisfaction  to  a  large  portion  of  the  unwashed,  who  appeared  to 
have  no  interest  in  the  affairs  of  the  meeting ;  they  therefore  dispersed  in 
quest  of  plunder;  but  the  most  respectable  section  of  this  assembly 
abandoned  their  own  views,  and  expressed  their  readiness  to  form  a  legion 
for  the  protection  of  her  Majesty's  august  person. 

So  fast  did  the  reports  above  named  gain  ground  and  credence,  that  the 
inhabitants  enrolled  themselves  as  special  constables  ;  the  picquet  of  the 
Queen's  Guard,  as  also  the  escort  of  orderlies,  turned  out  with  an  alacrity 
that  would  have  done  credit  to  veteran  soldiers  before  an  enemy  in  the 
field.  Even  the  drowsy  Charhe,  who  nightly  takes  his  post  at  Drura- 
mond'Sy  aroused  fix)m  his  slumbers,  and  rang  the  house-bell  to  warn  the 
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resident  clerk  of  the  impending  danger  and  evident  sacking  of  the  coffers 
of  the  establishment  bj  the  advanced  guard  of  the  invading  army. 

The  clatter  of  the  hoofe  of  the  troopers'  horses,  and  the  jingling  of 
the  scabbards  of  the  picquet  of  the  household  cavalry  brigade,  as  they 
trotted  along  Whitehall,  confirmed  the  report  of  the  arrival  in  London  of 
the  French  cuirassiers  ;  and  the  knight  of  the  rattle  and  lantern,  who 
osoally  slumbers  in  his  box  at  the  door  of  Cox  and  Greenwood's, 
awakened  the  housekeeper  and  resident  messenger,  and  duly  warned 
them  of  their  perilous  situation.  Scotland -yard  was  all  bustle  and  ani- 
mation. There  were  to  be  seen  inspectors,  superintendents,  and  sergeants 
Off  the  Pe^  brigade  of  metropolitan  foot  blues,  actively  engaged  in  serving 
out  to  their  men  swords  and  pistols,  with  orders  to  make  g^ood  use  of 
them  and  their  staves  among  the  invaders  and  their  supporters. 

On  the  police  issuing  forth  from  their  head-quarters,  they  marched 
upon  Tra&lgar-square,  which  they  completely  surrounded,  and  garrisoned 
the  Poet-office  with  a  powerful  reserve,  as  also  Morley*s  Hotel  and  the 
National  Gallery.     In  rear  of  the  police  were  the  foot-guards  from  St. 
George's  and  the  Wellington  barracks  ;  but  the  very  peaceful  demeanour 
of  the  assemblage  induced  the  civil  and  military  authorities  to  desist  from 
coereiTe  measures  until  they  inquired  into  the  cause  of  the  gathering. 
These  judicious  precautions  were  carried  into  effect  by  experienced  and 
competent  officers,  whose  object  was  to  preserve  order  and  peace  without. 
Uoodribed.     These  functionaries  addressed  themselves  to  opponent  chi^ 
or  commandants,  of  the  different  bodies  of  unarmed  brigades,  and  found 
upon  inquiry  that  they  were  members  and  delegates  of  the  British  and 
Foreign  Hard-up  Club,  who  were  about  to  hold  a  midnight  meeting, 
instead  of  converting  the  Sabbath  to  that  purpose.    This  explanation  was 
instantly  communicated  to  the  commissioners  of  police,  and  officers  com- 
manding squadrons  and  battalions ;  and  the  information  being  deemed 
quite  satisfactory,  they  were  allowed  to  disperse.     This  boon  they  availed 
themselves  of,  and  broke  into  divisions  and  subdivisions ;  but  a  large  and 
apparently  select  body  marched  direct  for  St.  Martin's  Hall,  where  pre- 
▼kms  arrangements  had  evidently  been  made  for  their  reception. 

Among  the  dense  assemblage  we  noticed  several  honourable  gentlemen 
in  seedy  black,  cotton  hose,  clumsy  shoes,  and  dingy  white  cravats. 
These  long-backed  individuals  much  resembled  a  forest  of  withered  birch. 
Mineled  with  the  sable  throng  were  friars  of  "  orders  grey,"  aged  and 
yovuiful  Jesuits,  and  sturdy  Irish  priests ;  the  foreign  emissaries  of  the 
Church  of  Rome  were  enveloped  in  cassocks,  the  cowls  of  which  they 
drew  over  their  heads,  and  thus  concealed  their  features.  Several  of  the 
laymen  of  the  honourable  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  wrapped  them- 
selves in  the  folds  of  their  ample  cloaks,  or  disguised  their  faces  by  the 
use  of  respirators,  false  noses,  or  green  spectacles. 

As  soon  as  the  honourable  members  entered  the  hall  which  they  had 
diosen  as  their  place  of  assembly,  the  gallant  president  took  the  chair, 
and  the  secretary  read  the  minutes  of  the  last  meeting;  after  which 
lient.-Colonel  the  Hon.  Richard  Clatterscabbard,  C.B.,  K.H.,  begged 
to  call  the  attention  of  the  meeting  to  the  sceTie  which  they  had  just 
witnessed,  and  to  impress  upon  its  members  the  necessity  of  forthwith 
tendering   to   her  Majesty  their  services  as  a  legion  of  light  infantry. 
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He  was  well  aware  that  a  great  difficulty  would  oppose  itself  to  theb 
formation.  He  did  not  mean  to  insinuate  a  lack  of  loyalty,  but  a  lack  of 
cash  to  furnish  the  proposed  force  with  the  required  outfit  To  remedy 
this  evil,  he  suggested  that  honourable  members  should  submit  to  be 
encased  or  immersed  in  a  solution  of  gutta  percha  or  Indian  rubber,  and 
then  to  be  painted  red,  brown,  or  green ;  the  two  latter  colours  would 
enable  them  to  represent  light  infantry,  and  the  first  (red)  troops  of  the 
line.  All  they  required  would  be  accoutrements,  which  would,  no  doubt, 
be  supplied  by  government ;  thus  equipped,  they  could  at  once  turn  out 
in  '*  light  marching  order."  Knapsacks  would  be  unnecessary ;  the  gal- 
lant heroes  not  being  encumbered  with  kits,  they  could  make  shifts  with- 
shirts ;  havresacks  would  also  be  useless,  as  many  of  these  brave  defenders 
would  frequently  perform  their  duties  in  the  field  without  rations. 

During  the  rainy  season  no  damage  could  accrue  to  the  clothing  of 
this  force,  the  members  of  which  would  only  have  to  wipe  themselves 
dry.  When  not  on  service  in  the  field,  they  could  move  about  in  small 
bodies,  and,  by  having  their  faces  bedizened  with  a  variety  of  devices, 
they  might  represent  wild  Indians  or  I^ew  Zealanders,  to  frighten  their 
creditors,  or  earn  an  honest  penny  as  Merrynian,  under  the  auspices  of 
Richardson.  He  should  conclude  by  expressing  his  opinion  that  no  time 
should  be  lost  in  enrolling  their  names,  for  the  information  of  the  Lord- 
Lieutenant  of  the  counties  of  Surrey,  Essex,  and  Middlesex,  with  the 
view  of  laying  them  before  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the  home  depart- 
ment, for  approval  by  her  Majesty.  The  honourable  and  gallant  chair- 
man sat  down  amid  a  volley  of  plaudits. 

Major  Luckless  seconded  the  motion,  which  was  carried  without  a 
division,  and  a  muster-roll  was  directed  forthwith  to  be  prepared ;  when 
some  business  of  minor  importance  being  despatched,  the  gallant  secre- 
tary said,  that  during  the  current  week  he  had  received  a  number  of 
letters  from  gentlemen  residing  abroad,  who  were  anxious  to  return  to 
England  for  the  purpose  of  enrolling  themselves  as  resident  members  of 
the  Hard-up  Club.  Attempts  had  been  made  in  France  and  Belgium  to 
establish  branch  lodges  of  the  honourable  craft,  but  from  the  disturbed 
state  of  public  affairs  on  the  Continent,  it  was  found  quite  impracticable ; 
in  fact,  such  was  the  vigilance  and  suspicion  of  the  prefects  of  police  and 
their  secret  agents,  that  any  assembly  or  body  of  men,  however  limited 
in  number,  would  create  a  commotion  and  lead  to  unpleasant  results. 
Such  was  the  surveillance,  that  men  of  all  nations  repaired  to  England, 
whilst  the  natives  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  alone  remained  sojourners 
on  French,  Dutch,  and  German  soil.  Many  gentlemen  would  be  glad  to 
return  to  England  but  from  fear  of  the  law  of  arrest.  Thus  money 
was  spent  abroad  which  would  be  expended  in  England  but  for  the  law  in 
question.  From  the  statements  of  many  gentlemen  now  absenting  them- 
selves from  the  land  of  their  birth,  it  appears  that  the  tradesmen  of 
England  would  be  benefited  by  the  repeal  of  a  law  which  compelled 
legions  of  customers  to  become  absentees.  To  the  tourist  of  small  means 
France  and  Belgium  did  not  afford  so  many  advantages  as  was  generally 
supposed:  for  instance,  no  credit  was  to  be  had  for  an  Englishman, 
lodgings  must  be  paid  in  advance;  and  for  a  single  individual,  com- 
modities of  all  kinds  were  not  cheaper  than  in  Wales,  or  in  some  parts  of 
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England  and  Ireland.  For  the  truth  of  this  assertion,  he  would  read  a 
letter  from  a  member  of  the  CoiTesponding  Continental  Society  to  one  of 
the  craft  in  London.     (Loud  cries  of  *'  R^,  read.") 

*"  Bruges,  June  15th,  1852. 
"  Deab  Freewbist, — 

''  Since  I  last  had  the  pleasure  of  passing  an  evening  with  you,  1  have 
been  wandering  about  parts  of  the  north  of  France  and  Belgium ;  but 
as  I  remember  you  had  an  idea  of  going  eventually  to  the  latter  country, 
I  imagine  it  might  not  be  inopportune  to  add  my  mite  of  recently- 
acquired  information  on  the  subject  to  the  knowledge  you  already 
possess.  My  tour  was  partially  pedestrian,  and  chiefly  alone,  so  that  I 
had  ample  opportunities  for  minute  inquiries. 

**  I  reached  Boulogne  from  Dover  in  less  than  two  hours.  The  Eng- 
lish residents,  or  emigrants,  from  four  to  five  thousand,  at  the  former 
place,  are  gradually  increasing  in  numbers.  As  to  the  season  this  year, 
it  is  said  not  to  have  been  very  brilliant,  which  is  perhaps  not  to  be  re- 
gretted by  the  imconcemed,  since  strangers  are  most  unmercifully  fleeced 
by  the  harpies  whose  business  it  is  to  take  them  in  hand,  and  who  per- 
form their  task  with  great  dexterity.  Provisions,  both  there  as  well  as 
at  every  spot  along  the  coast  and  interior,  where  there  is  an  opportunity 
of  contributing  to  the  supply  of  the  London  markets,  are  more  expen- 
sive than  is  usually  supposed  on  the  English  side  of  the  Channel.  The 
beer  is  very  small,  very  bad,  and  dear  at  any  price ;  none  but  a  half- 
starved  medical  man  who  wanted  a  job  would  tlunk  of  recommending  it. 
In  fact,  the  comparatively  few  articles  1  find  more  moderate,  are  vege- 
tables, fruit,  and  sometimes  fish,  which,  however,  to  persons  who  have 
been  accustomed  to  a  London  stock  and  variety,  b  not  very  satisfactory. 
It  is  by  no  means  a  matter  of  astonishment  that  the  necessaries  of  life 
should  be  expensive  in  this  part  of  France,  geographically  situated  be- 
tween and  in  compass  of  the  fangs  of  two  insatiable  monsters,  London 
and  Paris ;  the  former  appropriating  a  no  inconsiderable  portion  of  the  pro- 
duce of  the  land,  and  the  other  the  productions  of  the  sea.  Washing  is 
cheaper  than  in  England,  whereas  dress  in  general,  everything  considered, 
is  about  on  a  par.  Brandy,  wine,  and  gin,  as  well  as  cosmetics,  liqueurs, 
essences,  are  something  cheaper;  tolerable  brandy  costs  about  Is.  6d.  or 
2s.  per  bottle ;  there  is  inferior,  but  it  is  neither  fit  to  be  made  or  used. 
Such  brandy  as  is  occasionally  found  in  England  from  Bordeaux  is  never 
seen  here,  as  the  merchants  of  the  latter  place  export  to  foreign  countries 
almost  all  their  best  and  oldest  spirits.  Common  red  wine,  which  when 
new  partakes  of  the  flavour  of  red  ink,  may  be  had  from  6d.  to  lOd.  a 
bottle,  according  as  it  is  more  or  less  bad.  In  Belgium,  on  the  average, 
provisions,  house-rent,  dress,  &c.,  are  about  a  fourth  or  fifth  cheaper  than 
in  France.  To  single  individuals,  the  saving  effected  by  a  residence  on 
the  Continent  is  not  important ;  but  to  a  family  permanently  located,  it  is 
otherwise,  especially  where  juveniles  for  education  enter  into  the  general 
computation.  Many  of  the  towns  of  Belgium,  as  Ostend,  Bruges, 
Brussels,  &c.,  as  well  as  those  in  the  north  of  France,  as  Calais,  Boulogne, 
Dunkerque,  Paris,  &c.,  contain  such  numerous  specimens  of  Albion's 
hopeful  sons,  that  a  stranger  cannot  be  too  cautious  in  associating  with 
them«  One  of  the  last  places  to  be  selected  for  even  a  cursory  sojourn,  is 
the  town  of  privateers  in  war,   and  smugglers  in  peace — Dunkerque, 
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where  a  hostile  feeling  towards  the  English  invariably  esusts,  and  wham 
some  choice  emigrant  spirits  from  Eaigland  and  the  Ocean's  €r«n  aae  te* 
be  found,  who  are  too  hot  and  fiery  for  even  Calais  and  BonlognM. 
Belgium  is  preferable  as  a  residence  to  France,  and  Bruges  in  many 
respects  the  most  eligible  town.  I  went  there  last  summer  to  see  some 
friends  from  England,  who  have  been  living  in  it  for  many  months  ; 
should  you  visit  that  part,  if  you  please,  I  will  refer  you  to  them  &r 
complete  information  on  all  points. 

^^  Wishmg  you  health,  happiness,  and  prosperity,  I  remain,  dear  Fne^ 
wrist,  yours  most  sincerely, 

(Signed)         «  W.  Bovbr." 


next  document,  said  the  gallant  secretary,  to  which  it  is  nay  di^- 
the  attention  of  this  august  assemblage,  is  an  address  m>m  a 


The 

to  call  ^  _    ^  , 

number  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  clerical,  naval,  and  military  leak** 
dents  of  Coblentz.  (Cries  of  *<  Read,  read.")  The  secretary  then  read, 
as  follows: 


''  We,  the  undersigned,  having  recently  observed  in  the  leading  London  t 
journals  a  periodical  report  of  the  proceedings  of  members  of  the  noor 
stationary  dep6t  and  movable  battalion  of  an  Economical  and  Aristo* 
cratic  Club  about  to  be  established  for  gentlemen  of  limited  inoome,  we 
beg  leave  to  congratulate  the  projectors  of  this  useful  and  gigantic  entec^ 
prise,  and  to  offer  them  our  aid  in  furtherance  of  its  completion,  and  at: 
the  same  time  to  beg  that  our  names  may  be  enrolled  as  candidates  for 
admission  whenever  circumstances,  which  now  make  us  involuntary  exilasi 
allow  us  to  return  to  our  native  soil.  We  feel  assured,  that  were  the  legitp 
lature  of  the  United  Kingdom  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  to  repeal  ov 
lessen  the  rigour  of  the  law  of  arrest,  many  single  ladies  and  gentlemeiiv. 
as  well  as  whole  families,  would  be,  like  protested  bills,  returnable.  Such 
an  influx  of  sojourners  in  London,  or  any  other  city,  town,  or  hamlet, 
could  not  fiedl  to  benefit  the  trading  portion  of  the  British  public,  who,  oC 
course,  would  have  no  faith  in  gentlemen  who  had  so  long  been  aliens  to 
the  commercial  interests  of  '*  home,  sweet  home."  Ready  money  would 
thus  be  the  order  of  the  day,  and  shopkeepers  would  hermetically  seal 
their  ledgers  against  the  returned  truants,  and  inscribe  in  legible  charac- 
ters over  their  doors,  *^  No  credit  g^ven  here."  Such  has  been  the  number 
of  foreigners  who  have  g^ven  lessons  in  book-keeping  during  the  last  year^ 
that  snips,  snobs,  and  purveyors  of  comestibles,  have  resolved  henceforth  ta 
put  no  trust  in  princes  ;  therefore  less  devoted  patrons  of  long  credit  and 
no  dunning  could  not  expect  to  find  confidence  in  the  vendor  of  any  de- 
scription of  commodity.  Wishing  that  every  success  may  attend  the  for- 
mation of  the  Hard-up  Club, 

"  We  remain  your  brothers  in  adversity." 

Here  follow  the  signatures  of  several  noblemen,  an  Irish  bishop,  many 
clergymen  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  Roman  Catholic  priests,  whose 
reduced  circumstances  are  attributed  to  the  late  fall  of  the  Roman  pontiff. 

The  above  address  was  received  with  great  applause,  and  was  ordered 
for  reconsideration  at  the  next  meeting. 

The  secretary  then  proceeded  to  read  a  like  address  firom  Li^ge,  which 
ran  ai  follows : 
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*^  We,  the  undersigiiedy  select  section  of  legions  of  ill-fated  individuals^ 
afawntees  from  the  land  of  our  hirth,  now  sojourning  at  Li^ge,  have  of 
later  perused  with  pleasure  and  satisfaction  the  minutes  of  the  preparatory 
UTBDgements  for  the  establishment  of  a  reasonable  and  r^illy  gentle* 
maolj  dab  for  members  only  of  small  pecuniary  resources.  This  great 
boon  to  the  non-wealthy  womd-be  club  men  we  duly  appreciate,  and  nope 
it  may  meet  the  support  not  only  of  Britons,  but  of  foreigners  of  distinc- 
tioB,  more  particularly  of  the  family  of  the  late  Louis  Pli^ippe  and  other 
dfllbroiied  monaichs  resident  in  England,  with  the  exception  of  the  rail- 
way ex-sovereign,  the  £Edlen  angel  of  Sunderland.  We  would  be  most 
happy  to  become  members  of  the  projected  club,  if  circumstances  over 
wmeh  we  have  no  control  would  permit  our  return  to  the  abiding^placea 
of  our  relentless  creditors  and  quondam  acquaintances — ^we  do  not  say 
frienda,  because  we  know  that  poor  gentlemen  cannot  expect  favour,  or 
even  coantenanc^  firam  their  more  wealthy  equals,  much  less  from  rich 
pamvemm.  All  we  wish  is  to  associate  irnth  our  brethren  in  affliction, 
whoy  though  poor  in  purse,  are  rich  in  blood  and  honour.  Trusting  that 
the  about-to^be-estabiished  dub  may  be  patronised  not  only  by  foreign 
royaby,  but  by  Britbh  aristocracy  of  reduced  pecuniary  resources, 

**  We  remain  your  well-wishii^  candidates  and  intended  members." 


follows  a  long  list  (^titled  and  untitled  divines,  laymen,  and 
oavai  and  military  officers. 

Tile  gallant  secretary  then  said,  another  document  which  I  shall  sub- 
mit to  the  notice  of  the  meeting,  is  a  letter  signed  by  several  ladies,  &pp^ 
renthr  the  lovers  or  intended  wives  of  gentlemen  residing  abroad.  The 
epistle  in  question  runs  thus  : 

**  Mb.  Seobbtabt, — We,  the  undersigned,  are  a  coterie  of  young  ladies, 
who  are  prevented  from  sedng  our  intended  husbands  in  consequence  of 
their  being  obliged  to  reside  on  the  Continent,  whither  our  papas  and 
mammas  will  not  take  us,  and  we  never  receive  any  written  communication 
from  our  truant  admirers;  in  fact,  many  of  us  thought  that  our  intended  hus- 
banda  had  departed  this  life,  until  we  recently  saw  their  names  in  the  news- 
paper, mentioned  by  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Hemp,  residing  somewhere 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Holbom — we  think,  Red  lion-square.  Pray,  Mr. 
Saeretsry,  if  you  can,  tell  us  who  this  apparently  communicative  indi- 
viinal  is,  and  if  you  think  he  can  give  us  any  information  of  the  where- 
tbools  of  our  truant  lovers.  Hoping  you  will  pardon  this  intrusion,  we 
beg  to  subscribe  ourselves  your  obliged  servants,  but  ill-requited  spinsters, 

<<  Arabella  Chbrbxlip, 

"  SOFHONISBA  SOPTGLANCE, 

"  Clttxmnestba  Tulipstalk^ 
"  Algebina  Rosebud, 
"  Clementina  Sosli, 
"  AucLA  Heuotbope." 
And  many  others  too  numerous  to  mention. 

In  confirmation  of  the  assertions  set  forth  in  the  addresses  just  read, 
Captain  Readysword  begged  leave  to  add  his  testimony. 

London,  said  he,  is  the  only  place  for  a  gentleman  of  small  means,  who 
if  not  above  trying  to  improve  them.     life  in  tha  country  has  its  duuema- 
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for  the  squire  of"  high  degree/'  or  the  mushroom  gentry  who,  now-a-days, 
either  purchase  the  estates  of  their  betters,  or  raise  goodly  mansions  so 
speedily  that  we  might  almost  imagine  they  had  obtained  aid  &om  the 
&bled  genii  of  old ;  but  to  the  poor  gentleman  of  noble  lineage  such  a  life 
would  be  wretched  in  the  extreme ;  his  very  kindred  and  equals  would 
spurn  him,  and  the  parson,  the  scrivener,  and  village  apothecary,  self-  - 
dubbed  "  doctor,"  would  look  upon  him  with  contempt,  and  consider  it  a 
mark  of  peculiar  distinction  if  they  honoured  him  with  a  bow  at  the  portal 
of  the  parish  church,  on  entering  or  quitting  that  sacred  edifice.     It  will 
thus  be  seen,  that  a  residence  in  the  provinces,  save  and  except  a  cottage  ' 
in  some  romantic  glen  of  North  or  South  Wales,  would  be  anything  but 
congenial  to  a  gentleman  of  high  and  independent  principles  and  refined 
feeling.     House-rent  is  certainly  cheaper  than  in  the  metropolis,  but  edu- 
cation is  not  to  be  had,  except  that  of  the  old  style,  accompanied  with  an 
abundance  of  the  provincial  tongue,  and  a  smaller  quantity  of  Greek  and  • 
Latin,  and  the  more  useful  acquirements  of  French,  German,  and  Italian. 
To  the  old  sportsman,  who  still  clings  to  popjoying,  or  shooting,   life  - 
in  the  country  retains  all  its  advantages.     As  to  the  Continent,  its  great 
inducements  to  a  poor  gentleman  with  a  large  family  are,  cheapness  of 
rent  and  all  articles  of  consumption,  as  also  that  greatest  of  all  boons,  a 
cheap  and  sound  modem  education.     The  gallant  captain  further  ob- 
served, that  there  was  now  resident  in  this  mart  of  talent  and  perseverance 
a  distinguished  brother-in-arms,  who  could  bear  him  out  in  all  he  had  said  ' 
in  support  of  the  sentiments  expressed  in  the  Belgic  addresses.     The 
gallant  officer  in  question  is  a  man  whose  testimony  would  be  of  the  ut-  > 
most  service  to  the  would-be  foreign  tourist  or  English  resident.     He  had 
tried  both,  but  after  an  unprofitable  though  not  unpleasant  sojourn  in  a 
foreign  land,  he  found  his  own  the  most  productive.     This  officer  has  the 
good  fortune  to  possess  a  rapid  and  lively  ima^nation,  and  plies  his  pen 
with  the  quickness  and  sharpness  of  a  seamstress's  needle.    He  is  particu- 
larly expert  in  manufacturing  farces,  melodramas,  and  comedies,  and  can 
fabricate  any  of  these  entertainments  for  play-goers,  either  in  a  railway 
carriage  or  on  board  a  steam-boat ;  yet  with  this  facility  of  filling  the  heads 
of  young  "  gals"  with  tales  of  love,  war,  or  maritime  adventure,  as  also 
the  pockets  of  the  publishers  with  the  more  useful  commodity  from  her 
Majesty's  Mint,  whilst  a  sojourner  in  a  foreign  clime  he  could  not  realise 
sufficient  to  enjoy,  without  injury  to  hi^  famUy,  the  comforts  to  which  he 
had  been  accustomed.     Fortunately  for  himself,  he  took  it  into  his  head 
to  revisit  London,  where  he  fell  in  with  an  old  friend  and  brother-aspi- 
rant for  military  fame,  who  recommended  him  to  renew  his  literary  avo- 
cations in  London,  and  to  take  to  '<  rowing"  among  the  dwellers  in  the 
Paternoster  dep6t  of  huge  tomes  and  diminutive  pamphlets,  instead  of 
stuling  from  Blackwall  to  Ostend,  or  elsewhere  on  the  Belgian  or  French 
coast.     This  advice  the  ready  writer  adopted — became  an  inhabitant  of  a 
dingy  locality,  wrote  morning,  noon,  and  night ;  and  in  a  short  time  his 
name,  which  at  one  period  would  have  been  music  in  the  ears  of  some  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  adjacent  square,  appeared  not  only  in  play-bills  as 
the  author  of  new  dramatic  productions,  but  it  figured  in  the  newspapers, 
under  the  head  of  the  magazines  for  the  ensuing  month.     So  great  was 
his  success,  that  in  a  few  months  he  brought  out  one  or  two  useful  little 
works,  which  bid  fair  to  become  annuals.     He  also  suggested  the  esta- 
blishment of  an  undertaking,  which  now  realises  him  more  cash  than  did 
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his  more  entertaining  works.  He  (Captain  Readysword)  could  adduce 
many  other  instances  in  which  the  metropolis  of  Great  Britain  has  proved 
the  best  field,  not  only  for  foreigners,  but  Englbhmen  of  talent  and  en- 
terprise. As  to  the  society  of  the  Continent,  it  is  of  a  most  motley  de- 
scription ;  Irish  absentees  and  English  invalids  herd  together,  generally 
in  the  capital,  and  could,  from  their  rank  and  supposed  wealth,  claim  the 
countenance  of  their  ambassador.  Ptisicky  old  gentlemen,  with  broad 
toes  and  narrow  soles,  also  cling  to  the  capital,  and  carefully  shun  all  ac- 
quaintance with  their  more  youthful  and  fashionable  countrymen,  espe- 
cially if  they  bear  military  rank.  Mammas  with  pretty  daughters  like- 
wise sought  the  protection  of  large  cities  or  fortified  towns ;  and  when 
they  gave  parties,  invited  only  foreign  nobles  or  eligible  Englbhmen, 
such  as  wealthy  widowers  or  the  eldest  sons  of  rich  gentleman,  or  who 
considered  themselves  as  such,  in  virtue  of  their  cash  acquired  behind  the 
counter  or  at  the  Stock  Exchange.  Thus  it  is  as  difficult  to  get  into 
good  society  in  Paris  or  Brussels  as  in  London,  Bath,  or  Dublin  ;  conse- 
quently, poor  gentlemen  are  obliged  to  locate  themselves  in  towns  which 
are  patronised  by  runaway  lawyers,  trustees,  executors,  broken-down 
bankers,  gamblers,  and  other  refuse  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  ;  but  in 
London  a  man  could  keep  himself  quite  aloof  from  such  characters,  and 
need  not  subject  himself  to  the  sneers  of  steam-made  peers  and  baronets. 

The  gallant  captain  resmned  his  standing-ground  amid  tremendous 
cheers. 

The  gallant  secretary  next  read  the  following  letter : 

"  Turn-about-street,  Watch  well-square,  1850. 
*'  Sir, — I  am  sorry  to  inform  you,  that  it  will  be  quite  impossible  for 
me  to  appear  at  the  next  meeting,  as  I  am  confined  to  my  bedroom, 
having  received  private  intimation  that  the  sheriff's  officers  are  on  the 
look-out,  not  only  for  me,  but  for  our  place  of  assembly.  I  thus  deem  it 
prudent  to  absent  myself  on  the  approaching  meeting. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 

"  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

"  A.  Bluntless, 
"  Inspector  of  Bailiffs. 
"  To  Captain  Freewrist, 

^  Secretary  to  the  British  and  Foreign  Hard-up  Club,  London/* 

The  perusalof  the  above  letter  created  much  alarm  and  excitement  among 
the  dense  assembly,  who  were  now  still  further  convinced  of  the  necessity 
of  heading  the  meeting  on  the  Sabbath.  When  the  general  buzz  caused 
by  the  intelligence  conveyed  in  the  official  communication  from  Mr. 
Bluntless  had  subsided,  the  gallant  secretary  said,  that  since  the  last 
meeting  he  had  received  several  applications  from  tradesmen  about  to  be 
enrolled  in  the  Gazette  as  banknipts,  or  who  were  on  the  eve  of  becoming 
inmatesof  the  prison  of  Surrey  and  Middlesex  and  the  metropolitan  counties, 
to  be  allowed  to  take  up  their  abodes  in  the  ground  of  the  projected  Econo- 
mic Residence  and  Burial  Society.  These  men,  said  he,  principally  consist 
of  vendors  of  tea,  coffee,  tobacco,  ale,  and  porter;  they  would  be  prohibited 
from  selling  gin,  rum,  or  brandy,  as  plenty  of  choice  spirits  would  be 
found  among  the  tombs.     Leave  had  already  been  granted  to  the  9exton 
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to  Tend  these  commodities,  who  would  thus  be  obliged  to  place  over  his 
'door  a  legibly  printed  board,  with  the  words,  **  Ale  and  porter  sold  iicre, 
fioensed  to  be  drunk  on  the  premisses;"  he,  however,  hoped  that  the 
irortJiy  sexton  would  not  indulge  in  that  clause  in  the  Beer-shop  Act 
which  sanctioned  household  inebriety ;  and  as  to  the  frequenters  of  this 
dep6t  of  pipes  and  pewter-pots,  he  felt  convinced  that  it  would  not  be 
the  general  resort  of  the  better  class  of  residents,  whose  chief  beverage 
would  be  from  the  cup  of  sorrow,  instead  of  the  tankard  of  nut-lvown 
ale.  Innumerable  applications  had  also  been  made  by  private  gentlemen 
for  admission  into  this  Elysium,  and  from  all  he  (the  secretary)  could  hear 
on  the  subject  of  this  boon  to  the  oppressed  debtor,  the  society  bade  £ur 
to  meet  with  universal  patronage.  The  admission  of  resident  tradesmen 
would  be  a  great  improvement  on  the  plan  before  proposed  of  admittiag 
travelling  hawkers,  as  under  that  system  a  sheriff's  officer  might  make 
his  appearance  as  a  butcher  or  baker,  and  dish  up  a  tray  of  writs.  If 
possible,  it  would  be  necessary,  for  the  further  safety  of  the  living  inlia- 
bitants,  that  the  tradesmen  should  kill  their  own  meat  and  bake  their  own 
bread,  and  that  the  sheep  and  oxen  for  slaughter,  as  well  as  coal,  flour, 
and  other  necessaries,  should  be  delivered  to  the  resident  tradespeople  on 
the  Sabbath.  This  precaution  would  prevent  risk,  treachery,  or  surprise. 
These  suggestions  met  with  gpreat  applause,  and  were  forthwith  adopted. 

Mr.  Fizgig  said,  that  as  the  once  strictly-observed  5th  of  November 
was  yearly  falling  into  darker  obscurity,  and  as  he  anticipated  that  its 
observance  would  ere  long  be  buried  in  oblivion,  he  begged  that  the 
honourable  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  would  nominate  a  couple  of 
days  in  the  year  for  a  "  flare-up"  among  themselves.  These  days  of 
r^oicing,  he  proposed,  should  be  termed  '*  the  Hume  and  Cobden  annual 
effigy -burning  days." 

The  proposition  of  these  new  and  welcome  festivities  met  with  un- 
bounded applause,  and  it  was  intimated  that  at  a  ^ture  meeting  appro- 
priate days  would  be  flxed  for  the  celebration  of  the  projected  enliventog 
scenes. 

Mr.  Hopestill  moved  that  an  humble  address  be  presented  to  her 
Majesty,  praying  that  she  would  be  pleased  to  direct  that  one  day  in  the 
week,  m  addition  to  the  Sabbath,  be  nominated,  in  which  all  persons, 
except  those  charged  with  felony,  would  be  free  from  arrest.  The  object 
of  this  protection  to  the  debtor  is  to  enable  him  to  attend  to  his  affairs, 
or  enjoy  the  theatre,  or  any  other  amusement,  without  infringing  on  the 
sacred  observance  of  the  Lord's-day.  This  measure  also  met  the  appro- 
bation of  the  meeting,  and  an  address  was  forthwith  ordered  for  the  mg- 
natures  of  such  members  as  might  on  a  future  occasion  be  present*  to 
sign  it 

Mr.  Goodcare  said,  that  at  the  next  meeting  he  should  move  for  ihe 
-appointment  of  a  committee  for  the  purpose  of  drawing  up  a  petition  to 
the  House  of  Commons,  praying  that  the  government  would  issue  tiekets 
of  protection  from  arrest  for  a  specific  period — say  twelve  months— at  a 
moderate  charge,  to  such  persons  as  could  give  satisfiactory  information 
to  the  authorities  as  to  their  principles  of  honour  and  ^eir  want  of 
means  to  discharge  their  debts.  These  protection  tickets  to  be  renewed 
annually,  if  required. 

These  documents  would  be  very  useful  to  the  involved,  and  would 
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'Miig>  into  the  coffmcf  the  IViiwi'/  aconiiderable  annual  amount,  whieh 
'Wodtd  act  as  a  ooonterpoiae  to  the  lefMal  of  any  other  tax.  As  the  mem- 
hen  of  the  Hard*up  Chih  were  not  interested  in  bmldingSy  the  reduction 
<of  the  duty  upon  hricks  would  be  of  no  benefit  to  them.  (Loud  cheers.) 
Leave  granted. 

The  gallant  secretary  then  read  a  list  of  useful  articles  worthy  of  the 
attention  of  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club,  and  which  might  be  pnr- 
fihased  at  a  very  low  Bgure,  for  cask  only.  The  following  are  select 
^ipeeimens  of  these  unique  gems.: 

To  he  oM : — ^A  wig,  not  much  the  worse  from  the  wear  of  the  owner, 

he  not  having  shown  in  it  very  often  since  its  manufacture  by  Greylocks 

and  Sons,  of  Chancery-lane.     This  appendage  to  the  head  of  man — 

-thick  or  thin — ^may  be  viewed  at  the  bar  of  the  British  Lion,  couchanty 

Paichment-alley,  Temple-bar.     The  only  motive  for  parting  with  this 

-passport  to   connty  court  appointments,   metropolitan    magistracy,    or 

ocJomal  judgeship,  is,  that  the  proprietor  has  no  friends  at  court,  and  can- 

*not,  therefore,  expect  to  be  as  successful  as  many  of  his  brethren  of  the 

longmbe,  who,  though  not  possessing  a  higher  private  or  professional  re- 

'pate  than  himself,  have  been  sent  out  to  good  appointments  at  the  expense 

«f  govemment    This  useful  headpiece  is  well  worth  the  attention  of  any 

niemher  of  the  bar  who  has  plenty  of  brass  and  a  little  tin.     Although 

the  crow's  feet  have  put  their  mark  on  the  owner,  the  moth  has  not 

lodged  in  the  wig.      This  remarkable  state  of  preservation  is  to  be  attri- 

-  hnted  to  its  having  been  in  constant  use,  having  been  let  out  for  hire  in 

defending  and  prosecuting. 

To  be  sold  cheap,  a  folio  ledger,  bound  in  calf,  and  clasped  with  brass, 
late  the  property  of  a  London  solicitor.  This  MS.  volume  contains 
.  notograph  copies  of  letters  from  a  very  shrewd  legal  adviser  to  his  clients 
in  town  and  country.  Those  to  his  rich  clients  were  couched  in  the  most 
cringing  terms,  whilst  those  to  the  less  wealthy  were  brief,  dictatorial,  and 
domineering.  These  letters  are  striking  proofs  of  the  indignities  to 
-ivhich  poor  gentlemen  are  subjected  when  placed  in  the  power  of  an 
•  attorney,  as  trustee,  executor,  or  guardian  ;  and  show  the  number  of  arti- 
.  fices  to  which  this  ingenious  cash-grasper  resorted  in  order  to  retain  the 
•money  of  the  unfbrtimate  victim  who,  through  the  over-caution  of  a 
parent,  an  uncle,  or  aunt,  was  left  to  his  tender  mercies.  An  attentive 
perusal  of  these  epistles  would  be  a  warning  to  timid  old  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen not  to  place  the  fortune  of  a  son  or  daughter,  niece  or  nephew — 
he  it  large  or  small — at  the  disposal  of  a  limb  of  the  law  ;  more  particu- 
kriy  if  he  is  to  have  the  nominal  disposal  of  the  cash  originally  intended 
ibr  the  most  eligible  investment.  This  boon  to  the  unwary  would  be  ox- 
tremely  useful  to  minors  and  wards  of  Chancery.  We  should  be  sorry 
to  see  this  non-classic  but  useful  volume  doomed  to  travel  in  Greece 
(BTcase),  when  it  would  be  such  an  excellent  preceptor  for  youth  or  second 
raildhood.  To  he -viewed,  at  Messrs.  Cheslure  and  Gloucester's,  Fiddn- 
coort,  Buttermilk-street.  This  unique  tome  was  formerly  the  property 
of  an  attorney,  who,  in  his  zeal  for  professional  knowledge,  had  ''  been 
in  the  East,  had  been  in  the  West,'*  and,  to  further  improve  his  expe- 
rience, and  impoverish  the  families  of  his  clients,  has  decamped  to  South 
Carolina. 

For  sale  by  private  contract,  the  plan  of  a  machine,  by  which  persons 
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of  timid  or  suspicious  dispositions  may  weigh,  analyse,  or  measure  their 
words  before  utterance.  This  invention  would  be  particularly  useful  to 
such  nondescript  individuals  as  may  wish  to  gain  ravour  in  the  eyes  of 
men  of  wealth  or  influence.  It  could  be  so  formed  as  to  be  placed  in,  or 
removed  from  the  mouth  of  the  speaker,  without  being  observed  by  the 
bystanders,  and  would  therefore  be  a  safeguard  against  the  flow  of  the 
real  sentiments  of  the  heart,  to  the  prejudice  of  any  particular  design. 
The  want  of  means  to  patent  this  easy-fitting  curb  is  the  only  motive 
which  .induces  the  inventor  to  part  wjth  this  judicious  master  of  the 
tongue.  To  be  seen  at  Messrs.  Silence  and  Careful's,  Weigball-stroet^ 
London.     To  be  sold  a  bargain. 

To  be  disposed  of  by  private  contract,  a  very  neat  and  portable  model 
of  a  fire-engine.  This  clever  little  piece  of  mechanism  is  termed  the 
household  cold  water  thrower,  or  pocket  fire-extinguisher,  or  safeguard 
against  the  spread  of  the  roarks  from  the  embers  of  enterprise.  This 
machine  would  be  very  useful  to  such  persons  as  take  pleasure  in  damping 
the  innate  feeling  of  pride  and  hope  entertained  by  the  poor  but  ambi- 
tious portion  of  the  community.  From  the  neatness  of  its  construction^ 
it  could  be  conveyed  into  the  saloon  of  the  gayest  assembly,  the  sick  room 
of  the  invalid,  the  counting-house  of  the  tottering  merchant^  or  the  bureau 
of  the  minister  of  state  ;  in  &ct,  is  well  suited  for  the  inmates  of  the  cot- 
tage or  the  baronial  hall.  It  possesses  many  advantages  over  the  w^t 
blanket,  the  well-known  coverlet  of  the  ancient  sect  of  "  Dampers,"  and 
may  be  viewed  at  the  estabUshment  of  Waterspout  and  Co.,  Drenchall- 
lane.  City. 

Several  other  subjects  of  importance  were  called  to  the  attention  of  the 
meeting,  but  as  daylight  had  made  its  appearance,  it  was  not  deemed 
prudent  to  enter  into  them  at  that  time;  Mr.  Sheriflshie,  therefops^ 
moved  a  vote  of  thanks  to  their  gallant  president,  which  was  earnestly  but 
briefly  responded  to,  and  the  meeting  adjourned  sine  die. 

During  the  period  the  honourable  members  of  the  Hard-up  Club  weva 
discussing  their  respective  grievances,  the  principal  thoroughfares  of  the 
metropolis  were  beine  patrolled  by  the  police  and  military ;  the  amateur 
civic  force,  the  specitus,  confined  themselves  to  their  immediate  localitieSy 
as  did  also  sundry  small  squads  of  volunteer  riflemen.  Hungerford 
Market  and  the  terminus  of  the  Brighton  Railway,  as  likewise  that  of  the 
Eastern  Counties,  were  scenes  of  most  praiseworthy  zeal,  loyaltyi  and 
animated  exertion.  At  Hungerford  Pier,  drafts  of  Koyal  Marines  aqd 
enrolled  pensioners  were  disembarking  in  rapid  succession,  whilst  field- 
batteries  of  six-pounders  and  five-and-a-half  inch  howitzers  as  quickly 
arrived  by  the  Brighton  and  Eastern  Counties  Railways,  and  the  electric 
telegraph  summoned  troops  from  Weedon,  Manchester,  Chatham,  Maid-, 
stone,  and  other  dep6ts,  tor  the  protection  of  the  good  city  of  Londooy 
where,  on  their  arnval,  they  found  there  was  no  need  of  their  services* 
The  cause  which  gave  rise  to  this  midnight  panic  is  wrapped  in  mystery ; 
it  is,  however,  reported  that  it  was  got  up  by  some  ci-devant  stock-jobbers 
of  the  imaginary  principality  of  Poyais. 
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BY  MARGARET  CASSON. 
I. 

Who  is  there  that  does  not  appreciate  the  delight  of  forming  one  of 
a  large  party  in  a  country-house  ?  An  agreeable  host  and  hostess,  just 
sufficiently  careful  of  their  guests,  v^ithout  too  much  interference ;  beauty, 
talent,  and  lively  powers  of  conversation,  being  the  staple  qualities  of  tne 
indifiduab  collected  in  the  mansion  ;  perpetual  yet  varying  pleasures  the 
order  of  the  day,  and  chacun  finding  a  chacune!  Surely,  if  anywhere 
here  below  "  Begone  dull  care"  could  be  sung  with  effect  on  the  face  of 
this  poor  old  world,  this  would  be  the  place. 

In  the  autumn  of  18 — ,  such  a  party  as  the  one  above  sketched  was 
assembled  in  the  hospitable  mansion  of  Sir  John  Dalrymple,  which  was 

situated  in  the  west  of  Ireland,  near  the  little  town  of  H .     It  was 

the  g^y  period  of  the  year  in  this  small  town — for,  like  most  country 
places,  lis  festivities  were  only  periodical — the  inhabitants  very  sociable 
for  a  couple  of  months  or  so,  and  then  the  rest  of  the  year  scarcely  ever 
meeting  or  knowing  much  about  each  other.  There  were  races  and  a 
ball  in  the  present  instance,  and  all  the  gentry  in  the  county  deemed  it  a 
duty  to  fill  their  houses  for  the  occasion  with  guests  from  far  and  near. 
It  was  a  decidedly  fast  party,  the  one  at  fialinaslough  Castle — so  was  Sir 
John  Dalrymple's  residence  named  ;  the  house  was  crammed  to  overflow- 
ing, and  liis  lady-wife's  ingenuity  had  been  sorely  taxed  to  bestow  the 
night's  lodging  on  so  many;  it  had  ended  in  some  half-dozen  young 
ladies  being  obliged  to  share  one  long  room  in  the  upper  portion  of  the 
mansion,  called  there  ''The  Barrack-room;"  when  or  why  this  name  was 
bestowed  I  know  not,  and  any  inquiry  would  be  irrelevant  to  my  story, 
but  from  time  immemorial  so  it  had  been.  Many  were  the  guests  then 
assembled  imder  that  ancient  roof,  but  of  all  who  formed  that  '*  goodly 
throng,"  the  favourite,  the  winner  of  all  hearts,  the  one  whom  all  most 
eagerly  sought,  was  Kathleen.  Kathleen  O'Brien  was  the  spoilt  child  of 
indulgent  parents,  naturally  high-spirited,  and  with  talents  which,  if  better 
directed,  would  have  been  great  in  their  force ;  clever,  spirituelley  and 
agreeable,  with  her  wild  Irish  beauty  she  presented  a  combination  of 
attractions  rarely  to  be  met  with  ;  yet  from  indulgence,  from  an  overflow 
of  happiness,  she  was,  alas !  now  becoming  wilful,  nay,  tyrannical  in  the 
exercise  of  her  power ;  too  fond  of  displaying  it,  she  was  apt  to  peril  her 
happiness  by  the  daring  risks  she  ran  of  forfeiting  it  by  the  trials  she 
deemed  all  bound,  as  it  were,  to  suffer  for  her  sake.  She  needed  the 
cold,  hard  lesson  of  adversity  to  pierce  with  its  thorn  the  delicate  rose  of 
life,  as  was  existence  to  her.  The  smooth  stones  of  the  stream  were  her 
portion,  and  a  sadder  lot  is  that  often  than  its  apparently  more  trying 
brother,  the  furnace  of  sorrow.  Well,  it  came  in  time ;  but  as  yet,  a 
truce  to  reflections ;  what  have  diey  to  do  with  such  as  Kathleen  ?  her 
lightest  look,  her  smallest  word,  betokened  such  a  joyous-hearted  being, 
methinks  the  sight  thereof  would  have  changed  the  most  gloomy  ancho- 
rite from  his  severity  to  amiability  and  humanity.  And  until  now,  in 
'*  the  pleasant  fields"  had  Kathleen  wandered,  mitouched,  unharmed  ; 
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but  *^  amor  che  ft  nulla  amato,  amar  perdona^"  brought  its  retributioD, 
and,  behold !  Kathleen,  sitting  thoughtfully  by  the  window  of  the  Bar- 
rack-room, gazing  listlessly  on  the  fair  scene  which  lay  out-spread  before 
her.  Kathleen  thoughtful !  The  world  has  at  length  discovered  to  the 
gaze  something  new  under  the  sun. 

I  said  that  in  Sir  John  Dalrymple*s  house  chacun  had  his  chacune, 
and,  yerily,  even  one  had  been  found  for  Kathleen.     It  was  a  strange 
ehoice  for  one  so  gay,  that  cold  man,  with  his  grave  calm  countenance, 
almost  saturnine   in  its   expression.     Yet  was   Douglas   Osmond's  no 
common  character,  though  one  that  but  few  women  would  have  smiled 
upon,  though  all  cared  to  gain  his  attention.     He  was  agreeable  certainly, 
in  his  way ;  but  there  was  something  almost  repelling,  too,  in  his  manner, 
though  that  something  was  indescribable,  so  veiled  was  it  under  the  most 
excessive  courtesy.     He  gave  you  the  idea  of  a  man  who  did  all  from  the 
head,  not  from  the  heart ;  his  very  love  seemed  but  a  cold  reflection  of 
the  warmth  of  the  real  genuine  feeling,  all  appeared  so  systematic  with 
him ;   he  was  never  impulsive  in  any  one  thing  he  did ;  you  could  not 
feel  interest  in  him,  it  seemed  so  impossible  for  him  to  commit  himself  in 
any  way.     He  may  have  been  wrongly  judged,  who  knows  ?     His  was  a 
character  to  read,  the  which  defied  the  talent  of  the  clearest  scrutiniser, 
of  the  deepest  read  in  the  mysteries  of  the  human  heart.     Yet  in  him  did 
Kathleen  reel  that  she  had  met  her  fate.     Some  would  say,  piqued  by  his 
indifference  when  first  they  met,  she  had  striven  to  win  the  only  one 
who  refused  her  his  allegiance,  until  in  the  dangerous  coufiiot  she,  the 
aggressor,  had  £Edlen  the  victim.     But  this  was  not  the  case  now ;  she  had 
never  for  one  instant  striven  to  attract  him.     Never,  never  ! — I  confess^  I 
doubt  any  true-hearted  woman  engaging  in  such  a  part.     Rather  holding 
a  doctrine  I  have  found  through  life  to  be  the  case,  and  one  I  love  to 
trace  and  follow,  I  should  say  that  here  the  soul  had  met  its  other  half ; 
that  the  union  of  the  perfect  whole  would  be  the  result  of  a  mutual  love 
between  these  opposite  but  not  antagonistic  spirits  ;   and  that  the  more 
▼ivid  fimcy,  the  nner  organisation  of  her  nature,  was  the  first  to  make 
the  discovery.     In  him  existed  those  qualities  which,  joined  to  her  own, 
would  form  the  full  development  of  character,  which  two  souls,  each  pos- 
sessing the  mental  qualities  needed  by  the  other,  can  alone  constitute. 

Reader,  do  you  understand  my  doctrine,  and  agree  with  me  ?  Believe 
me,  it  is  this  being  found,  this  cure  for  deficiency  in  a  character,  which 
accounts  for  many  of  the  unions  we  hear  of  which  astonish  the  world  ; 
fieur  more  is  this  a  cause  than  a  similarity  of  disposition.  Some  tastes  and 
feelings  you  must  have  together,  but,  au  reste,  the  one  being  should  supply 
the  wan^  of  the  other  in  its  spiritual  soul — its  life-world.  Were  more 
attention  bestowed  upon  this  doctrine,  there  would  be  less  desecration  of 
^e  holy  name  of  love,  which,  alas!  we  are  now  so  often  called  upon  to 
witness;  comparatively  few  would  be  the  unhappy  marriages  now  so 
numerous  ;  and  why  ?  because  the  world  loves  gold  and  possessions, 
riches  and  lands,  power  and  rank ;  and  the  worldly  wise  bow  to  those  false 
giitteriug  mockeries,  until  the  real  and  the  true  fade  from  before  their 
fision  into  the  dim  distance,  and  with  fevered  hearts  and  brows  they  ding 
to  the  false  and  disappointing  idols  of  their  own  hewing,  their  creatures 
of  wood  and  stone  wnich  their  own  hands  have  made,  rather  than  seek 
the  mutual  suppert,  the  gentle  mutual  love,  the  true  love  strong  as 
death  (the  only  right  bond  of  imion  this  forming  between  man  and 


THE  HAUNTED  WELL.  79 

woman) — this,  and  this  alone,  constituting  the  true  helpmate  for  each 
daring  their  pilgriniage  here  helow. 

And  Kathleen  still  sits  thoughtfully  hy  the  window.  Douglas  Osmond 
has  begfun  by  admiring  her  as  a  beautiful  picture.  Gradually  attracted 
to  her,  he  has  learnt  to  think  of  her,  and  of  her  only,  in  the  gay  circle 
around  him ;  but  his  cautious  nature  still  checked  his  natural  impulses, 
and  forbade  him  to  give  way  to  the  feelings  which,  spite  of  himself,  he 
daily  felt  gaining  strength  in  his  heart ; — he  was  just  balancing  between  a 
retreat  or  an  advance.  Oh,  Kathleen !  beware  ;  show  your  true  self ; 
abandon  your  rash  folly — your  trials  of  power.  Child  of  indulgence, 
pause,  for  your  happiness  is  at  stake— your  life — happiness,  Kathleen  ! 

11. 

The  whole  party  were  taking  a  long  rambling  country  walk.  They 
had  started  in  the  merriest  spirits,  laughing  and  talking  ;  you  would 
have  thought  nothing  but  joy  could  be  in  the  world ;  and  the  lovely  face 
of  nature  as  smiling  as  their  own.  Douglas  and  Kathleen  were  together  ; 
they  generally  were  now.  No  words  of  love  had  been  interchanged ;  but 
in  moments  of  deep  feeling,  is  the  furniture  of  words  necessary  ? 

By  many  a  voiceless  token  hath  my  soul  discoursed  with  you. 

And  so  it  was  with  my  heroine  and  her  lover.  It  was  the  childhood  of 
their  love,  and  they  lingered  over  the  bright  hour,  unwilling  to  break  its 
sweet  charm  by  giving  it  reality  by  a  name.  As  yet  Kathleen  with  him 
had  restrained  her  usual  arrogant  display  of  power,  and  he  scarcely  saw 
this  fault  in  her  character ;  and  his  love  for  her,  it  seemed  to  haye  altered 
the  hardness  of  hb  nature,  to  have  infused  into  him  a  new  life — almost 
joyous  was  he  now.  Time  had  sped  on.  I  have  not  paused  to  tell  of  the 
noes— of  the  ball ;  they  resembled  all  races  and  balls  which  have  gone 
before  them  ;  they  had  passed,  and  when  the  party  started  for  this  walk, 
but  two  more  days  remained  ere  they  would  separate,  p^aps  never  to 
meet  again.  Kathleen  was  more  than  oyer  irresistible  this  day,  and 
carried  away  (at  length  even  he  carried  away !)  by  his  depth  of  emotion, 
in  that  rambling  walk,  Douglas  for  the  first  time  spoke  of  love.  He 
waited  for  her  answer — ^impatiently  he  turned  to  her.  The  old  rebellious 
pride  warred  fearfully  in  her  heart ;  and  yet,  strange  paradox  !  she  loved 
hioi-— even  more  than  she  herself  would  own.  And  so  they  were.  At 
ikla  instant  another  Toice,  speaking  close  to  her,  startled  Kathleen. 

^  Miss  O'firien,  I  am  deputed  to  entreat  of  you  to  join  die  rest  of  tlie 

Cr ;  they  are  endeavouring  to  make  George  Wilson  take  a  *  lover's 
'  and  you  must  come  and  use  your  influence  ;  his  courage  is  marvel- 
loisaly  increasing  in  resemblance  to  that  of  Bob  Acres'  every  moment." 

Kathleen  laughingly  obeyed,  and,  following  her  conductor,  was  soon 
amidst  the  gay  throng.  At  the  extreme  height  of  the  hill  they  had  been 
climbing — so  completely  at  the  summit,  that,  until  you  had  arrived  there, 
BO  idea  of  its  existence  presented  itself  to  your  mind— -^was  a  large  yawn- 
ing fissoie ;  some  freak  of  nature,  or  some  convulsion  c^  die  elements, 
had  there  separated  the  hill  into  two  cones,  this  frightful  vacuum  yawn- 
ing grimly  between ;  over  this  were  the  party  endeavouring  to  persuade 
the  weak  youth,  George,  to  leap.  He  had  been  the  butt  of  the  party  for 
loBg^  and  until  now  had  been  made  a  perfect  Quixote  by  the  isats  of  gmU 
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Ian  try  they  had  laugliingly  made  him  undertake ;  but  this  was  a  more 
serious  affair,  and  even  George  proved  a  little  restive  now.  The  matter, 
begun  only  in  jest,  began  to  assume  a  character  of  earnest,  and  more 
than  one  fair  dame  endeavoured  to  test  the  allegiance  of  her  devoted 
admirer  by  inviting  him  to  attempt  the  fearful  ordeal. 

*'  Hasten,  Kathleen,"  cried  Isabella  Graham,  flying  eag^erly  to  meet 
her — **  hasten  and  lend  your  entreaties  to  induce  this  recreant  knight  to 
attempt  *  the  lover's  leap.'  Surejy  you  must  succeed,  though  aD  els6 
have  failed  with  the  would-be  preux  chevalier  des  dames.** 

"  It  is  hardly  surprising^"  said  Osmond,  quietly  looking  as  he  spoke 
into  the  gulf  before  him  ;  '*  'tis  a  fearful  venture." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Lady  Dalrymple,  "  once  it  was  undertaken  and 
achieved." 

"  Oh,  how  ? — when  ? — do  tell  us,  dear  Lady  Dalrymple,"  broke  £r6m 
the  eager  group. 

"  I  am  a  bad  person  to  ask,"  answered  she,  smiling ;  "  the  gift  of 
relating  legendary  lore,  alas!  is  not  mine ;  but  it  was  in  the  olden  time — a 
cruel  father  and  two  despairing  lovers  (of  course)  the  foundation  for  the 
story ;  and  the  old  lord  said,  in  answer  to  the  pleading  of  the  young 
knight,  that  never  should  consent  of  his  be  given  to  the  marriage  of  his 
fair  and  only  daughter,  the  heiress  of  his  broad  lands,  with  the  object  of 
her  choice,  unless  the  gallant  but  landless  knight  would  leap  this  £aid 
chasm  ;  and  he  did  so — he  periled  his  life  for  the  Madyeof  hisloTe,'and 
won  her — and  so  the  lands  of  the  Fitz-Clares  passed  into  the  family  of 
the  Dalrymples.  So  you  see  it  was  considered  no  small  feat  to  perform, 
since  even  in  those  brave  days  it  was  deemed  impracticable — though  it 
was  achieved  spite  of  its  danger ;  but  '  love  will  be  lord  of  all,'  which,  t 
presume,  is  the  moral  of  my  story." 

'*  Oh !  with  an  object,  and  such  an  object,  to  gain,  it  might  b^ 
attempted,"  said  George,  as  he  shudderingly  turned  away. 

Douglas  shrugged  his  shoulders.  Kathleen  saw  the  movement,  and 
the  proud  blood  mounted  to  her  very  temples. 

"  Mr.  Osmond,"  said  she,  aside,  to  him,  "  will  not  you,  for  my  sake, 
undertake  the  perilous  leap  of  the  Dalrymple  ?" 

"  It  was  a  cruel  father.  Miss  O'Brien,  not  a  hard-hearted  ladye-love, 
who  forced  the  gallant  knight  to  the  fearful  enterprise." 

"  The  spirit  of  chivalry  is  then  extinct,"  said  the  girl,  scornfully. 
"  Though  it  were  a  cruel  father  in  the  case  in  question,  the  knights  of 
old  performed  bolder  deeds  than  this  for  the  love  they  bore  to  the 
women  of  those  good  days." 

Osmond  looked  at  her  earnestly,  and  walked  to  the  edge  of  the  cUff. 
There  was  something^  in  the  look  she  did  not  like,  and,  mortified  with 
herself,  provoked  at  ner  failure,  Elathleen  paused. 

"No  one  will  offer  to  devote  themselves,  Kathleen — no  one,  no  one; 
such  degeneracy  is  very  sad,"  said  Isabella. 

"  Not  even  you,  Miss  O'Brien,  can  command  such  a  devoted  lover," 
remarked  Captain  Cunningham,  with  a  scornful  glance  at  Osmond,  6t 
whom  he  was  most  thoroughly  jealous,  with  that  amiahle  dog-in-tfae- 
manger  feeling  which  so  often  distinguishes  human  nature.  He  knew  he 
could  npt  win  the  fair  girl  himself,  but  he  disUked  cordially  the  ideaolf 
auother  h«(ing  more  fortunate.     The  gallant  captain  was  one  of  ^ha 
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O'Brien's  most  devoted  admirers,  and  Kathleen  detested  Kim  cordially. 
She  gave  one  sidelong  glance  at  her  lover ;  he  was  talking  to  Isabella, 
apparently  heedless  of  all  else  around  him.  Piqued  by  his  geemine 
indifference,  stung  to  the  heart  by  Captain  Cunningham's  taunts,  of  all 
men  he  being  the  one  from  whom  she  could  least  bear  them,  all  the  bad 
points  in  her  nature  sprung  rebellious  into  her  mind,  and  seized  the 
mast^y  of  it.  She  held  in  her  hand  a  bouquet  of  flowers.  Oh,  Kath- 
leen!—  and  his  gift  tool — given  so  short  a  time  ago — plucked  whilst 
you  shared  that  happy  walk  on  the  terrace,  ere  you  wandered  up  this  hill. 
She  took  then  those  flowers,  she  flung  them  with  an  unerring  aim  across 
the  chasm,  and, 

"  Mr.  Osmond,  I  lay  my  commands  upon  you,"  said  she,  ''  as  a  good 
knight  and  true,  to  recover  for  me  these  flowers  ;  at  my  request,  to  mider* 
take  a  feat  which  all  else  refuse  to  attempt" 

'*  A  fair  challenge,  Osmond,  from  the  peerless  Queen  of  Beauty,*' 
laughed  Captain  Cunningham. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Osmond,  in  a  low  voice,  to  Kathleen,  "  it  is  a  fair 
challenge  from  the  proud  lady  of  beauty,  but  not  from  the  woman's  heart 
I  believed  in  and  loved.  Do  you  really  wish  it  done,  Miss  O'Brien  ?*' 
added  he,  carelessly  and  aloud. 

Kathleen  would  have  now  drawn  back — how  gladly! — but  again  the 
erring  pride  forbade  it,  and  she  bowed  her  head.  He  gave  one  look  to 
the  task  which  lay  before  him,  then  one  to  her  he  had  so  fervently  loved 
as  his  ideal  of  all  perfection  ;  then  turned  to  fulfil  his  undertaking. 

"  Oh  J  stop  him,  Kathleen — not  in  earnest — it  is  death  to  dare  it," 
wildly  shrieked  the  ladies,  Isabella  first  and  the  most  eagerly;  but  Kath- 
leen seemed  turned  to  stone. 

A  moment  of  suspense  ;  whilst  they  speak,  it  is  done — and  he  ? — 
Douglas  is  standing  unharmed  on  the  other  side — a  great  fftilf,  indeed, 
l^twixt  them !  Oh  !  the  feeling  of  relief  this  sight  gave  to  all,  as  they 
drew  the  long  deep  breath  after  their  fear,  and  the  dead  silence  which 
the  awe-stricken  spectators  had  maintained  gave  way  to  the  loud  heart- 
felt hurrah  of  praise  and  approbation  which  greeted  Osmond,  as  he  wound 
slowly  round  the  cliff  to  join  the  party  on  the  hill-top.  He  heeded  it 
but  little,  still  less  the  eager  voices  of  congratulation  as  he  nearer 
approached  them.  Apathetically,  and  as  one  who  had  a  task  to  perform 
which  must  be  fulfilled,  he  walked  straight  to  the  spot  where  Kathleen 
stood — no  longer  the  haughty,  imperious  Kathleen,  but  the  trembling, 
agitated,  blushing  girl — and  gave  her  the  flowers  so  dearly  earned — pur- 
chased at  the  costly  sacrifice  of  a  life*s  happiness!  His  wonderful  self-con- 
trol even  then  failed  him  not,  and  a  speech  of  flowered  oratory,  strong 
in  the  conceits  of  language  of  the  ancient  chivalry,  addressed  to  "  the 
fair  Queen  of  Beauty,"  was  heard  by  all.  But  to  the  woman  he  had 
loved — 

"Pledge  for  pledge,  Miss  O'Brien,"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice  (poor 
Kathleen !) — "  pledge  for  pledge ;  the  flowers  once  more  are  yours,  but, 
in  exchange,  I  retake  the  heart  I  once  so  foolishly  offered  ;  gladly  I  g^ve 
it,  but,  oh  I  far  more  gladly  do  I  reclaim  a  gift  so  little  valued,  so  lightly 
prized,  so  ill  bestowed." 

Be  turned  and  left  her.  And  she  ?  For  one  moment  startled,  bewil- 
derad  by  her  own  act  and  its  fatal  consequences,  she  stood  as  one  im« 
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movable,  fixed,  chiuned  to  the  spot ;  and  then,  like  many  another  poor 
aching  heart  has  done  before,  she  ''  taught  her  woman's  pride  to  hide  her 
woman's  loye,"  and  turning  to  Captain  Cunningham,  made  some  passing 
hurried  remark  to  him,  and  by  degrees  was  apparently  as  gay  as  ever* 
But  it  was  not  from  the  heart  now,  that  mockery  of  laughter,  thoee 
brilliant  repartees.  Mechanically  the  spirit  did  its  office;  within,  a 
maddening  sorrow  was  at  work,  and  how  she  suffered !  As  they  left  the 
spot,  she  turned  once,  and  looked  at  Douglas ;  he  too  appeared  calm, 
rar  calmer  than  herself,  but  his  imperturbable  countenance  defied  scrutiny 
or  interpretation  as  to  the  inner  workings  of  that  mind. 

And  so  often  passes  an  act  in  the  drama  of  life ;  in  one  brief  hour  a 
life's  happiness  or  misery  may  thus  be  made  or  marred — remain  from  that 
moment  for  eternity,  or  be  blighted  even  as  it  springs  into  existence ;  and 
those  around  see  nought  of  the  events  that  have  been  passing  even  before 
their  very  vision!  Alas!  life  causes  us  to  become  far  more  skilfully 
the  powerful  actor  than  can  any  stage-teaching;  and  the  lesson  once 
learnt,  there  is  but  little  fear  of  its  being  again  forgotten.  They  left  the 
place  where  so  much  had  been  enacted,  unknown,  unwitnessed  by  that 
crowd ;  and  they  wended  their  way  homewards,  until  they  reached  the 
terraced  garden  oefore  the  old  castle.  Here  they  encountered  their  host, 
Sir  John  Dalrymple.  Did  I  mention  before  that  he  had  not  accompanied 
the  party  ?  1  forget !  He  was  wondering  at  their  long  absence,  and,  of 
course,  was  speedily  in  possession  of  the  whole  history. 

"  Good  Heavens !  Osmond,  my  dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  he,  "  what 
madness !  Grateful,  indeed,  ought  you  to  be  that  you  escaped  with  life ; 
frightful,  indeed,  was  the  attempt.  Miss  O'Brien,  a  verdict  of  man- 
slaughter should  be  returned  against  you  ;  or  rather,"  added  he,  to  Kath- 
leen, as  he  saw  she  really  looked  embarrassed^ — "  or  rather,  the  verdict 
once  g^ven  by  one  of  our  Irish  juries,  *  Not  guilty,  but  she  had  better 
not  do  it  again.' " 

She  tried  to  laugh. 

"  Miss  O'Brien,"  said  Osmond,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  the  poor  girl, 
"  thinks  the  danger  but  trifling,  the  risk  of  a  human  life  but  small  in 
comparison  with  obedience  to  her  behests — I  must  not,  I  presume,  to  a 
lady,  say,  of  her  caprices  T* 

The  good-natured  baronet  saw  something  was  wrong. 

"  It  was  a  pity,"  rejoined  he,  "  I  was  not  there  to  keep  so  mad  a  set 
of  young  people  in  order ;  my  good  wife  is  hardly  equal  to  the  task.  Miss 
O'Brien,  in  return  for  your  cruelty,  you  should  make  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
haunted  well,  and  learn  there  the  fate  of  a  young  lady  who  can  command 
such  obedient  knights  to  perform  her  slightest  wishes  so  readily.  But 
where  is  she? — vanished  into  thin  air?"  continued  he,  looking  around. 

Kathleen  was  gone ;  she  could  bear  it  no  longer  ;  she  had  borne  it  so 
far,  but  her  strength  of  mind  and  body  were  alike  failing,  and  she  had 
made  her  escape ;  and  she  sits  by  her  window,  as  we  first  beheld  her, 
leaning  her  weary  head  on  her  hand.  "  How  it  aches !"  murmured  she. 
Thought  and  utterance  all  seemed  gone,  all  ideas  were  bewildered  ;  her 
temples  throbbed,  her  very  heart  seemed  to  stand  still ;  such  a  dull,  dull 
pain,  and  not  a  tear  would  relieve  the  burning  eyeballs.  And  so  she 
remained  until  eager  steps  were  heard  approaching,  eager  voices  eehbhig 
through  the  passages,  and  the  merry  companions  vfho  shared  her  roonk 
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entofed.  The  poor  girl  tried  to  rouse  herself;  she  felt  all  must  be  con- 
cealed. What  would  she  not  have  given  for  one  little  comer  to  herself  in 
that  laige  mansion !  Oh,  to  be  alone!  She  said  she  had  gone  £rom  the 
terrace,  for  she  was  tired,  and  so  forth ;  and,  summoning  her  maid,  befi;an 
the  necessary  duties  of  the  evening  toilette.  How  strange  the  mechamcal 
manner  in  which  we  go  through  such  things,  when  all  other  exertion 
seems  impossible ! 
Isabella  came  to  her. 

**  You  should  have  stayed  to  listen  to  Sir  John's  story,  Kathleen." 
"  Oh,  I  heard  it — the  verdict  of  the  Irish  jury,  you  mean  ?" 
"  No,  no,"  replied  the  other,  laughing ;  *'  the  Legend  of  the  Haunted 
Well — such  a  fearful  thing ;  nevertheless,  I  have  half  a  mind  to  try  it 
myself." 

^'  Tell  it  me,  dear,''  said  Kathleen,  too  glad  to  be  spared  the  exertion  of 
talking. 

^  My  dear  child,  I  have  not  time ;  I  shall  never  be  ready  for  dinner. 
It  was  a  long,  long  tale,  but  the  end  of  it  is  this :  that,  owing  to  a 
dreadful  sin  of  an  ancestress  of  thb  house,  that  little  well  in  the  park  is 
haonted ;  and  whoever  has  the  courage  to  make  a  pilgrimage  at  the 
witching  hour  of  midnight,  on  a  Friday  night,  dip  a  handkerchief  in  the 
water,  and,  kneeling  on  the  large  stone  at  its  head,  say  a  prayer,  actu- 
ally addressed  to  no  less  a  person  than  his  Satanic  Majesty  himself,  come 
home  and  put  the  handkerchief  to  dry  before  the  fire,  wdl  be  rewarded 
with  no  less  a  sight  than  that  of  the  hero  she  is  eventually  to  marry." 

Kathleen  gave  one  quick,  eager  glance  at  the  conclusion  of  the  tale, 
and  then,  listlessly  bending  over  a  spray  of  white  roses,  which  was  in- 
tended to  adorn  her  little  head  that  evening,  and  apparently  occupied  in 
arranging  them,  and  interested  in  nothing  else,  merely  remarked, 

'^  What  a  horrid  idea  !  But  make  haste  and  dress,  dear  Isa,  or  you 
will  really  never  be  ready." 

III. 
When  Miss  O'Brieu  entered  the  drawing-room  that  evening,  no  one 
would  have  recognised  in  the  animated,  radiant  beauty  the  depressed, 
desponding  girl  who,  so  short  a  time  before,  was  leaning  by  that  window. 
What  had  produced  the  change  no  one  knew ;  but  even  Douglas  heaved 
a  sigh  as  he  looked  upon  her,  and  felt  how  lost  she  was  to  him.  The 
next  day  it  was  the  same.  Kathleen  was  in  wild  spirits ;  the  hectic  flush 
of  excitement  was  on  her  cheek,  an  unnatural  brilliancy  in  her  large  dark 
eyes,  but  it  only  added  to  her  strange  beauty,  and  increased  the  admi- 
ration she  excited.  Towards  evening  she  grew  restless,  and  more  fitful 
was  her  gaiety  ;  and  when  she  went  to  her  room  to  prepare  for  dinner, 
she  said  she  was  tired,  she  should  retire  early,  and  asked  her  maid  to 
give  her  up  a  little  room  in  which  she  slept,  and  to  take  the  bed  she  had 
in  the  barrack-room. 

"  Such  a  wretched  place,  ma'am,  is  my  room,  it  is  not  fit  for  you." 
She  insisted,  alleging  as  a  reason  she  never  did  sleep  well  in  the 
barraok-room  ;  so  many  were  oppressive  in  one  apartment. 

The  Abigail,  accustomed  to  the  whims  of  her  young  mistress,  offered 
no  more  opposition ;  and  she  told  her,  having  a  long  journey  before  her 
next  day,  ahe  should  not  be  late,  and  that  the  other  jg^irls  need  know 
nothing  of  the  change.  Osmond  had  never  addressed  one  word  to  her 
during  all  this  time,  excepting  when  occasbnally  obliged  to  ofifer  her  the 
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common  coui-tesies  of  society.  Whatever  she  felt,  outwardly  she  heeded 
it  not.  She  went  through  the  dinner,  through  the  evening  as  she  had 
done  through  the  day,  and  adhered  to  lier  resolution  of  leaving  the  g&y 
party  early.  She  was  tired — she  would  go,  in  fact ;  and,  with  many 
laments  for  her  cruelty,  go  she  did.  It  was  put  down  to  one  of  her 
caprices — she  was  always  independent,  and  had  thereby  established  the 
power  of  moving  in  a  larger  orbit  thau  many  others,  unquestioned  and 
almost  unremarked ;  the  world  rather  likes  to  make  way  for  those  who 
choose  to  assume  tlie  power.  She  went,  then,  fiom  them,  but  not  to 
sleep — not  to  rest.     Reader,  it  was  Friday  night  I 

IV. 

When  the  mind  is  perplexed  and  desponding,  when  uncertainty  weighs 
heavily  upon  the  spirit,  it  is  strange  to  mark  how  eagerly  we  grasp  the 
most  wild  and  visionary  scheme,  how  we  cling  to  the  merest  trtfle,  and 
raise  thereon  our  hopes.  Painfully  and  morbidly  sensitive  at  such  times, 
the  weakest  superstition,  the  simplest  saying  will  he  hailed  as  a  saviomv 
depended  upon  as  an  oracle.  So  it  was  with  Kathleeu.  Unaccustomed 
to  sorrow,  living  as  she  had  all  her  days  in  luxury  and  indolence,  the  £rst 
rude  breath  of  adversity  had  weighed  her  down  to  the  ground.  Isabelia's 
wild  tale  had  come  to  her  as  a  giuu'dian  angel.  Alas  I  how  often  do  we, 
and  that  wilfidly,  mistake  the  evil  angel  for  tlie  good !  It  seemed  to  her 
excited  fancy  as  if  the  legend  had  been  told  her  for  the  very  purpose  of 
provoking  the  essay:  her  spirits  rose  on  the  instant.  Bestdes,  ahe 
argued,  the  terror  and  risk,  it  would  be  expiation  of  her  fault.  The 
fact  of  her  courting  danger  for  his  sake  would  surely  cqudiae  all  that 
Douglas  had  endured  for  her.  To  lose  him  for  ever  I  it  could  not  be ! 
Her  impetuous  spirit  would  not  let  her  pause  and  abide  the  result  of 
time.  Life  was  a  stagnation  now:  she  must  act,  she  must  know  the 
worst ;  the  veiled,  fated  future  should  not  be  hidden  from  her  eyes,^— she 
would  penetrate  its  mysteries,  she  would  ascertain  the  destiny  before  her. 
To  be  his,  or? — but  the  negation  she  never  considered  as  possible— -it 
could  not  be ;  his  she  was^  his  and  his  alone,  for  over.  Her  mind  made 
up,  she  overlooked  every  obstacle.  She  only  considered  tlie  end,  and 
that  her  vivid  imagination  coloured  with  tlie  brightest  hues  in  the  power 
of  fancy  to  depict.  She  made  her  arrangements  ;  she  would  not  allow 
thought  or  reflection  a  place  in  her  breast,  and  the  time  has  come  when 
she  must  set  out  on  her  perilous  pilgrimage. 

V. 

The  old  turret-clock  was  striking  the  quarter  to  midnight  ere  Kath- 
leen was  enabled  to  leave  the  castle.  In  the  excitement  of  her  mind  all 
peril  had  been  overlooked.  She  was  as  one  in  a  dream  ;  but  as  she 
closed  the  little  door  leading  to  the  terrace,  and  stood  alone  and  unpro- 
tected, with  the  cold  night  air  blowing  around  her,  she  became  in  one 
moment  calmed,  and  in  a  manner  sensible  to  the  nature  of  the  deed  which 
lay  before  her.  But  it  would  not  do  to  turn  back  now,  and  half  pro- 
voked at  her  own  heart's  beating,  she  pursued  her  way  through  the  lonely 
shrubbery  to  the  now  deserted  park,  at  the  entrance  of  which  lay  the 
little  well,  in  whose  magic  powers  the  poor  girl  put  such  impHcit 
faith. 

The  night  was  wild  and  g^ty.     The  clouds  swept  rapidly  over  the 
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hioe  of  the  faeayens,  now  obscaring  every  star,  now  allowing  here  and 
there  one  trembling  light  to  shine  through  their  veil,  as  if  a  beam  of 
hope  to  the  wandering  maiden :  now  the  wind  wailed  wildly  and  loud 
through  the  trees,  and  anon  sunk  to  the  softest  whisper.  Her  heart 
died  within  her  ;  every  felling  leaf,  every  wave  of  the  boughs  of  the  old 
trees,  terrified  her,  and  with  a  failing  courage,  Kathleen  often  thought  of 
returning ;  but  then  again,  to  go  back  to  uncertainty — shame  on  the 
hesitation !  was  it  not  for  his  sake  for  which  she  was  thus  daring  all  ? — 
and  her  false  reasoning  resumed  its  sway.  Oh !  to  lose  him,  to  live  on 
in  fear  and  uncertainty  for  long  weary  days  ! — welcome  any  peril  to  learu 
the  worst,  rather  than  this  miserable,  this  heart- torturing  suspense !  and 
drawing  her  shawl  closer  around  her,  she  went  on  in  the  fatal  error  of 
her  judgment. 

She  stood  by  the  old  well.  It  was  a  strange  weird  place.  The  deep 
hUck  water,  rendered  deeper  and  blacker  by  the  dark  green  moss  which 
grew  in  fragments  on  the  sides  of  the  old  grey  stone  ;  and  then  the  an- 
cient yew-tree  which  o'ershadowed  it,  lying  as  it  did  in  a  small  ravine, 
with  all  above  it  bright  and  luxuriant,  with  all  in  its  immediate  vicinity 
dark  and  drear — it  looked  an  ill-omened  spot,  as  if  the  brand  of  the  curse 
of  the  Evil  One  rested  upon  it !  As  she  stood  there,  distinctly  did  she  hear 
the  midnight  hour  sound,  slowly  were  its  peals  given  from  the  distant 
cU>ck.  At  this  instant,  the  moon,  which  before  had  been  obscured  by 
doodfl,  and  had  merely  given  its  strange  under-current  of  grey  light  from 
beneath  them,  shone  forth  in  all  its  brightness.  The  wind  rose  with  a 
terrific  blast,  and  swept  through  the  trees,  rippling  the  water  of  the  well, 
and  chilling,  as  it  wandered  on,  the  already  chill  night  air  to  an  icy  cold- 
nets  ;  and  to  the  morbidly  excited  imagination  of  the  solitary  spectator  of 
the  scene,  dark  shadows  flitted  mid  the  shadowy  light.  Yet,  though  with 
a  trembling  hand,  as  the  last  stroke  sounded  in  the  distance,  did  the  girl 
begin  her  mystic  spell,  and  dip  the  handkerchief  in  those  dark  waters  ; 
then  with  a  trembling  look  did  she  gaze  around  as  she  drew  it  forth,  and 
held  it  dripping  from  the  well,  as  if  every  instant  she  feared  to  see  some 
horrid  form  appear;  and  then  in  one  moment,  one  instant's  transition,  and 
she  was  herself  again  ;  fresh  courage  seemed  to  belong  to  her,  and  kneel- 
ing down  on  the  stone,  she  continued  her  horrid  self-imposed  task.  With 
a  firm,  unflinching  voice  did  she  repeat  the  dreadful  invocation,  and, 
rising,  stood  there,  like  a  Pythoness  of  old,  in  the  reckless  daring  of  her 
nature,  longing  with  a  fearful  intensity  to  behold  that  which  but  a  few 
moments  before  she  had  so  dreaded  to  summon  before  her. 

'*  I  fear  ye  not,"  she  said.  "  Will  y6  not  come  to  me,  will  ye  not  tell 
to  your  eager  listener  the  future  she  longs  and  dares  to  penetrate  ?  Have 
I  braved  all  to  return  unknowing  and  unenlightened  from  my  midnight 
search  ?     Will  ye  not  come?" 

And  a^ain  and  again  did  the  excited  Kathleen  summon  to  her  aid  the 
awful  invisible  spirits,  but  no  sound  broke  the  stillness  of  the  night,  save 
the  wind  ;  and  again  that  wailed  around  her,  beai*ing,  as  it  sounded,  peals 
of  moeking  demon  laughter  on  its  wings  as  again  it  died  in  the  distance. 
And  with  a  smile,  half  in  mockery  at  her  own  credulity,  half  in  derision  at 
the  impotence  of  her  will  in  its  power,  the  girl  turned  from  the  scene  of 
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her  unhallowed  pilgrimage. 
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PERE  LA  CHAISE. 

BT  F.  MORGAN  FETHERSTON,   ESQ. 

GijOBIOUS  art  thou«  O  Lutetia  !*  in  the  magnificence  of  thj  queoily 
beauty !  Art  and  nature  have  united  to  imprint  the  seal  of  luvelineu 
upon  thy  brow. 

Thus  thought  I  as  I  stood,  one  lovely  evening  in  June^  upon  the 
heights  of  Mont  St.  Louis,  in  the  Cimetiere  du  Fere  laChaise,  and  gawd 
enraptured  upon  the  panorama  of  Paris,  spread  out  like  a  map  beneath 
my  feet*  And  well  might  my  heart  beat  high,  and  my  vision  brighten* 
for  eye  of  man  never  rested  upon  a  fairer  prospect.  Standing  by  the 
monument  of  Le  G^n6ral  Foy  (who  is  represented  the  size  of  liro^  as 
haranguing  the  Chamber  of  Deputies),  the  whole  city  of  Paris  is  dis- 
tinctly visible*  To  the  left,  across  the  Seine,  we  perceive  the  domes  of 
La  Salp^triere,  the  Val  de  Grace,  and  the  noble  Pantheon,  anciently 
dedicated  to  Sainte  Genevieve,  patroness  of  Fai'is ;  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, we  behold  the  picturesque  towers  of  St.  Sulpice,  the  Observatoire, 
the  Palais  de  Luxembourg,  and,  in  the  distance,  the  Ecole  Militaire,  and 
the  masterpiece  of  the  great  Mansard — the  gilded  dome  of  the  Hotel 
des  Invalids.  On  the  right  bank  of  the  river  are  the  columns  of  the 
Barriere  du  Trone  and  of  Juillet :  the  latter  has  a  golden  figure  of  Fame, 
as  if  in  the  act  of  fiying  from  the  summit ;  glittering  in  the  sunbeams, 
it  looked  to  me  one  blaze  of  fire.  Further,  in  the  Cite,  we  perceive  the 
cathedral  of  Notre  Dame  and  the  Palais  de  Justice,  near  which  is 
the  prison  of  the  Conciergerie.  In  looking  further  to  the  right»  we 
perceive  the  countless  pinnacles  of  the  Hotel  de  Yille,  and  the  towers 
of  the  Eglises  de  St.  Gervais,  St.  Jacques,  and  St  Eustache ;  beyond 
these  are  the  columns  of  the  Place  de  Ch&telet  and  of  Vend6me  (a 
fine  statue  of  Napoleon  crowns  the  latter),  the  Palais  des  Tuileries, 
Le  Louvre,  La  Madeleine,  with  countless  other  public  buildings ;  and, 
towering  away  beyond  the  Champs  Elysecs,  the  gp*and  Arc  de  TEtoile, 
upon  which  are  inscribed  the  victories  of  the  French  armies,  from 
the  Revolution  till  1815.  The  heights  of  Montmartre,  St.  Sevres, 
Mont  Val^rien,  and  St.  Cloud,  confine  the  view  on  the  north  and  west, 
and  with  their  varied  picturesque  forms  add  to  the  grandeur  of  the 
scene. 

I  stood  for  a  considerable  time  viewing  the  great  city,  so  calm  and 
lovely  in  the  clear  atmosphere,  and  then,  casting  '^  a  longing,  lingering 
look  behind,"  I  descended,  and  commenced  a  survey  of  the  mansions  of 
the  dead.  What  histories  do  they  tell !  What  sermons  from  the  text, 
'^Vanity  of  vanities,  and  all  is  vanity,"  do  they  preach!  But  Death's 
kingdom  has  not  here  the  repulsiveness  it  has  with  us.  All  here  is 
fresh  and  lovely  with  the  verdure  of  beneficent  nature;  all  tends  to 

*  The  ancient  name  of  Paris. 
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in^ire  the  mind  with  cabn  reflection.  Around  us  are  old  ehns  and 
weeping  willows,  and  solemn  yews,  and  the  melancholy  cypress ;  we  linger 
amid  g^ves  of  sycamores  and  acacias,  and  saunter  aown  avenues  of 
poplar  and  linden  trees;  our  senses  are  delighted  with  the  sight  and 
fragrance  of  unnumbered  flowers, — proses,  and  jasmine,  and  honey  suckle, 
and  mignonette,  cover  nearly  every  g^ve ;  the  poorest  grass  mound  has 
its  little  memento  of  love  and  recollection,  if  ooly  a  poor  myrtle  or  an 
humble  pensez  d  tnoL  And  what  taste  and  elegance  are  displayed  in  the 
tbmbs !  Gothic  chapels  of  inimitable  beauty,  pyramids  towering  towards 
heaven,  the  honorary  cenotaph,  the  marble  mausoleum,  the  gorgeous  sar- 
oophagus.  These  are  the  last  homes  of  the  wealthy,  the  powerful,  the 
iDustnoos ;  but  P^re  la  Chaise  has  other  graves  not  less  dear,  not  less  full  of 
memories.  They  have  tokens,  too — perhaps  a  modest  urn,  a  neatly  carved 
eroM,  a  simple  hour-glass.  And  far  away,  o'er  many  an  acre  wide,  lie  the 
graves  of  the  poorer  still — ^those  who  cannot  affora  a  stone  whereon  to 
write  lines  of  affectionate  remembrance  for  the  parent,  brother,  sister, 
or  child  beneath.  ^  Alas !  that  poverty  should  so  often  chill  the  heart, 
ind  wound  it  in  all  its  purest  and  noblest  emotions.  Mournful  is  it,  too, 
that  (£stinctions  of  rank  should  extend  even  to  the  last  sad  home  of  all, 
and  the  rich  corpse  be  reckoned  "  too  genteel "  to  lie  beside  its  poor 
brother  in  corruption  !*' 

Such  were  my  reflections  as  I  gazed  upon  those  frail  mementoes  of 
mortality,  those  thousands  of  rude  wooden  monuments,  which  a  few 
seasons  will  soon  decay,  to  make  room  for  a  fresh  series,  to  be  again 
replaced  by  others.  The  poor  cannot  long  indulge  the  luxury  of  weeping 
oyer  the  lost  and  loved  ;  the  ground  is  only  theirs  for  a  few  months — 
quick  lime  does  the  work  of  years  ! 

In  traversing  these  wide  domains  of  death,  how  touching  are  the 
inscriptions  that  meet  our  gaze.  On  a  humble  stone,  the  plot  in  front 
of  which  is  decorated  with  a  single  rose-bush,  we  read,  ''Pauvre 
Marie,  ague  20  ans !"  on  another,  "  Adieu,  bonne  m^re !"  On  a 
grassy  mound,  covered  with  sweet-scented  mignonette,  and  neatly 
kept,  is  a  rude  wooden  cross,  on  which  is  painted,  ^*  Jacques  Delille,  age 
3  ans.  Petit  ange  de  bont^  au  ciel,  priez  pour  nous" — a  little  plaster 
image  of  a  praying  child,  in  a  frail  box,  is  beneath.  A  fond  mother  has 
lost  two  children  ;  she  finds  consolation  in  the  thought  that  she  shall 
one  day  rejoin  them:  "Dormez  en  paix,  doux  enfans;  un  jour  nous 
serous  r^unis."  How  grand  are  the  words  of  the  Psalmist  upon  this 
marble  tomb  overshadowed  by  a  single  weeping  willow :  "  In  te.  Do- 
mine,  speravit,  non  confundar  in  sternum."  Many  have  chosen  this 
£ne  impressive  inscription  to  mark  their  faith  in  a  better  world  ;  for  infidel 
epitaphs,  the  relics  of  the  revolutionary  era,  are  still  fiir  from  uncommon. 
I  noticed  the  well-known  one,  *'  Death  is  an  eternal  sleep/'  on  several 
monuments.  On  others  we  see  written  the  startling  words,  '*  Memento 
homo  quia  pulvis  es,  et  in  pulverem  reverteris."  '  How  seldom  do  men 
dwell  enough  on  this  too  obvious  truth !  A  despairing  lover  writes, 
**  O !  ma  chere  Carolme,  j'etais  heureux  lorsque  je  voyais  tes  amiable 
iourires ;  aujourdliui  je  pleure  et  pleural  toujours  V*  A  good  father 
dedicates  a  stone  **  A  mon  fils  cheri."  The  next  has  a  death's  head  and 
bones,  with  '<Mort  est  ici.     Silence,  ^tres  mortels!  vaines  grandeurs, 
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silence!"  Again  we  read  tlie  terse  inscription,  *' Amidus  aniieo!"  On 
another,  "  Mon  «eul  ami,  inon  frere  Fran9oi8."  A  little  further  are  two 
arms  as  springing*  from  the  tomh ;  the  hands,  heautifully  sculptured,  are 
clasped,  and  beneath  is  written  ''Tonjours  unis."  Agate,  **Tout»  tnes 
regrets  sont  1^."  On  the  tomb  of  a  parish  priest,  after  the  enumeratioQ 
of  his  charity  and  many  virtues,  we  are  told  '*  Remuneratio  ejus  cum 
Altissimo." 

As  in  all  Roman  Catholic  countries  the  woi-ds  "  Requiescat  in  pace" 
are  frequent,  there  are  few  tombs  which  do  not  bear  on  them  the  iuituds 
R.  I.  P.  In  the  enclosed  tombs  and  little  chapels,  many  of  which  hai^ 
stained  glass  windows,  are  altars  fitted  up  with  vases  containing  g^ra^ 
niums,  myrtles,  and  tube  roses.  On  the  anniversary  of  the  death,  and 
on  the  saint's  day  of  the  departed  friend  or  relative,  the  survivort  cotn^ 
to  the  altar  and  pray  for  his  or  her  soul.  On  All-Souls'  Day,  the  1st  of 
November,  thousands  visit  the  cemetery  to  pray  for  their  £nends,  and  6n 
few  days  we  cannot  see  dozens  praying  by  different  graves,  regardless  of 
the  notice  of  the  passers-by.  All  nations  find  a  last  asylum  in  P^  la 
Chaise ;  the  Russian,  the  Pole,  the  American,  the  Negro,  the  Briton, 
the  Hindoo,  the  Austrian,  the  Hungarian,  lie  peacefully  side  by  side^ 
the  Jew,  the  Atheist,  the  Protestant,  the  Catholic,  the  follower  of  Ma- 
homet, and  the  worshipper  of  Vishnu,  commingle  their  dust,  and  sho"^  in 
death  that  charity,  perchance,  they  scorned  to  exercise  in  life.  Here^-' 
"  Siste  viator  heroa  calcas  1** — lie  the  mighty  wamors  of  the  Empire; 
whose  names  are  even  yet  as  trumpet-calls  to  Gallic  ears — Ney,  Massefifa, 
Davoust,  Suchet,  Lefevre,  St.  Cyr,  Cambacerfes,  Kellerman. 

They  have  slept  their  last  sleep. 

They  have  foiiglit  their  last  battle  I 

No  sound  will  awake  them  to  glory  again. 

The  tomb  of  Suchet,  Due  d'AIbuera,  is  a  splendid  marble  monument, 
enriched  with  sculptured  trophies  and  ordei's.  Fame  is  writing  the  marshal's 
victories,  amongst  which  the  Englishman  will  be  surprised  to  see  several 
we  have  long  claimed  as  British  triumphs.  Suchet  takes  his  title  from 
Albuera,  in  Spain,  where  the  French  say  he  defeated  the  English  with 
great  slaughter ! 

Lefevre,  Due  de  Danzic,  has  a  small  square  marble  tomb.  Fame  is 
crowning  his  medallion  with  laurels.  Massena  has  an  obelisk  twenty 
feet  high.  On  the  sides  are  inscribed  "  Rivoli,  Zurich,  Genes,  Essling. 
Mort  4  Avril,  1817.  Below  is  a  small  pillar  to  Massena's  friend,  General 
Berthe  ;  on  it  is  inscribed,  "  Thirty-one  years  of  service,  twenty-one  cam- 
paigns, six  wounds."  St.  Cyr*  is  represented  at  full  length,  in  his  uniform 
as  held-marshal .  Cambac^r^  has  a  marble  tomb,  elevated  above  a  vault. 
Kellerman's  monument  is  decorated  with  antique  trophies  of  arms,  and 
bears  the  words  "  Valmy"  and  "  Marengo."  Davoust  has  a  pyramid  of 
granite;  and  Ney,  "the  bravest  of  the  brave,"  has  a  marble  toml?  in- 
scribed with  his  Victories. 

On  a  plain  stone  slab  we  read  the  words  "  Talma  ;"  no  eulogiuna,  no 
pompous  praise;  "his  epitnph  his  name  alone."  There,  across  yon  avenue, 
is  the  grave  of  the  Abb6  Sicard,  the  instructor  of  the  deaf  and  dumb,  his 
name  formed  by  fingers — the  language  invented  by  his  fellow-labourer  in 
the  vineyard  of  humanity,  the  Abbe  de  I'Epee.     Wandering  musingly 
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along  the  wiDding  walks,  and  shadowy  avenues,  and  grassy  platforms,  we 
note  the  tombs  of  many  whose  names  ^'  are  famUiar  in  our  ears  as  house- 
hold words."  In  yaried  spots,  but  all  most  beautiful,  are  laid  : 
The  intrepid  Manuel — a  bronze  medallion  shows  his  noble  Roman  fea- 
tures ;  the  eccentric  La  Fontaine — a  fox  is  sculptured  on  his  tomb  ;  the 
unfortunate  Blanchard — a  balloon  in  flames  shows  her  fate  ;  the  scien- 
tific Denon — he  has  a  bronze  statue,  full  size,  sitting  in  a  meditative  posi- 
tion ;  the  imaginative  St.  Pierre — who  has  not  read  and  wept  over  his 
"  Paul  et  Virginie  ?''  the  brave  Lavalette,  fortunate  in  his  love  and  his 
escape*— a  basso  relievo  shows  his  wife  changing  clothes  with  him,  and 
aiding  his  flight  ;  the  free-thinking  Volney,  the  pious  Meztrezat,  the  as- 
tronomer La  Place — Jupiter,  Saturn,  and  the  sun  and  moon,  are  sculp- 
tored  on  bis  tomb,  and  in  wreaths  are  the  names  of  his  immortal  works — 
"La  Mecanique  Celeste,"  "  Systeme  du  Monde,"  and  ^'Probabilites;" 
the  dreamer  Founder,  the  apostle  of  a  new  creed,  which  has  found  dis- 
ciples -wherever  poverty  exists ;  the  inspired  Bellini— his  bust  is  in  a  me- 
dallioDy  a  winged  female  folds  a  lyre  to  her  breast  and  his  works,  and  the 
scenes  of  his  triumphs  are  sculptured  within  wreaths  of  bay-leaves  ;  this 
monument  is  covered  with  names  in  pencil ;  both  hemispheres,  and  nearly 
evciry  civilised  country,  has  its  delegate,  so  universal  are  the  conquests 
of  genius  I  Near  the  circular  walk,  wherein  is  the  fine  monument  to 
Casimir  Perrier,  Louis  Philippe's  regretted  minister,  lies  the  learned 
Honge ;  further,  the  philosopher  Legendre.  To  the  right  of  the  en- 
trance, beyond  the  Jews'  burial-ground,  is  the  tomb  of  the  loving  H^loise 
and  her  unhappy  Abelard  ;  they  are  sculptured  as  lying  side  by  side;  the 
fretted  roof  of  a  Gothic  chapel  overspreads  their  unbroken  slumber,  and 
lovers  have  covered  their  forms  with  fair  coronals  and  wreaths  of  summer 
flowers. 

These  claimed  my  first  attention,  and  then  I  turned  to  the  merely  great 
in  wealth  and  rank — those  who  seek  to  attract  the  eye  of  posterity  by  the 
splendour  of  their  mausoleums,  forgetting  the  greatness  of  their  tombs 
mak^s  more  apparent  the  littleness  of  their  imknown  names ;  some,  how- 
ever, have  made  to  their  wealth  wings  to  c3Lrry  blessings  to  the  poor  ;  over 
such  let  the  pjrramid  rise,  and  the  trophy  blazon  ;  their  families  can  view 
them  without  blushing  :  over  others  let  us  show  our  charity  and  he  silent. 
One  of  the  grandest  tombs  in  P^re  la  Chaise  is  that  erected  to  the 
memory  of  Don  Mariano  Louis  de  Uquilo.  It  is  an  open,  circular  Doric 
temple,  supported  by  eight  columns;  the  tomb  is  in  the  centre.  The  family 
Gemond  have  an  immense  obelisk  over  their  sepulchre,  surmounted  with 
a  golden  star.  The  Beaujour  family  have  also  a  nuge  pillar,  with  a  large 
gilt  coronet  at  top.  The  Countess  Demidoff  has  a  splendid  mausoleum; 
80  has  the  Countess  Betheni,  on  the  summit  of  which  is  a  cushion  and 
coronet.  The  family  PJiwsance  have  a  Doric  temple  ornamented  with 
busts  and  relievo.  Marie  EmiHe  Venusli,  Duchess  de  Duras,  has  a  pyra- 
mid to  her  memory,  on  which  is  sculptured  an  angel  bearing  her  soul  to 
heaven.  The  tomb  of  the  family  Greffuhl  is  of  great  beauty ;  it  is  in  the 
form  of  a  Gothic  chapel.  The  families  Duclos  and  Dutlet  have  Ionic 
temples;  and  numerous  other  stately  monuments  lie  heavy  on  the  earth 
in  this  city  of  the  dead.  It  was  with  some  degree  of  pain  I  viewed  these 
pompous  monuments  and  still  more  pompous  inscriptions;  they  seemed  so 
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out  of  plaee  aboTO  poor  dust  and  aahes.  Ah !  pzidey  pride,  if  man  ever 
conquers  thee,  he  will  indeed  be  fitted  for  communion  with  the  meek*eyed 
denizens  of  heaven !  Scattered  amongst  the  grander  tombs,  I  noticed  a 
monument  to  the  painter  Guicault ;  he  is  represented  in  a  full-length 
statue,  leaning,  witn  his  pallet  and  Inrush  in  hand. 

The  poet  Casimir  de  la  Vigne  has  a  monument  of  white  maiUe.  A 
female  ugure  leans  over  his  grave,  holding  a  lyre,  and  weeping.  Jean 
Menod,  Protestant  pastor  in  Paris  for  twenty-eight  years,  has,  very  ap- 
propriately, an  open  Bible  on  his  tomb.  Kegnaud  has  a  square  elevated 
column,  bearing  the  names  of  his  works  and  the  following  inscription: 
'*  Fran9ais,  de  son  dernier  soupir  il  a  salut  la  patrie,  un  memo  jour  k  voir 
finir  ses  maux,  son  exile,  et  sa  vie."  At  the  foot  of  the  terrace,  by  the 
Chapel  of  the  Dead,  lies  the  heart  of  David.  The  urn  containing  it  is 
covered  with  sweet  roses. 

Turning  to  the  west,  what  British  heart  does  not  thrill  as  his  old  fiuni- 
liar  Saxon  meets  his  gaze  upon  each  tomb  and  sepulchre  ? 

A  plain  stone  marks  the  grave  of  Dr.  Gilchrist,  of  Edinburgh,  the  cele- 
brated Oriental  scholar.  Further  lies  Sir  William  Keppell,  who  died  10th 
of  December,  1834,  aged  eighty-two  years  ;  his  grave  is  covered  with 
moss-roses,  geraniums,  and  myrtles.  Suddenly  the  eye  is  arrested  and 
the  soul  enthralled  by  the  inscription,  "  Sir  Sydney  Smith,  Admiral  of 
the  Red.  Bom  21st  of  June,  1764,  died  20th  May,  1840.  Coaur  de 
lion."  Below  are  his  arms  and  appropriate  motto,  '^  Forward  !''  and  a 
medallion  shows  his  fine-featured,  noble  Roman  face.  All  this  is  well 
enough,  but  some  unhappy  poet  has  perpetrated  the  following  lines.  All 
must  admire  the  rhyme  of  die  last  two  verses ! 

Peace  to  the  hero,  who  undaunted  stood. 

When  Acre's  streets  were  red  with  Turkish  blood. 

In  warlike  France,  where  great  Napoleon  fose, 

The  man  who  checked  his  conquests  finds  repose. 

England,  who  claims  his  triumphs  as  her  own, 

Has  raised  for  him  the  monumental  stone. 

Tliis  tomb,  which  marks  his  grave,  is  now  supplied 

By  friends  with  whom  he  lived,  midst  whom  he  died — 

A  tribute  to  his  memory.     Here  beneath. 

Lies  the  bold  heart  of  England's  Sydney  Smith. 

Who  can  read  unmoved  the  next  inscription  ? — *'  Sacred  to  the  memory 
of  George  Richardson  O'Ryan,  son  of  Hannah  O'Ryan,  widow  of  John 
O'Ryan,  aged  14  years : 

Only  in  dreams  thou  comest  now, 

From  Heaven*s  immortal  shore, 
A  glory  on  that  sainted  brow, 

Which  death's  cold  signet  bore." 

Also,  ^<  Samuel  O'Ryan,  aged  17,  the  second  and  only  surviving  child 
of  his  sorely  bereaved  mother; 

Calm  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Sweet  spirit,  rest  thee  now  ; 
£*en  whilst  with  us  thy  footsteps  were. 

His  soul  was  on  thy  brow. 
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Duit  to  its  narrow  home  beneath, 

Soul  to  its  home  on  high  : 
Those  who  liave  seen  thy  look  in  death 

No  more  may  fear  to  die.** 

Another  English  tomb  draws  forth  the  sympathetic  sigh.  It  is  a 
ehaste  marble  monument,  crowned  with  an  um.  On  it  we  read-—''  Sacred 
to  the  memory  of  Matilda,  youngest  daughter  of  Sir  Grenviile  Temple, 
Bart,  who,  in  the  bloom  of  youth,  and  endowed  with  every  estimable 
quality  that  could  either  adorn  or  endear,  closed  her  innocent  life  4th  of 
January,  1834,  aged  20  : 

She  has  passed  as  a  flower.'* 

Sunset  was  fast  approaching,  and  I  still  lingered  amidst  these  shades. 
A  soft  and  pleasing  melancholy  attuned  my  heart  to  the  stillness  of  the 
hour,  unbroken  save  by  the  warbling  of  some  sweet  bird,  or  the  rustling 
dart  of  the  dragon-fly.  Seated  upon  a  tomb,  I  communed  with  my  own 
soul.  If,  thought  I,  the  silent  graves  in  this  last  Mecca  of  earth's 
pilgrims  could  speak,  what  histories  could  they  unfold  of  hopeless  love,  of 
glorious  enthusiasm,  of  vengeful  passion,  of  neroic  endurance  !  By  how 
many  different  roads  have  the  sleepers  around  me  sought  after  fame  and 
happiness,  and  the  rendezvous  of  all  is  here  at  last !  Fame  some  few  have 
grasped;  some  twenty  poets,  historians,  and  pliilosophers  will  live  in 
men*s  minds  the  century  out ;  hundreds  of  others  will  live  an  ephemeral 
life,  measured  by  months  or,  perchance,  years.  And  yet  for  this  phantom, 
flittering  existence,  "  this  second  life  in  others'  breath,"  men  ^vill  sacrifice 
ease,  and  health,  and  heavpn.  Alas !  how  mournful,  yet  how  true,  those 
lines  of  a  living  genius  who  has  felt  his  mortality  (Victor  Hugo)  : 

To  dream  is  liappiness,  suspense  is  life, 

Shiftings,  and  journeyings — vain,  ambitions  all  I 

The  eternal  journey  is  enough  for  man. 

All  tends  below  to  one  mysterious  goal. 

Man's  soul !— oh,  whither  flies  it  ?  whither  man  ? 

Lord,  Lord,  what  is  the  hap  of  earth  in  heaven  ? 

What  must  wc do ? — what  think?  trust?  doubt?  deny? 

Dark  labyrinth  !  route  triple-pathed  I  black  night ! 

The  wisest  sits  beneath  some  wayside  tree« 

And  whispers,  **  Whither,  Lord,  thou  wilt,  I  go ;" 

He  hopes,  and  in  the  three  gloom-shrouded  ways 

Man's  onward  march  he  pensive  hears  afar. 

^'  Ah,  Chenier!  liest  thou  there?"  exclaimed  I,  as  I  caught  his  name 
upon  a  lowly  tomb ;  "  had  I  forgotten  thee  ?  Thou,  too,  hadst  thy 
doubts,  thy  <frearos,  thy  hopes.  Let  me,  in  this  hour  of  solitary  musing, 
recal  some  of  thy  gpraceful  philosophic  lines  : 

All  have  their  griefs,  though  in  their  brethren's  eyes 
Meu  with  calm  front  their  miseries  disguise ; 
Each  inly  'plains,  and,  in  his  weariness, 
Envies  his  neighbour  racked  by  like  distress. 
None  estimates  the  pains  that  others  feel. 
Since,  as  he  veils  his  own,  they  theirs  conceal. 
With  tear-fraught  eye,  each  murmurs  in  his  heart, 
*  The  world  is  blest,  I  only  stand  apart.' 
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The  world  is  blissless  all ;  each  man  to  heaven 
Appeals  with  prayers  to  change  the  fortune  given. 
The  wish  is  granted ;  soon  the  fresh  tears  flow — 
They  find  they  have  but  made  a  change  of  woe. 

T^tl  ttit^t  bay6-suffere^,  deptrtejj  lpiri|;--rfiufered  muck  before  t|pomfiidst 
Ifirriter  thdsfe  Imei ;  -and  thou  wbtJdst  tlot,  it  thou  cowdst^^  hav«e^  olatinM 
exemption.  Suffering  is  man's  heritage.  Coward  would  he  be  who 
would  not  share  his  fellow's  lot, — and  covirard  thou  wast  not.  Ah,  poor 
Chenier  I  thy  eong  was  vain  to  save  thy  life ;  thy  very  4v.hig  breatli 
was  tune^ ;  and  even  beneath  the  frightful  gaillotine  thou  didst  sing : 

As  tlie  summer-day  pours  its  parting  ray, 

Or  the  breeze  its  farewell  sigh, 
At  the  scaffold's  foot  do  I  wake  my  lute, 

As  I  wait  my  turn  to  die. 

"  And  ye,  too,  warriors  of  the  Corsioan,  who  lie  around  me  in  undis- 
tinguished mass — ^ye,  whose  glorious  tricolor  waved  triumphantly  o'er 
the  towers  and  citadels  of  Europe ;  ye,  whose  embattled  legions  rivalled 
your  ease's  soaring  flight — have  not  your  martial  pride,  your  indomit- 
able courage,  your  generous  devotion,  been  in  vain  ?  Here  are  ye  dust ; 
abd  the  Rhine  is  not  Grallic,  the  Alps  and  the  Pyrenees  are  still  Gaul's 
boundaries.  '  Alas !  what  shadows  are  we,  and  what  shadows  we  pur- 
Boe  !' "  And  now,  as  the  overhanging  arch  of  heaven,  changing  into  vary- 
ing hues  of  crimson,  orange,  blue,  and  gold,  warned  mo  that  the  orb  of 
day  was  waning  quickly  beneath  the  horizon,  to  throw  light  and  gloi;y 
on  the  graves  of  another  hemisphere  (for. 

The  hills  rock-ribbed  and  ancient  as  the  sun, 
The  vales  stretching  in  pensive  quietness  between, 
And  rolled  round  all  old  Ocean's  grey  and  solitary  waste, 
Are  all  the  sad  abodes  of  Death), 

I  arose,  and  slowly  bent  my  steps  towards  the  Boulevard  d'Aulnaj* 
As  I  passed  the  pillars  at  the  entrance,  I  read,  '^  Qui  credit  in  me  etiam 
raortuus  fuerit,  vivit."  Johan.  21.  '' Spes  illorum  immortalitate  plena 
est.'' 

The  beautiful  lines  of  Bryant  came  to  my  mind  ;  repeating  them,    I 
left  the  regions  of  the  dead,  and  returned  to  the  busy  haunts  of  men : 

So  live,  that  when  thy  summons  comes 

To  join  the  innumerable  caravan. 

Slow  moving  onwards  to  the  realms  of  death, 

Thou  goest  not  as  a  quarry  slave  at  night, 

Scourged,  to  his  dungeon  ;  but,  sustained  and  soothed. 

With  an  unfaltering  trust  approach  thy  grave, 

Like  one  who  wraps  the  drapery  of  his  couch  about  him, 

And  lies  down  to  pleasant  dreams ! 
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THE  GORGE  OF  CLIVIGEE. 


The  sun  had  already  set  as  Nicholas  Assheton  reached  Todmorden, 
then  a  very  small  viUage  indeed,  and  alighting  at  a  little  inn  near  the 
church,  found  the  ale  so  good,  and  so  many  hoon-companions  assembled 
to  discuss  it,  that  he  would  hm  have  tarried  with  them  for  an  hour  or  so ; 
hut  prudence,  for  once,  getting  the  better  of  inclination,  and  suggesting 
that  he  had  fifteen  or  sixteen  miles  still  to  ride,  oyer  a  rough  and  lonely 
road,  part  of  which  lay  through  the  gorg«  of  Cliviger,  a  long  and  solitaiy 
pass  among  the  English  Apennines,  and,  moreover,  had  a  large  sum  of 
money  about  him,  he  tore  himself  aw^  by  a  great  effort. 

On  quitting  the  smiling  valley  of  Todmorden,  and  drawing  near  the 
dangerous  defile  before  mentioned,  some  misgivings  crossed  him,  and  he 
almost  reproached  himself  with  foolhardiness  in  venturing  within  it  at 
such  an  hour,  and  wholly  unattended.  Several  recent  cases  of  robbery, 
some  of  them  attended  by  murder,  had  occurred  within  the  pass ;  and 
these  now  occunred  so  forcibly  to  the  squire,  that  he  was  half  inclined  to 
ride  back  to  Todmorden,  and  engage  two  or  three  of  the  topers  he  had 
left  at  the  inn  to  serve  him  as  an  escort  as  fur  as  Burnley,  but  he  dis- 
missed the  idea  almost  as  soon  as  formed,  and,  casting  one  look  at  the 
green  and  woody  slopes  around  him,  struck  spurs  into  Robin,  and  dashed 
into  the  gorge. 

On  the  right  towered  a  {Mrecipice,  on  the  bare  crest  of  which  stood  a 
heap  of  stones  piled  like  a  column — the  remains,  probably,  of  a  cairn. 
On  this  commanding  point  Nicholas  perceived  a  female  figure,  dilated 
to  gigantic  proportions  against  the  sky,  who^  as  far  as  he  could  dis- 
tinguish, seemed  watching  him,  and  making  signs  to  him,  apparently  to 
go  back ;  but  he  paid  little  regard  to  them,  and  soon  afterwanls  lost  sight 
of  her. 

Precipitous  and  almost  inaccessible  rocks,  of  every  variety  of  form  and 
hue  ;  some  springing  perpendicularly  up  like  the  spire  of  a  church,  others 
running  along  in  broken  ridges,  or  presenting  the  appearance  of  high 
embattled  walls ;  here  riven  into  deep  gullies,  there  opening  into  wild 
savage  glens,  fit  spots  for  robber  ambuscade ;  now  presenting  a  fidr 
smooth  surface,  now  jagged,  shattered,  shelving,  roughened  with  brush- 
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wood ;  sometiines  bleached  and  hoaiy,  as  in  the  case  of  the  pinnacled  crag 
called  the  White  Kirk ;  sometimes  green  with  moss  or  grey  with  lichen ; 
sometimes,  though  but  rarely,  shaded  with  timber,  as  in  the  approach  to 
the  cavern  named  the  Earl's  Bower ;  but  generally  bold  and  naked,  and 
sombre  in  tint  as  the  colours  employed  by  the  savage  Rosa.  Such  were  the 
distinguiihing  features  of  the  gorge  of  Cliviger  when  Nicholas  traYersed 
it.  Now  the  high  embankments  and  mighty  arches  of  a  railway  fill  i^ 
its  recesses,  and  span  ito  gullies ;  the  roar  of  the  engine  is  heard  where 
the  cry  of  the  bird  of  prey  alone  resounded ;  and  clouds  of  steam  usurp 
the  place  of  the  mist-wrea^  on  its  crags. 

Formerly,  the  high  cliffs  abounded  with  hawks ;  the  rocks  echoed  with 
their  yells  and  screeches,  and  the  spots  adjoining  their  nests  resembled, 
in  the  words  of  the  historian  of  the  district,  Whitaker,  "little  charnel- 
houses  for  the  bones  of  game."  Formerly,  also,  on  some  inaccessible 
point  built  the  rock-eagle,  and  reared  its  brood  from  year  to  year.  The 
gaunt  wolf  had  once  ravaged  the  glens,  and  the  sly  fox  and  fierce  cat-a- 
mountain  still  harboured  within  them.  Nor  w£re  those  the  only  objects 
of  dread.  The  superstitious  declared  the  gorge  was  haunted  by  a  &^;ht- 
fiil,  hirsute  demon,  yclept  Hobthuist. 

The  general  savage  character  of  the  ravine  was  rdieved  by  fome  fpols 
Mpf^ezquisite  beauty,  where  the  traveller  might  have  lingered  with  deligfati 
if  apprehension  of  assault  from  robber,  or  visit  from  Hobthnrst,  had  not 
urged  .him  on.  Numberless  waterfalls,  gushing  &om  fissures  in  the  hilk, 
oenrsed  down  their  seamy  sides,  looking  like  threads  of  silver  asTtfaey 
i^irang  from  point  to  point.  One  of  the  most  beautiful  of  these  oaseades, 
issuing  from  a  gully  in  the  rocks  near  the  cavern  oalled  ^e  Eail's  Bo  war, 
fell,  in  rainy  seasons,  in  one  unbroken  sheet  of  a  hundred  and  fifty :£Bet. 
Through  the  midst  of  the  gorge  ran  a  swift  and  brawling  straam,  known 
by  the  appellation  of  the  Calder ;  but  it  must  not  be  confounded  with  the 
liver  flowing  past  Whalley  Abbey.  The  course  of  this  impetuous  cuneait 
was  not  always  restrained  within  its  rooky  channel,  and  when  swollen:  1^ 
heavy  rains,  it  would  frequently  invade  the  narrow  causeway  rumaiig 
beside  it,  and  spreading  over  toe  whole  width  of  the  gorge,  lender  die 
foad  almost  impassable. 

Through  this  rocky  and  sombre  defile,  and  by  the  side  oftheibaaiiling 
Calder,  which  dashed  swiftly  past  him,  Nicholas  took  his  «ay.  Ae 
^faawks  were  yelling  overheaa;  the  rooks  were  cawing  on  the  topnieBt 
branches  of  some  tall  timber,  on  which  they  built ;  a  raven  was  ■eroalmig 
mstily  in  the  wood ;  and  a  piur  of  eagles  were  soaring  in  the  still  glowing 
sky. 

By-and-by,  the  glen  contracted,  and  a  wall  of  steep  rodka  on  either 
mde  hemmed  the  shuddering  trayeller  in.  Instinctively,  he  stmok^spiirs 
■^into  his  horse,  and  accelerated  his  pace. 

The  narrow  glen  expands,  the  precifuoes  BbJI  farther  haek,  and  llie 
traveller  breathes  more  freely.  Still,  he  does  not  relax  his  speed,  finrliis 
imagination  has  been  at  work  in  the  gloom,  peopling  his  path  widi'lurk- 
JBs  robbers,  or  grinning  boggarts.  He  b^^ms  to  &ar  he  shall  lose  iiis 
gold,  and  execrates  his  folly  for  incurring  such  heedless  nsk.  Bst  it  as 
too  late  now  to  turn  back. 

It  grows  rapidly  dusk,  and  objects  became  less  and  less  disthwrti  assmaing 
'fiMtastical  and  fearful  Sovms,    A  blasted  tree,  clinging  to  a  roek,  iaad 


m^un  lirtiidi  Borom  the  load,  lookg  to  die  Mnne  like  aliaiidit; 
and  a  wEite  owl  bunting  from  a  bush  scares  him  as  if  it  had  been  'Hob- 
tlmnt  himself.  However,  in  spite  of  these  and  other  alarms,  for  which 
he  is  indebted  to  excited  fancy,  he  hurries  on,  and  is  proceeding  at  a 
tfumdefing  pace,  when  all  at  once  his  horse  comes  to  a  stop,  arrested  by 
m  -tall  female  figure,  resembling  that  seen  near  the  mountain  caim  at  the 
antimnce  of  the  gorge. 

l^holas's  blood  ran  oold,  for  though  in  this  case  he  could  not  appre- 

liend  plunder,  he  was  fearful  of  personal  injury,  for  he  believed  the  woman 

'to   be  a  witoh.     Mustering  up  courage,  however,  he  forced  Robin  to 


If  his  pfogress  was  meant  to  be  barred,  a  better  spot  for  the  purpose 
•oukl  not  have  been  selected.  A  narrow  road,  scarcely  two  feet  in  width, 
wan  immd  the  ledge  of  a  tremendous  crag  jutting  so  &r  into  the  elen 
that  it  ahnost  met  the  steep  barrier  of  rocks  opposite  it  Between  tisese 
wecipitous  crags  dashed  die  river  in  a  foaming  cascade,  nearly  twelve 
-Saet  in  height,  and  the  steep  narrow  causeway  winding  beside  it,  as  above 
deaeribed,  was  rendered  excessively  slippery  and  dangerous  from  ^  eon- 
stant  cload  of  spray  arising  from  the  nul. 

At  the  hishest  and  narrowest  point  of  the  ledge,  and  occupying  nearly 
the  whole  of  its  space,  with  an  overiianging  rock  on  one  side  of  her  and 
m  roaring  torrent  on  the  other,  stood  the  tall  woman,  determined, 
itiy,  from  her  attitude  and  deportment,  to  oppose  the  squire's 
progress.  As  Nicholas  advanced,  he  became  convinced  it  isas 
ihm  mne  person  he  had  seen  near  the  cairn,  bat  when  her  features  grew 
dbtiBgnkmable,  he  found,  to  his  surprise,  that  it  was  Nance  Redfeme. 
*•'  Halloa !  Nance,"  he  cried.  '^  What  are  you  doing  here,  lass,  eh  ?" 
"  Cnm^to  warn  ye,  squoire,''  she  replied ;  *'  yo  once  did  me  a  sarvice, 
am  ej  hanna  fbrgetten;[it.  That's  why  I  watd^ed  ye  fro'  the  caim  diffii, 
^aa  motioned  ye  to  ge  back.  Boh  ye  didna  onderstand  my  signs,  or 
woddna  iheed  'em,  so  ey  be  com'd  here  to  stay  ye.  Yo're  i'  dawnger,  ey 
tell  ye." 

^  in  danger  of  what,  my  g^ood  woman  ?"  demanded  the  squire,  un- 


^  O*  bain'  ^robbed,  and  plundered  o'  your  gowd,"  repHed  Nance; 
^'*Aeve  are  &fe  aam  waitin'  to  set  upon  ye  a  mile  further  on,  at  the 
Bflwder  Stoaos." 

**  Indeed !"  exclaimed  Nicholas  ;  *^  they  will  get  little  for  their  pains. 
I  have  no  money  about  me." 

^  Dunna  think  to  decmve  me,  squoire,"  rgoined  Nance ;  ^'  ey  knoa  yo 
ha  borrowed  three  hundert  punds  i'  gowd  fro'  yung  Ruchot  Assneton ;  an 
OS  surely  os  ye  ha  it  aw  under  your  jerkin,  so  surely  win  yo  lose  it,  if  yo 
donna  torn  baek,  or  ge  on  without  me  keepin'  ye  company." 

*^  I  have  no  objection  on  earth  to  your  oompany,  Nance,"  replied  the 
a^nre;  ^<  quite  the  contcaxy.  But  how  the  devil  should  these  rascals 
eapact  ma  I  And,  above  all,  how  should  ihey  conjecture  I  should  oome 
•o.wall  provided!  For,  aooth  to  say,  such  is  not  ordinarily  the  ease 
with  me." 

«Ey  knoa  it^weel,  aquoire,"  replied  Nance,  with  a  laugh ;  "Iwh  they 
ba  received  sartin  information  o'  your  movements." 
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'*  There  is  only  one  penon  who  could  give  them  audi  infinniitioBV' 
cried  Nicholas  ;  *'  but  1  cannot,  will  not  suspect  him.** 

*'  If  jo're  thinkin'  o'  Lawrence  Fogg,  jo're  na  hi  wide  o'  th*  mark, 
squoire,"  replied  Nance. 

**  What !  Fogg  leagued  with  robbers — imposdble!"  exclaimed  Nidiolas. 

*'  Neaw,  it's  nah  so  unpossible  os  aw  that,**  returned  Nance ;  "  yo'n 
stare  when  ej  tell  yo  he  has  robbed  yo  mony  a  time  without  your  being 
aware  on  it.  Yo  were  onwise  enougn  to  send  him  round  to  your  friends 
to  borrow  money  for  yo." 

*'  True,  so  I  was.  But.  luckily,  no  one  would  lend  me  any,"  said 
Nicholas. 

'' There]  yo're  wrong,  squoire,  fo',  unluckily,  they  aw  did,''  replied 
Nance,  with  a  scarcely-suppressed  laugh.  *'  Roffer  Nowell  gied  him  one 
hundred ;  Tummus  Whitaker,  of  Hohne,  another ;  Ruchot  Parkor,  o' 
Browsholme,  another.     An  more  i'  th'  same  way." 

''And  the  rascal  pocketed  it  all,  and  never  brought  me  back  one 
Earthing,"  cried  Nicholas,  in  a  transport  of  rage.  '^  I'll  have  him 
hanged — pshaw !  hanging's  too  good  for  him.  To  deceive  me,  his  friend, 
hb  benefactor,  his  patron,  in  such  a  manner.  To  dwell  in  my  house, 
eat  at  my  table,  dnnk  my  wine,  wear  my  habiliments,  ride  my  horses, 
hunt  with  my  hounds.     Has  the  dog  no  conscience  ?" 

"  Varry  little,  ey'm  afear'd,"  replied  Nance. 

''  And  the  worst  of  it  is,"  continued  the  squire,  new  lights  breaking 
upon  him,  *'  I  shall  be  liable  for  all  the  sumi^  he  has  received.  He  was 
my  confidential  agent,  and  the  lenders  will  come  upon  me.  It  must  be 
six  or  seven  hundred  pounds  that  he  has  obtained  in  this  nefiEuious  way. 
Zounds !  I  shall  go  mad." 

"  Yo  wur  to  blame  fo'  trustin'  him,  squoire,"  rejoined  Nance.  ^'  Yo 
ought  to  ha'  made  proper  inquiries  about  him  at  nrst,  an  then  yo'd  ha' 
found  out  what  sort  o'  chap  he  wur.  Boh  now  ey'n  tell  ye.  Lawrence 
Fogg  is  chief  o*  a  band  o'  robbers,  an  aw  the  black  an  viUanous  deeds 
done  of  late  i'  this  place  ha*  been  parpetrated  by  his  men.  A  poor  gen- 
tleman wur  murdert  by  'em  i'  this  varry  spot  th  week  efore  last,  an  his 
body  cast  into  t'  river.  Fogg,  of  course,  had  no  hont  in  the  fow  deed, 
boh  he  would  na  ha  interfered  to  prevent  it  if  he  had  bin  here^  fo'  he 
never  scrupled  shedding  blood.  An  if  he  had  bin  content  wi'  robbin'  yo^ 
squoire,  ey  wadna  ha  betrayed  him,  boh  when  he  proposed  to  cut  your 
throttle,  bekose,  os  he  said,  dead  men  tell  neaw  teles,  ey  could  howa  out 
nah  longer,  an  resolved  to  gi'  yo  wamin'." 

''  What  a  monstrous  and  unheard-of  villain  !"  cried  the  squire.  '^  But 
is  he  one  of  the  ambuscade  ?" 

Nance  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Then,  by  Heaven !  I  will  confront  him — I  will  hew  him  down,"  pur- 
sued Nicholas,  griping  the  hilt  of  his  sword. 

'<Neaw  use,  ey  tell  ye— -yo'n  be  oveipowert  an  kilt,"  said  Nanoe. 
"  Tak  me  wi'  yo,  an  ey'n  carry  yo  safely  through  em  aw ;  boh  ge  alone, 
or  yo'n  ne'er  see  Downham  again.  An  now  it's  reet  ey  should  tell  ye 
who  Lawrence  Fogg  really  is." 

**  What  new  wonder  is  in  store  for  me  ?"  cried  Nicholas.  "  Who 
is  he  ?" 
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^^Itaybe  yo  ha  H^rd  tell  tbat  Mother  Demdike  had  «  son  and.  a 
jbwtariV  lepfied  Nance ;  '^  the  dow^r  beia'>  of  course,  Elizabeth  Devica; 
and  the  son,  Christopher  Bemdike,  being  supposed  to  be  dead.  Hov- 
SQDi^yer,  this  is  not  the  case,  for  LEiwrence  Fogg  is  he." 

^*  I  guessed  as  much  when  jou  began,"  cned  NichobM.  '^  H^  has  a 
cursedly  had  look  about  the  eyes — a  damned, Demdike  physiognomjF* 
What  an  infernal  villain  the  fellow  must  be  ! — ^without  a  jot  of  natural 
feeling.  Why,  he  has  this  very  day  assisted  at  his  nephew's  captuss^ 
and  caused  his  own  sister  to  be  arrested.  Ob,  I  have  been  propeiij 
duped ! — ^to  lodge  a  son  of  that  infernal  hag  in  my  house— fml.  him, 
clothe  him,  make  him  my  faend-:-take  him,  the  viper  I  to  my  bosom ! 
I  have  been  rightly  served.  But  he  shall  hang! — ^he  shall  hang  !  That 
is  some  consolation,  though  slight  But  how  do  you  know  all  this, 
Nance?" 

^Dunna  ax  me,"  she  replied.  ^'  Whatever  ey  ha'  been  to  Christopher 
Demdike,  ey  bear  him  neaw  love  now ;  fo',  os  ey  ha  towd  yo,  he  is 
a  black-hearted  murtherin'  villain.  Boh  lemme  get  up  behiud  yo,  an 
e^n  bring  yo  through  scatheless.  An  to-morrow  yo  may  arrest  the 
imole  band  at  Malkin  Tower." 

^  Malkin  Tower !"  exclaimed  the  squire,  in  fresh  surprise.  '*  What, 
haye  these  robbers  taken  up  their  quarters  there  !  This  accounts  for  all 
the  stranffe  sights  said  to  have  been  seen  there  of  late,  and  which  I  treated 
as  mere  fables.  But,  ah!  a  terrible  thought  crosses  me.  What  have  I 
done  ?  Mistress  Nutter  will  be  there  to-night !  And  I  have  sent  her. 
Death  and  destruction !  she  will  fall  into  their  hands.  I  must  go  there 
at  once.  I  cannot  take  any  assistance  with  me.  That  would  be  to  be- 
tray the  poor  lady." 

"  If  yo  n  trust  me  ey'n  help  yo  through  the  difficulty,"  replied  Nance. 

''  Get  up  then  quickly,  lass,  since  it  must  be  so,"  rejoined  Nicholas. 

With  this,  he  moved  forward,  and  giving  her  his  hand  she  was  instantly 
seated  behind  him  upon  Robin,  who  seemed  no  way  incommoded  by  his 
double  burden,  but  dashed  down  the  further  side  of  the  causeway  in  answer 
to  a  sharp  application  of  the  spur.  Passing  her  arms  round  the  squire's 
waist,  Nance  maintained  her  seat  well,  and  in  thb  way  they  rattled  along, 
heedless  of  the  increasing  difficulties  of  the  road,  or  the  fast-gathering 
gk)om. 

The  mile  was  quickly  passed,  and  Nance  whispered  in  the  squire's  ear 
that  they  were  approaching  the  Boulder  Stones.  Presently  they  oame 
to  a  narrow  glen,  half-fiUed  with  huge  rocky  fragments,  detached  firom 
ihe  toppling  precipices  on  either  side,  and  forming  an  admirable  place  of 
ambuscade.  One  rock,  larger  than  the  rest,  completely  commanded  the 
pass,  and  as  the  squire  advanced  a  thundering  voice  from  it  called  to  him 
to  stay  ;  and  the  injunction  being  disregarded,  the  barrel  of  a  gun  was 
motraded  from  the  bushes  covering  its  brow,  and  a  shot  fired  at  him. 
Though  well  aimed,  the  ball  struck  the  groimd  beneath  his  horse's  feet) 
and  Nicholas  continued  his  way  unmoved,  while  the  faulty  marksman 
jumped  down  the  crag.  At  the  same  time  four  other  men  started  from 
their  places  of  concealment  behind  the  stones,  and,  levelling  their  caliveia 
at  the  fugitives,  fired.  The  sharp  discharges  echoed  along  the  gorges 
and  the  shots  rattled  against  the  rocks,  but  none  of  them  took  effect,  and 
Nicholas  might  have  gone  on  without  further  hindrance,  but,  despite 
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NitiidSV'i9mbti8t^<^;who  urged  him  to  go  on,  He  pfiIt6d;Mb-tt>-4wiay 
tM^^in^'of  Ch^  feifiim  who  had  first  challenged  him.  Stiin^f  ah  IBL^ 
8tiiiil^^l^b0M  Ix^  the  squire,  and  presented  a' petMnd^iff- 

hUHet^L     Ndtwith8tiukp6g  the  gloom,  Nicholas  recogtiisdl  htei.  '    '  ^•*'*- 

'<  Ah!  It  &  ih(^  accttr^  traitor,''  cried  Nicholas.  -  '<'l  eotdd ifeateiefy 
heliiM  in  ifiy  Villamr;  but  now  I  am  convinoed." 

*'  The  jade  you  We  gotliehind  you  has  told  you  who  I  km,  llMtfi^- 
ri^ed  Pog|f:  ^'1  win  settle  with  her  anon.  But  this  will  save  fbil^r 
earolanl^tioijis  wtth^ou!*'    ' 

And' hil  dischai^d  ihe  petrpnel  full  at  the  squire.  But  the  ball  re<» 
botttided  as  if  his  doublet  ^ad'beeii  quilted.  It  was,  in  fact,  lined  with 
gold.  Oh'iseeibg  fhe  siquire  unhurt,  the  robber  captain  tittered  an  ezdft^ 
matioh  of  ra^  and  ikitoniihment. 

'**  You  are  mistaken,  you  see,  perfidious  vUlain,"  cried  ^^cfaolas.  *'  Yoilf 
have  yet  to  render  an  account  of  all  the  wrongs  you  have  done  me,  bot^ 
meantime  you  shall  not  pass  unpunished."  -'- 

'  And  tk  he '  spoke,' le  snatched  the  petronel  from  Fogg,  and  withi^ 
butt-etid  dealt  mm  a  trimietidoas  blow  on  the  head,  felling  him  to  tW 
grotitid.  • 

By  this  titne,  the  other  rpbbers  had  descended  from  the  rocks,  and 
seeing  the  fidl  of  their  leader,  rushed  forward  to  avenge  him  ;  but  Nichobji 
did  not  turty  for  any  furthtt*  encounter,  but,  fully  satisfied  with  what  hi^ 
hdld  doiie,  struck  spurs  into  Robin,  and  galloped  off.  For  a  few  minuted 
he  could  hear  the  shouts  of  the  men,  but  they  soon  afterwards  dieA 
away. 

^tiitle  more  thikn  haff  the  ravine  had  been  traversed  when  the  ren- 
counter above  described  took  place,  but  thoug^h  the  road  was  st^  diffituh 
and' dangerous,  and  rendered  doubly  so  by  tine  obscurity,  no  further  hin- 
drance occurred  till  just  as  Nicholas  was  quitting  the  gloomy  intricadet 
of  thie  gorge  and  approaching  th^  more  open  country  beyond  it  At 
this  point  Robin  £eD,  tnrowing  both  him  and  Nance,  and  when  the  animal 
rbae  ag^in  he  was  found  to  be  so  much  injured  that  it  was  impossible  to^ 
laoUnt  him.  Iliere  was  no  resource  but  to  proceed  to  Burnley,  wUeh 
was  still  three  or  four  miles  distant,  on  foot. 

'In  this  dilemma,  Nance  volunteered  to  provide  the  squire  with  another 
steed,  but  he  resolutely  refused  the  offer. 

"  No,  no— none  of  your  broomsticks  for  me,"  he  cried ;  "  no  devil's 
bbn^ — I  don't  know  where  they  may  carry  me.  My  own  legs  mmk 
syrv'e  me  now.  I'H  just  take  poor  Robin  out  of  the  road,  and  then  trudge 
Mf^T  Biimley  as  fiut  as  I  can." 

Y^iA  this,  he  led  the  horse  to  a  small  green  mead  skirting  the  stream, 
aiid  taking  off  his  saddle  and  bridle,  and  depositing  them  carefully  under 
a  tree,  he  patted  the  animal  on  the  neck,  promising  to  return  (or  him  on 
the  morrow,  and  then  set  off  at  a  brisk  pace,  with  Nance  walking  beside 
him.  They  had  not  gone  far,  however,  when  the  clattering  of  hoofs  Was 
hieard  behind  them,  and  it  was  evident  that  several  horsemen  were  rapidly 
approaching.  Nance  stopped,  listened  for  a  moment,  and  then  declaring 
it  was  Demdike  and  his  Iwnd  in  pursuit,  seized  the  squire's  arm  and  drew 
him  out  of  the  road,  and  under  the  shelter  of  some  bushes  of  hazel.  The 
robber  capUun  could  only  have  been  stunned,  it  appeared,  and  as  soon  as 
he  had  recovered  from  the  effects  of  the  blow,  had  mounted  his  horse^ 
which  was  concealed,  with  those  of  his  men,  behind  the  rocks,  and  started 


aftaf  the fugi^v!e&;  Buch. was  the  c<M|i8tnietion  po^npo^^  tl^  ,ina^ bjt^ 
NiMice,  aad  ,t)ie>eyeot  proved  it  com^.  A:  lopi^  ahoi^t  ^roixi.  the  i|lfKr8<^ . 
mMMi,  and  a  sudden  halt^  proclaimed  that  poor  Hobin  had  been  dLscoTetei^ . 
sod  thb  cnnmooftance  seemed  to  give  great  satisfaction  to  Demdike,  wbo ; 
loddly  deoliM^  that  they  were  now  snre  of  overtaking  the  mni^ways# 

**  They  cannot  be  far  off/'  he  cried ;   '*  hut  they  will  imost  Ujc^J , 
sttempit  to  hide  themselves,  so  look  well  about  you.'' 

So  saying,  he  rode  on,  and  it  was  evident,  from  the  noise,  that  ih^ 
men  implicitly  obeyed  his  injunctions.     Nothing,  however^  was  foundi^ . 
^pd  ere  many  minutes,  Demdike  came  up,  and  glancing  *  at  th^has^,' 
bahind  which  the  fugitives  were  hidden,  he  discharged  a  petronel  ix^tp, 
tl%a  largest  tree,  but  as  no  movement  followed  the  report,  he  said :        :  ,. 

'*  I  thought  I  saw  something  move  here,  but  I  suppose  X  was  mistaken^! 
lj(o ^doubt.  they  have  got  on  further  than  we  expected,  or  have,  reared 
ipto  some  of  the  cloughs,  in  which  case  it  will  be  useless  to  search  for 
them.     However,  we  will  make  sure  of  them  in  this  way.     Two  of  you 
sihall  form  an  ambuscade  near  Holme,  and  two  further  on  within  half  a 
mile  of  Burnley,  and  shall  remain  on  the  watch  till  dawn,  so  that  you 
will  be  sure  to  capture  them,  and,  when  taken,  make  away  with  them, 
ifithout  hesitation.     Unless  my  skull  had  been  of  the  strongest^  tl^at' 
butcherly  squire  would  have  cracked  it,  so  he  shall  have  no  grace  ftom 
me ;  and  as  to  that  treacherous  witch,  Nance  Redfeme^  she  deserves  death , 
at  our  hands,  and  she  shall  have  her  deserts.     I  have  long  suspected  her, 
ajodi  indeed,  wi^  a  fool  to  trust  one  of  the  vile  Chattox  brood,  who  ar^. 
all  my  natural  enemies  ; — but  no  matter,  I  shall  have  my  revenge." 

The  men  having  promised  compliance  with  their  captain's  compiand, 
h$  wont  o^. 

>^  As  to  myself,'*  he  said,  ^*  I  shall  go  forthwith,  and  as  &8t  as  my^ 
horse  can  carry  me,  to  Malkin  Tower,  and  I  will  tell  you  why.    It  is  i^^ 
ti^t  I  dislike  the  game  we  axQ  upon,  but  I  have  better  to  play  just  now^ 
l]om  Shaw,  the  cock-master  at  Downham,  who  is  in  my  pay,  rode  ov^' 
to  Wfaalley  this  afternoon,  to  bring  me  word  that  a  certam  lady,  who  has, 
lc|Qg<  been  concealed  in  the  manor-house,  will  be  taken  to  Malkin  TQiy;e;r, 
to-night.     The  intelligence  is  certain,  for  he  had  obtained  it  firom  Old 
C](auch,  the  huntsman,  who  is  to  escort  her.     Thus,  Mistress  Nutter,. for 
you  aU  know  whom  I  mean,  will  fall  naturally  into  our  hands,  and  we 
can  wring  any  sums  of  money  we  like  out  of  hex";  for  though  she  has 
abandoned  her  property  to  her  daughter,  Alizon,  she  can  no  doubt  have 
aa  much  as  she  wants,  and  I  will  take  care  she  asks  for  plenty,  or  I  ^jrUL 
try  the  effect  of  some  of  those  instruments  of  torture  which  I  was  Inckr, 
enough  to  €nd  in  the  dungeons  of  Malkin  Tower,  and  which  were  !i9c3 
for  a  like  purpose  by  my  predecessor,  Blackburn,  the  freebooter.     Axe 
yeu  ^ontex^  my  lads  ?** 

**  Ay,  ay,  Captain  Demdike,"  they  replied. 

.Upon  this,  the  whole  party  set  forward,  and  were  speedily  out  oC 
hearing.  As  soon  as  they  thought  it  prudent  to  come  forth,  the  squirt 
sad  Nance  emerged  from  their  place  of  shelter. 

.  *'  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  exclaimed  the  former,  who  was  almost  in  a 
Blale  of  distraction.  '*  The  villain  has  announced  his  intention  of  goixig 
to  Malkin  Tower,  and  Mistress  Nutter  will  assunedly  fall  into  his  hands. 
Oh\  that  I  ooold  stop  him,  or  get  there  before  him!" 


VSO  sKirrcHBs  of  fobbsv  cnrs. 

"  •'To  sliati,  if  yo  like  to  ride  wT  me,**  said  Nance. 
•   **  But  how — m  what  way  ?"  asked  Nicholas. 

**  Leave  that  to  me,*'  replied  Nance,  hreaking  off  a  long  branok  ti 
hasel.     "  Tak  howld  o'  this,"  she  cried. 

The  squire  obeyed,  and  was  instantly  carried  off  his  legs,  and  whiakod 
tfarongh  the  air  at  a  prodigious  rate. 

He  felt  giddy  and  confiised,  but  did  not  dare  to  leave  go,  lert 
he  should  be  dashed  in  pieces,  while  Nance's  wild  laughter  rang  in 
his  ears. 

Over  the  bleached  and  perpendicular  crag — startling  the  eagle  bom 
his  eyrie — over  the  yawning  g^lly  with  the  torrent  roaring  beneath  him 
— over  the  sharp  ridges  of  the  hill — over  Townley  Park — over  Bamkr 
steeple — over  the  wide  valley  beyond  he  went — until,  at  last,  bewildereC^ 
out  of  breath,  and  like  one  in  a  dream,  he  alighted  on  a  brown,  bave^ 
heathy  expanse,  and  within  a  hundred  yards  of  a  tall,  circular  stone 
structure,  which  he  knew  to  be  Malkin  Tower. 


SKETCHES  OF  FOREST  LIFE. 

THE   FOX   HUNT. 

We  are  certainly  a  practical  people.     The  decree  has  g^e  forth,  and 
our  forest  glades  are  to  be  depopulated.     No  ''  an  tiered  monardi"  shall 
confront  us,  standing  boldly  forward  at  the  head  of  his  gazelle  tribe-— no 
bugle-horn  shall  wake  forth  its  deep  music,  ringing  through  the  echoti 
of  the  thick  covert,  as  some  noble  stag  springs  forward.     There  is  even 
floating  in  the  far  distance  a  vision  of  fallen  trees,  of  ugly  red  tiles  drain- 
ing that  ground  which  has  stood  untouched  since  the  deluge,  and  stiO 
bears  on  its  surface  the  marks  of  the  advance  and  receding  of  its  waten ; 
of  ploughed  fields,  of  hedgerows  of  propriety,  of  smoking  brick-kilna,  and 
reclaimed  wastes  of  bog-land.     But  again  comes  the  s^lorious  forest,  witli 
its  old  haunts  and  long  sunny  glades,  through  which  the  shadows  run 
races ;  its  wild  waste  lands  of  moor  and  heather,  and  its  sweet  bitter 
scent  bom  of  the  gorge  blossoms,  wluch  deck  it  as  vrith  a  golden  mantle. 
Again,  and  from  the  covert  rings  ibrth  the  clear  music  of  the  horn ; 
tbere  is  a  rustling  through  the  dead  leaves  around  us,  and  slowty,  manlj^ 
glancing  before,  behind,  and  on  each  side  of  him,  away  steals  Keynard ! 
A  whine,  a  snuffle,  a  short,  sharp  cry  of  joy,  and  the  foremost  bound  it 
on  him ; — ^forward  burst  all  the  pack.     One  long  straight  line  of  coiurtij 
is  theirs ;  and  through  the  gorg^,  and  over  the  line  of  rail,  and  on,  on, 
ever  straining  up  the  hill  to  Boldre  Wood,  following  them  come  the 
field.  Hiere  is  the  master  :  quick  upon  the  pack  is  heard  his  eager  voioe 
encouraging,  and  breaking  from  the  covert  flashes  the  bright  acariet 
against  the  deepenine  underwood.     Merry  lauehs  are  ringinflr  ocit  into 
tiM  cold,  dear  air ;  we  dead  boughs  are  crushing  beneath  Uie  horoci* 
feet ;  and  farmers  on  forest  ponies,  and  striplings  on  rough,  unbroken, 
colts,  are  riding  as  if  life  depended  on  them.    The  older  and  better 
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spoiiBmeA  hang  back :  liere  iis  a  sudden  check-*the  hounds  have  rm 
their  fox  into  a  piece  of  low  gone  land,  and  while  the  warier  leaden 
of  the  field  are  defiline  round  the  bog  that  surrounds  it,  the  more  im* 
petuons  riders  are  wiping  the  mud  off  their  horses'  knees,  and  recovering 
themselves  with  crestfallen  attitudes  from  the  lowly  positions  they  have 
been  led  into.  But  another  short,  sharp  whine — the  old  hound  has  hit 
off  the  scent  again — and  through  the  gorze  cover,  and  over  the  plaio^ 
and  straining  away  towards  Salisbury — so  ride  we  merrily  !  Up  come  4 
herd  of  red  deer — the  hounds  have  disturbed  them — and  now  boundinfl^ 
SoTwtad  they  take  up  their  position  on  one  of  the  heights  above  us,  and 
with  noble  fronts  and  lordly  presence,  stand  watching  our  movements  ift 
ihe  vale  below.  There  are  a  herd  of  forest  ponies — now  they  stand  and 
gaie  on  that  long  line  as  it  streams  past  them  on  the  plain ! — the  eager 
Vicky  the  frantic  horses,  and  the  flying  prey  I — and  now  they,  too,  have 
joined  us,  scrambling  up  the  forest  dykes,  and  over  the  rotten  banks,  and 
slashing,  floundering  through  the  bog-land.  There  is  a  lovely  green 
carpet  before  us  now  for  a  race  ;  but  the  riders  are  hanging  bacL  And 
ap  come  that  band  of  foresters,  and  one  is  patting  the  turf  with  his  small, 
qaoA  hoof,  and  advancing  slowly,  steadily,  trying  the  ground  at  each 
step,  his  brethren  following  him.  And  now  they  have  crossed  that  b^ 
of  green,  and  horse  and  rider  have  followed  them,  bowing  to  the  animal 
instinct  of  their  forest  life.  There  is  a  long  white  line  of  road — a 
boondary-fence^ — and  now  we  have  crossed  the  forest  grounds,  and  find 
ourselves  in  close  country.  Slowly  and  wearily  flags  Reynard — doggedly, 
sorely,  perseveringly,  the  pack  pursue  him.  And  now  there  is  a  wild 
halloa  ! — ^the  master's  voice  is  heard  warning  the  field  back,  and  rushing 
through  the  hedges,  and  from  the  distant  road,  the  laggers  are  fast  seen 
tumhime  in.  But  the  whip  has  dismounted,  and  now  he  is  seen  holding 
the  bru£  above  his  head — ^the  hounds  are  scrambling  for  the  spoil  whii£ 
has  been  thrown  amongst  them — ^and  the  master  has  taken  the  brush 
from  the  whip's  hands,  and  has  wreathed  it  gracefully  in  thy  bridle's 
rein,  O  forest  Diana!  There  is  a  gulden  glory  spread  upon  the  glades, 
and  the  wearied  horses  and  their  joyous  riders  are  wending  happily 
homewards. 

Gxpaiss^ 

Thbkb  if  seacody  anything  more  lovely  than  a  summer  sunset  evening 
in  tlM  forest  Everything  is  bathed  in  ^*  golden  amber ;"  the  quick  light 
pii^a  amongst  the  tremulous  foliage ;  the  mosses  and  lichens  take  a  thou- 
imd  diflerent  hues  |and  tones ;  l£e  rivulet's  day-dress  of  blue  weaxs  a 
gelden  border;  the  flowers  are  doting  their  lids  in  an  atmosphere  of 
thor  own  seent  and  beauty,  and  a  halo  of  r^ose  and  loveliness  is  resting 
everywhere.  Down  in  the  shadow  of  the  ainele  may  be  seen  a  gipojTi 
tent;  the  thin  blue  smoke  is  curiing  above  Uie  forest  oaks ;  a  itaij 
donlDMr  is  grazing  at  a  distance  ;  here,  a  g^up  of  joyous  children ;  thees^ 
erowobed  togeth^,  three  or  four  women,  witn  crimson  kerchiefs—- their 
black  eyee,  olive  complexions,  and  g^stening  white  teeth,  speakiag 
viimly  of  the  gloiring  south.  Ever  at  intervals  is  heard  the  song  of  dbe 
aightingilfi^  aod  with  the  ckising  evenmg  drop  in  by  pairs  or  singly  the 
stiij  members  of  the  tribe.  There  is  a  certain  amount  of  chivalrene 
hoBOttr  extant  amongst  these  gipsies.    Bobbtra^  freebooters,  and  defn* 
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datora  aa  tb^  are  by  j)rof(^on»  they  will  nev^r  inoiaitr  tbos^  wbo  b^iMNl 
do&e  them  kindAess  or  service;  nay,  more,. they  will  evea  iaterferei.lA] 

g^vent  others  horn  robbing  tbenu  There  are  certain,  families  iq  |^H 
rest  bounds  who  are  very  kind  to  these  tribes.  When  once  enca^npitd»i 
they  will  supply  them  widi  provisions  for  the  timc^  they  will  visit  'iae^ 
ndk,  and  speak  gently  to  weir  cliildren.  The  kindliness  is  never  fon^ 
gotten;  Jkeff  find  no  hen-roost  molested,:  no  fat  turkey  missing,  v^ 
pheasant  snared ;  nay,  they  will  even  become  companionable  with  sucjir. 
Ohe  firiend  of  mine  told  me,  that  in  returning  j&om  a  long  day  spent:  ps^ 
t^  forest,  he  would  often  spend  a  night  with  them  in  their  tents,  when^j 
n^tlung  eould  exceed  their  kindness  and  hospitality.  To  break,  bue^i^f 
with  a  gipsy  creates  in  their  eyes  a  species  of  brotherhood  ;  and  in  tbas 
case  I  mention,  so  much  sociability  was  engendered  between  the  pmrti^fM 
that  they  even  undert^>ok  to  teach  him  their  language.  One  oU  ladjT!) 
(the  mother  of  the  tribe)  adopted  him  as  her  son.  My  friend  told  VMTi 
she  would  read  him  his  destiny  with  the  greatest  faith  imaginabk». 
Weeping  bitterly  at  the  same  time  over  the  sorrows  which  in  her  divinarr. 
tion  she  had  accorded  him.  These  tribes  visit  the  forest  annually^ 
generally  encamping  in  the  same  place,  and  remaining  about  the  same* 
period.  Truly  it  may  be  said  of  them,  that  while  they  never  forgive  9^< 
injury,  a  benefit  is  rarely  forgotten.  But  the  evening  is  far  advancing^ 
towards  night ;  the  tall  boles  of  the  trees  are  standing  forward  like  se^rr* 
tinels  against  the  sky;  the  rabbits  have  picked  up  courage,  and  are 
firolicking  in  the  gloom  ;  scarcely  a  note  is  heard  from  the  tuneful  coveEti,, 
only  the  solitary  cry  of  the  night-Kawk,  and  the  pale  white  lamp  of  the. 
glowworm  ;  silence  and  repose  are  spread  over  all,  save  where  a  st^ca^^ 
zephyr  brings  on  its  wings  a  dirge  from  the  distuit  ocean,  or  the  danip^ 
fresh  ^mell  of  the  sod  rises  IiLb  an  evening  sacrifice.  So  sleep  ,W4^,- 
sound^, — ^the  glorious  earth  around  us  in  forest  raiment,  and  the  illinutr*^ 
able  space  of  heaven  above. 
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**  This  19  a  thing  you  do  not  expect  to  meet  in  the  forest,'*  exclaii;ae^) 
my  companion,  as  after  having  wandered  on  horseback  through  miles  ci,^ 
forest  scenery,  we  found  ourselves  emerging  from  the  ancient  trees  on  to  g . 
wild  piece  of  waste  moorland .  On  a  rise  before  us  huge  masses  of  trees  agai^ . 
stoOG  prominent,  and  advancnng  slowly  from  a  kind  of  ravine  that  clothqdj. 
their, sides,  a  cumbrous  vehicle  drawn  by  four  horses  was  seen  approaching^-. 
CojncSng  thus  upon  it,  with  the  sturdy  foresters  walking  by  its  side.juVf 
their  white  smock  frocks,  with  long  whips  in  their  hands,  one  was  almoel^j 
tettpted  to  believe  that  some  daring  omnibus  had  tried  the  tracks  of  thie,( 
forest  wjUds  in  a  desperate  speculation  of  carrying  commerce  or  societj^.^ 
frobi  one  outlying  village  to  another!  In  coming  nearer,  however,  toe 
mystery  waa  solved-r-"  Deer  Van**  was  painted  on  the  vehicle  in  laige  re4i 
letters,  and  we  were  soon  informed  that  it  was  enlisted  on  her  Majesty's;  • 
service  for  the  capturing  of  deer  for  her  park  at  Windsor.  It  was-. 
foBdwed  by  a  miscellaneous  assemblage  of  her  loving  subjects :  one  or.j 
two  light  tdted  carts  driving  desperately  over  the  rough  broken  ground^,, 
threatening  at  each  instant  to  dislodge  or  dislocate  the  necks  of  theiif; 
ooeopantfl ;   sturdy  foresters,  with  thick  oak  staffs  in  their  hands,  ami/ 


aitTtibiiti '  ttt'  rbttE^  liii"  rW 

"bMM  a^tljr  liieMed  wiUk  Hugd  irbi^"naITl;'ei]u^&n8  on  wil^  ferMt 
pMue«,;fllWBetTei  u  tmciMth  as  tile  Aoitnab  tlii^y  bestrode  ;  urclitna  mdi. 
UliM  Rfet-KDdtuTed  raiment*  fluttering  to  die  wim] ;  and  tosL— but,  ob!; 
faW'fiirremotedfroia'leaat— oneBingleolil  deer-liound,  led  in  a  string' 
Vj  V  Ibrest-lceeper  on  a  hutjc  pooy,  aod  eviijently  glorving  in  tbe  aJnu- . 
nti«n  md  ngttrd  of  the  whole  fielct.  But  now  up  came  the  ivaggons,  lodeB 
•Sih  their  Kei^t  of  nets,  and  an  eager  coneultation  13  lield,  and  a  stnaU: 
-eoVert  of  gone  pointed  out  wherein  a  herd  of  deer  waa  suppos^  to  \w  coa- 
cMed.  Do  ydti  mark  tfiat  tnan  with  the  white  smockr&ock  and  g'binQg 
beC)  how  he  \b  busied  in  arranging  and  OTdaring  evetybod^  about., 
'  Hfe  Ml  been  conveyed  from  the  New-road  For  this  especial  purpose,  aod 
'it' ioppoMdtohe  able  to  capture  &m>thing,  from  a  mouse  upwarfj.  Bat 
BCtW  (he  nets  are  ^eed  ;  six  feet  nigh  or  better  they  itand,  (brmiog  th« 
.4Wele  of  a  goiad  mile  or  more,  and  at  each  conclusion  a  long  liqe  ^f. 
'fiMhers,  tuapen6ed  a  certain  height  from  the  ground,  and  fluttering' 
wfMly  in  the  breese,  are  cennectea  with  them,  in  order  to  make  a  more 
eertam  capture.  The  deer  hare  risen  from  the  law  gorxe  oovert;  a 
gneefiil  herd,  with  a  noble  buck  a'few  yards  in  advance,  and  with  de- 
'Ucate  nostril  and  large  mournful  eye,  appear  to  be  regarding  us  atten* ' 
'  tirely.  They  seem  tike  the  guardian  spirits  of  the  old  woods,  startled  and 
woke  to  cousctousness  by  the  sound  of  the  hammers  heating  in  the  stakes 
for  the  nets,  and  the  rough  voices  of  the  men. 

There  is  a  word  of  command.  We  ate  requested  to  join  in  the  cirde 
of  dose  men  who  are  to  surromid  the  deer  and  the  covert,  and  drive  them 
into  the  nets.  Slowly,  warily,  silently,  we  advance.  Large  is  the  circle, 
'  ftnoed,  and  horsemen,  at  several  hundred  yards  distance  from  each  other, ' 
an  seen  gradually  drawine  nearer  into  a  closer  circle.  The  deer  still 
stand  planted— the  ravx  of  the  sunset  &11  glistening  on  the  old  forest  . 
'boughs  under  wbich  tlie  nets  are  pitched,  and  the  long  shadows  of  the 
horsea  sweep  silently  over  the  greensward.  Now  we  are  near  upon  them ; 
one  spring^one  start,  and  uaey  are  bounding  like  antelopes  over  the 
plain  ;  still  are  they  met  on  every  side ;  and  now  the  keeper  has  loosed 
the  deer-hound  from  his  hold,  and  straight  as  arrow  from  the  bow  h*  has 
dtsbed  like  lightning  on  his  prey  ;  singling  out  the  noble  buck  from  the 
pock,  and  seizing  hold  of  his  ear,  he  has  pinioned  him  to  the  ground.  - 
One  moment  the  female  herd  stand  affrighted,  looking  on ;  then  charging 
tbefileof  horsemen,  they  sweep  past  them,  leaping  as  mgh  as  their  riders, 
lod  rush'madly  through  their  ranks,  bouudin^  with  graceful  action  back 
again  to  their  old  forest  retreats.  Now  we  draw  near  ;  the  noble  buck  is 
'  k>osened  from  the  hold  of  the  hound,  and  is  placed  across  a  lid's  back,  while 
two  attendant  squires  are  securing  his  feet  on  either  side.  The  van  is  some 
little  distance  cff,  and  they  are  bearing  him  to  it.  Yes !  take  your  last 
view  of  the  glorious  old  woods,  bathed  in  their  sweetest  dress.  There  is 
a  (hint  touch  of  green,  like  a  promise  and  a  whisper  of  spring,  hanging 
around  them,  and  one  or  two  snowdrops  have  already  farced  their  way 
through  the  dead  leaves;  but  there  is  no  promise  of  future  springs  for 
TOu,  O  graceiiil  fawn-like  banil.  The  old  trees  will  be  no  longer 
haunted  by  your  presence — only  they  will  watch  in  silent  sorrow  and 
indignation  the  march  of  civilisation ;  and  on  the  spots  where  Queen  - 
Margaret  lay  weeping  in  her  sorrow  and  her  retreat — where  Rufus  fell, 
and  knights  and  ladies  swept  by  in  royal  procession,  we  or  our  children 
may  yet  live  to  tee  cabbage  gardens  and  smoking  manufaotoriet. 
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the  dii8t*h8ad  toltbket,  akd  how  it  ekdbd. 

Bt  Hkwlsy  Staffohd. 

**  I  HAVE  it,"  shouted  stout  old  Baron  Thunderton,  as  one  fine  morning 
in  May  he  jumped  out  of  hed,  into  the  arms  of  his  astonished  valet' 
de-chambre,  who  was  holding  in  readiness  a  well-aired  shirt,  and  upeei- 
ting  him,  in  a  very  uncomfortahle  position,  into  a  footbath  filled  widi 
water — '*  I  have  it,"  chuckled  the  baron.  Hb  valet,  though  inclined  to 
question  as  to  who  had  got  it,  like  a  well-bred  servant  rose  from  his  wet 
•eat,  and  again  offered  the  garment  to  his  lordly  master,  who  hastily 
donned  that  and  the  other  component  parts  of  his  daily  costume,  and 
without  stopping  to  shave,  descended  the  stairs  with  rapid  and  sounding 
strides,  and  burst  into  his  breakfast-room,  where  his  daughter,  the  £ur 
Maud,  was  aw£uting  him,  ejaculating  for  the  third  time,  '^  I  have  it  !** 

"What,  dear  papa?*'  asked  fair  Maud,  in  surprise,  not  only  at  his 
abrupt  entrance,  but  at  his  disordered  appearance,  for  he  was  ordinarily 
a  very  prim  and  regular  old  baron. 

"  Never  mind,  you  puss,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

Fair  Maud,  like  a  dutiful  daughter,  asked  no  further  questions, 
evidently  imagining  that  her  noble  papa  had  gone  to  bed  the  wrong 
way,  or  got  out  on  the  wrong  side,  or  had  undergone  some  other  weD- 
known  discomposing  process — possibly  he  might  have  had  pork  chops 
for  supper.  She  therefore  quietly  poured  out  the  beer  (coffee  not  being 
then  understood,  as  beans  were  used  solely  as  food  for  horses),  and  carvea 
a  huge  slice  out  of  a  venison  pasty,  which  she  handed  to  the  old 
gentleman. 

The  old  gentleman's  appetite  was,  however,  not  very  g^od.  The  beer 
was,  and  that  went  down  tankard  after  tankard ;  but  the  pasty  remained 
untouched.  Some  stupendous  project  had  evidently  taken  root  in  his 
mind,  and  absorbed  his  appetite. 

At  length  he  suddenly  quitted  the  table,  and  without  saying  a  word 
proceeded  to  his  armoury,  where  sending  for  the  herald — not  the  news- 
pMier,  for  such  things  were  yet  undreamed  of — he  bade  him  go  and 
publish  in  all  the  towns  in  the  kingdom  the  following  notice : 

"  O  yes !  O  yes !  Know  all  good  knights  and  true,  that  the  Lord  Baron 
Thunderton  intends  to  hold  a  tourney,  at  his  castle  of  Saddleback,  on 
the  second  Monday  in  June,  at  which  all  knights  are  invited  to  contend 
fop  the  hand  of  the  baron's  daughter — the  fair  Maud." 

This,  then,  was  what  had  caused  the  baron  to  jump  out  of  bed  so  sud- 
denly, to  upset  his  valet,  and  had  spoiled  his  appetite. 

The  truth  was,  the  subject  had  long  occupied  the  brains  of  the  baron. 
He  was  getting  into  years,  and,  like  a  wise  man,  foresaw  that  some  time 
or  other  he  would  inevitably  go  the  way  of  all  flesh ;  and  it  was,  conse- 
quently, a  matter  of  anxiety  as  to  who  should  sustain  the  dignity  and 
state  of  the  barony  of  Thunderton  and  castle  of  Saddleback  after  hk 
departure.  Though  he  loved  his  daughter,  he  had  but  a  feeble  opinion 
of  women  in  general,  and  deemed  them  quite  incompetent  to  fulfil  the 
duties  of «  high  station — in  his  case,  by-thie-by,  not  marked  by  any  par- 
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ticnlar  display  of  talent.  In  those  times  a  person's  possessions  were  his 
or  her  own  so  long  only  as  he  or  she  could  keep  them,  and  that  required 
a  strong  hand.  As  men  were  by  nature  more  gifted  in  that  respect  than 
women,  the  baron,  after  mature  deliberation,  decided  that  the  only  way 
to  ensure  the  preservation  of  his  estates  after  he  was  gone,  was  to  get  a 
husband  for  his  daughter. 

A  very  easy  thing  to  do,  it  might  be  supposed ;  but  so  thought  not 
Baron  Thunderton.  Husbands  there  were  to  be  had  in  plenty ;  but  good 
ones  were  as  scarce  then  as  in  the  present  time,  and  he  was  determined  to 
have  one  of  the  rif  ht  sort.  None  of  your  weak,  namby-pamby  sort  of 
fallows,  but  one  wim  a  strong  arm  and  stalwart  frame,  who  could  hold  his 
own,  and,  if  need  be,  some  one  else's  too — if  he  could  get  it 

It  was  the  solution  of  this  difficulty  that  had  puzzled  the  baron's  mind 
for  some  time  past,  until  that  morning  when  the  bright  idea  above  named 
had  presented  itself  to  him. 

Well,  the  notice  was  published,  according  to  the  baron's  order,  in  all 
the  towns  in  the  kingaom,  and  created,  as  might  be  supposed,  con- 
siderable excitement — for  the  fair  Maud's  beauty  and  the  baron's  riches 
were  well  known — but  nowhere  so  much  as  in  the  breast  of  the  fair  Maud 
herself,  who  had  no  desire  to  be  thus  put  in  the  market  for  the  best  bidder 
—or,  rather,  the  hardest  hitter. 

Remonstrance  with  the  baron  was  unavailing.  He  had  resolved  upon 
it ;  and  now  that  he  had  gone  so  far,  he  was  determined  not  to  make  a 
£oo\  of  any  one  (except  himself),  for  such,  he  argued,  would  be  the  result 
if  he  withdrew  from  his  offer.  Besides,  he  was  in  favour  of  it  himself. 
It  was  his  own  idea — not  an  original  one  by-the-by — and  he  firmly 
believed  that  it  was  the  surest  means  of  gettin?  his  daughter  a  proper 
husband — £ot  who  so  fit  as  a  good  fighter ;  as  tibough  hard  blows  were 
necessarily,  as  sometimes  they  are  incidentally,  the  principal  ingredients 
in  married  life. 

*'  These  being  my  sentiments,"  he  would  say,  in  answer  to  his  daugh- 
ter's entreaties,  "  I'll  stick  to  them."     And  so  he  did. 

It  must  not  be  imagined  that  the  fair  Maud  had  no  inclination  for  a 
husband;  the  contrary  was  the  case.  But  she  wished  to  choose  one 
for  herself,  and  had,  in  fact,  or  rather  in  imagination  as  yet,  already 
done  so,  in  the  person  of  a  gay  young  knight,  who  resided  within  a  few 
hours'  ride  of  Saddleback. 

Sir  Egbert  Alldash,  the  young  knight  in  question,  was  tall,  slim,  of 
good  figure,  and  a  faultless  dresser.  He  was  said  to  consume  the  greater 
portion  of  the  day  in  adorning  his  person,  the  result  justifying  the 
ftseertion;  the  remainder  being  employed  in  exhibiting  it.  So  much 
nme  bestowed  upon  his  body,  it  may  well  be  imagined  that  there  was 
not  much  left  for  the  cultivation  of  his  mind,  which  was  as  barren  of 
mtellect  as  his  doublet  was  fertile  of  ribbons.  His  admiration,  or  love, 
was  unequally  divided  between  fair  Maud  and  her  fair  possessions ;  the 
latter  absorbing  by  far  the  greater  part.  He  had  been  refused  by  the 
baron,  on  account  of  some  ancient  family  grudge ;  but  he  had  contrived 
to  enlist  the  lady  in  his  favour,  and  they  had  kept  up  an  irregular  kind 
of  correspondence  by  the  means  known  only  to  lovers  in  the  same 
fttoation. 
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And  lie^  was  this  fHghtfol  tournatneHit  eomitt^  to  spoil  ihtit  fond 

Fur  Maud  tried  td  console  hetrself  with  the  hope  that  heir  lover  woaM 
ehter  the  lists,  vanquish  all  opponents,  and  come  triumphanHy  to  elum 
her,  when  her  father  could  no  long;er  refuse  him.  This  pleasing  linti^pa- 
tion  was  not,  however,  without  alloy ;  for  faint  visions  tjf  a  noseless,  one* 
«yed,  or  one^legg^  smtor — the  consequence  t)f  the  encounter — ^floated 
dnagTeeab^^  across  het  mind. 

To  Sir  Egbert,  the  news  of  the  haron^s  determination,  whi<^  might 
llave  been  expected  to  have  filled  him  with  joy  and  hope,  conveyed  mudi 
disquietude,  for  he  ne^r  professed  to  be  a  watriof.  The  conflict  (if  we 
may  apply  so  warlilce  a  term  to  the  emotions  of  Sir  Eg^^ert's  peaoefol 
ttnud)  between  his  fear  and  his  love,  or  avarice,  was  great ;  but  the  latter 
at  last  prevailed  so  fer  as  to  induce  him  to  put  himself  in  training  for 
the  joust,  which  he  did  immediately,  tilting  away  every  day  at  a  woodm 
^ure  in  his  cot^tyald. 

At  lengdi  the  momentous  day  arrived.  Oreat  was  the  bustde  at  die 
teastle  of  Saddleback  and  in  the  country  around.  Tlie  castle  was  ntuated 
dti  a  gentle  eminence,  at  the  foot  Of  which  extended  a  spacious  Ttieado^^, 
called  ***  Daisytitead,"  where  die  lists  were  ereoted,  surrounded  by  die 
tents  of  the  knightly  competitors. 

Foremost  among  them  was  die  bold  Sir  Andrew  Bntdeate,  whose 
tetffhty  achievements  on  die  plaiats  of  {^destine,  not  having  been  chrom- 
ickd,  have  failed  to  be  remembered ;  next  the  gaQant  Sir  lUginald  Fronts 
of-Beef,  whose  knightly  spear  spitted  so  many  French  frogs  on  the 
toeadows  oi  Ores^,  the  doughty  Baron  Gilbert  Heart-of-Oak,  the  brave 
Sir  Alfred  Stoneshnger,  the  gay  Sir  Egbert  Alidad,  and  a  host  of  otheife. 
Had  I  the  pen  of  die  ^hivdirous  Froissart,  which,  however,  has  been  so 
often  borrowed  by  other  writers  that  it  is  now  **U8ed  up,"  i  might 
celebrate  with  justice  the  renown  of  these  worthies;  bat  my  humble 
quiU  is  tible  only  to  give  d!iem  diis  brief  notice. 

The  sun  rose  early  that  morning,  as  was  its  custom  at  that  season  dP 
the  year ;  and  with  it  rose  every  one  in  the  castle  of  Saddleback^  in  the 
tents  around,  and  in  all  the  villac^  near.  The  folks  at  a  distance  rose 
the  day  before,  and  travelled  all  night  to  be  at  the  lists  in  thne. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  drawbridge  was  lowered,  and  out  marched  die 
baron,  the  fair  Maud,  his  daughter,  and  a  long  train  of 'fevoured  cavalien, 
who  had  been  accommodated  widi  a  '^  ^ght's  lodging^  in  the  casde. 
When  they  arrived  at  the  lists,  the  baron  and  his  daaghter,  widi  odiisr 
feir  dameS — -for  what  is  a  tournament  without  ladies*  eyes  to  gaze  on  die 
knightly  feats  ? — took  their  seats  in  a  pavifion  at  the  north  end.  The 
knights  hastened  each  to  his  tent  to  apparison  himself  for  the  fr*av. 

And  now  all  was  anxious  expectation.  The  trumpets  soundea  fof  die 
first  time,  and  the  heralds  entered  the  Hsts  and  made  proclamation  of  the 
object  of  the  joust,  which,  it  was  declared,  would  be  conducted  widi  pointed 
weapons — and  in  order  to  try  the  mettle  of  the  competitors,  the  combal 
was  to  be  aVoutrance.  In  plain  English,  they  were  to  "**  fight  it  outf* 
an  announcement  whidh  caused  many  of  the  knights  to  turn  pale,  and 
several,  amongst  whom,  alas !  t^as  our  fnend  Sir  Egbert,  became  suddeo^ 
indisposed,  and  expressing  themselves  to  be  too  unwell  to  fight  dltft  "dat, 
took  an  early  opportunity  of  going  home. 


SADDLEBACK.  107 

The  trumpets  sounded  for  the  second  time ;  and  at  each  extremity  of 
the  Usta  appeared  a  momited  knight,  armed  cap  dpiecL 

At  a  tmrd  hUst  of  the  trumpets  the  knighta  set  spurs  to  their  horses, 
and  putting  their  lances  in  rest,  bounded  towards  each  oUier.  A  cloud 
of  dust  enyeloped  them,  and  when  it  cleared  away,  one  of  the  combatants 
was  observed  stretched  on  the  ground,  whilst  the  other  was  careering  on 
to  the  end  of  the  lists,  tuggbg  hard  at  his  bridle.  The  gentleman  on 
the  ground  was  the  Baron  GUbert  Heart-of-Oak,  thus  cut  down  in  his 
prime  by  Sir  Andrew  Battleaxe. 

Sir  Raginald  Front-of*Beef  and  Sir  Alfred  Stoneslmger  next  presented 
themselves,  and  ran  a  course,  in  which  Sir  Alfred  received  a  grievous 
blow  on  the  helm  from  Sir  Regfinald,  which  so  bewildered  his  £Eiculties  as 
to  render  him  non  compos  for  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

The  sport  continued  in  this  manner  until  late  in  the  afternoon,  when 
the  combatants  were  reduced  to  two,  the  bold  Sir  Andrew  Battleaxe  and 
a  stranger  knight  of  colossal  proportions,  clothed  in  a  suit  of  coal-black  ar- 
mour, with  a  raven's  plume  surmounting  his  casque,  which,  from  the  jaunty 
way  in  which  it  carried  itself,  had  evident  pretensions  to  be  considered  a 
casque  of  ^irit.  A  huge  black  stallion,  with  flaming  eyes,  bore  the 
dusky  knight,  and  pounded  the  ground  with  unceasing  strokes,  as  though 
asserting  Ms  master's  invincibility. 

Both  knights  had  overcome  six  antagonists,  and  the  betting  was  even 
on  them  ;  Sir  Andrew's  well-earned  fame  balancing  the  prodigious  size 
and  strength  of  his  adversary. 

The  signal  was  given,  and  with  whirlwind  speed  the  noble  horses 
sprung  from  their  stations.  The  ground  trembled  with  the  shook.  Both 
linoes  were  shivered,  but  the  knights  swept  on  unharmed.  They  re- 
turned on  the  course,  and  battle-axe  in  hand  rushed  on  each  other. 
Alas !  for  poor  Sir  Andrew ! — with  resistless  force  the  dark  kniffht  beat 
down  his  guard,  and  by  a  mighty  blow  drove  him  from  his  saddle  to  the 
ground,  where  he  lay  without  motion. 

The  trumpets  proclaimed  the  stranger  victor  of  the  day;  and  Sir 
Andrew  was  carried  to  his  tent,  where,  on  examination,  his  skull  was 
found  to  be  fractured,  and  the  leeches  shook  their  heads  ominously. 

liie  victor  was  conducted  to  the  pavilion,  at  the  entrance  to  which  he 
was  met  by  the  baron,  who  craved  his  name  and  quality. 

He  raised  his  vizor. 

The  poor  baron  tumbled  backwards,  and  a  loud  shriek  burst  from  the 
lips  of  ttar  Maud,  echoed  by  all  the  ladies  of  her  company.  And  no 
wonder* 

The  open  vizor  disclosed  a  countenance  of  most  villanous  appearance  ; 
a  skin  of  a  deep  tawny  hue ;  an  eye — only  one — ^bloodshot,  and  with  a 
liideoni  squint ;  a  nose  of  negro  build,  ornamented  with  a  sabre-cut  across 
the  bridge  ;  and  a  mouth  ! — did  you  ever  see  a  wild  boar,  reader  ?---if 
80,  you  have  it  without  description.  He  spoke,  and  his  voice  was  like 
the  msty  clanging  of  a  portcullis  chain. 

'*  My  name  is  Sir  Horribly  Furious ;  a  knight  of  fortune  I  am,  and  a 
fortunate  knight  to  win  so  fair  a  prize ;"  and  he  made  a  vain  attempt  at 
a  bow. 

The  baron,  aghast  at  this  unexpected  result  of  his  grand  experiment, 
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stammered  forth  a  few  words,  to  the  effect  that  he  was  glad  to  make  his 
acquaintance  [which  was  not  true],  and  hoped  to  have  his  company  to 
dinner — an  invitation  which  the  knight  somewhat  boisterously  accepted, 
thereby  leading  to  the  inference  that  dining  was  not  an  every-day  occur- 
rence with  him. 

The  company  left  the  lists,  and  wended  to  the  castle,  all  in  most  sor- 
rowful humour,  except  Sir  Horribly  Furious,  who  seemed  greatly  to  enjoy 
the  sensation  he  had  made. 

The  evening  passed  off  miserably.  The  baron  had  lost  his  spirits ;  his 
daughter  was  in  despair ;  and  the  rest  of  the  company  were  afflicted  with 
unusual  depression,  for  the  ponderous  knight  sat  heavy  on  them  all — 
metaphorically,  of  course.  He  alone  showed  signs  of  enjoyment;  he 
laughed  and  sang — such  songs! — and  drank  the  baron's  ale  ;  made  vile 
puns,  and  did  other  unseemly  things  natural  to  a  man  of  his  capacity. 
Every  now  and  then  he  addressed  himself  to  the  fair  Maud,  at  the  same 
time  favouring  her  with  a  glance  of  amorous  tendency,  which,  however, 
lost  considerably  of  its  effect  from  his  deranged  optic  throwing  it  very 
wide  of  the  mark.  Bed-time  came  as  a  relief  to  all ;  but  the  only  person 
who  got  a  sound  night's  rest  was  Sir  Horribly  Furious. 

On  the  following  morning,  not  receiving  any  advances  from  the  baron, 
he  gave  him  a  gentle  hint.  He  quietly  asked  when  the  wedding-day 
was  to  be. 

The  baron  tried  to  evade  the  question,  but  without  effect.  He  ^en 
endeavoured  to  laugh  it  off,  and  spoke  of  the  whole  affair  as  a  joke, 
which  was,  however,  not  appreciated  by  the  knight,  who  swore  that  he 
had  given  his  word,  and  must  keep  it.  He  had  won  his  daughter,  and  he 
would  have  her.  The  baron,  thus  penned  up  in  a  corner,  said  he'd  go 
and  ask  her — and  away  he  went,  to  the  astonishment  of  Sir  Horribly, 
who  could  not  understand  the  necessity  of  such  a  preliminary. 

The  fair  Maud  flatly  refused  to  consent  to  any  arrangement  by  which 
the  '^  hideous  monster,"  as  she  termed  him,  should  be  brought  into  con- 
nexion with  her.  Her  words  were  melted  in  her  tears,  for  poor  little 
Maud's  heart,  what  between  the  abandonment  of  one  lover  and  the  un- 
pleasant prospect  of  the  other,  was  almost  broken.  '*  Death,  death,"  she 
said,  with  a  yery  uncertain  notion  thereof,  "  would  be  preferable  to  such 
a  fate.*' 

Such  was  the  answer,  couched  in  somewhat  more  Chesterfieldian  terms, 
which  the  knight  received. 

He  was  dreadfully  enraged,  and  swore  huge  oaths,  such  as  astonished 
even  the  old  baron,  himself  accounted  a  proficient  in  that  accomplishment 
Fair  Maud  was,  however,  firm,  and  the  baron  even  firmer,  and  he  went 
so  far  as  to  give  Sir  Horribly  an  hoiir's  notice  to  quit  the  castle. 

Sir  Horribly  thereupon  said  he  would  appeal  to  the  king,  which  the 
baron  said  he  might  do,  and  he  would  be  there  as  respondent. 

To  the  king  they  went ;  and  when  his  majesty  had  listened  to  their 
tale,  he  declared  it  a  very  foolish  piece  of  business,  and  he  hardly  knew 
what  to  say,  but  would  ask  his  jester,  who  was  more  qualified  to  give 
an  opinion  on  such  a  matter. 

The  jester  was  accordingly  sent  for,  and  on  being  informed  of  the 
particulars,  he  was  observed  to  laugh  heartily — an  unusual  circumstance 
— in  which  he  was  joined  by  the  king  and  his  courtiers.     He  then  put 
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on  a  very  sagacious  countenance,  which  he  always  carried  about  with  him 
ready  for  such  occasions,  and  proceeded  to  deliver  his  decision. 

**  The  fiicts  of  this  case,  from  the  evidence  before  the  court,  appear  to 
be  these.  You,  Baron  Thunderton,  did  appoint  a  tourney  or  joust  to  be 
held  at  your  castle  of  Saddleback,  upon  a  certain  day  in  June,  at  which 
said  tourney,  you,  the  said  baron,  did  offer  as  a  prize  to  the  victor  the 
hand  of  your  ^ughter,  the  fair  Maud  here  present." 

The  baron.—"  I  did." 

The  absurd  judge. — *'  You,  the  said  Horribly  Furious,  having  over- 
come seven  knights  in  the  tourney  aforesaid,  were  declared  the  victor." 

Sir  Horribly. — **  I  was." 

The  absmxi  judge. — "  Then,  in  the  opinion  of  this  court,  you  are  fully 
entitled  to  the  prize  named  as  aforesaid." 

Sir  Horribly,  who  had  anticipated  Shakspeare. — "  O  upright  judge! 
Most  wise  judge  I** 

The  absurd  judge. — "  You  may,  therefore,  take  the  prize  so  offered, 
and  by  you  so  gained ;  but  inasmuch  as  the  lady  aforesaid  does  refuse  to 
surrender  to  you  the  person  to  which  the  said  hand  is  attached,  it  will  be 
requisite  to  sever  it  from  her  body.  As  that  cannot  be  done  without 
serious  hurt  and  danger  to  the  life  of  the  said  fair  Maud — which  Heaven 
forbid! — the  court  holds  that  the  contract  does  stand  over  until  such 
time  as  the  f&ir  Maud  does  cease  to  live,  when  the  hand  shall  be  dis- 
severed from  her  body,  and  be  delivered  to  you,  the  said  Sir  Horribly 
Furious,  your  heirs  or  assigns,  as  the  case  may  then  be.  And  such  is  our 
judgment.** 

At  this  unlooked-for  termination  of  the  absurd  judge's  speech.  Sir 
Horribly  Furious  became  very  purple,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  pre- 
sence of  the  king,  would  decidedly  have  committed  a  '^  contempt  of 
court."  He,  however,  ventured  to  appeal  against  the  decision  to  his 
majesty ;  but  he  rather  warmly  expressed  his  satisfaction  at  it,  and  hinted 
that  the  less  Sir  Horribly  said  the  better.  So  the  latter  shortly  after 
sneaked  away,  and  was  never  seen  at  court  again. 

The  baron  and  his  daughter  were,  as  may  well  be  imagined,  highly 
delighted,  and  the  former  immediately  invited  the  jester  to  a  week's 
shooting  at  his  castle.  The  jester,  however,  having  heard  of  folly  being 
*^  shot  as  it  flies,"  courteously  declined. 

The  baron  then  made  his  obeisance  to  the  king,  who  addressed  him  as 
follows: 

"  Sir  Baron,  you  owe  to  the  wisdom  of  this  most  upright  judge  your 
escape  ^m  the  consequences  of  a  most  foolish  proceeding.  Mind  and 
don't  do  so  any  more.  If  you  want  a  husband  for  your  daughter,  bring 
her  to  court,  and  lead  her  into  society,  which  means  you  will  find  more 
conducive  to  that  end  than  a  silly  tournament." 

The  baron  thanked  his  majesty,  and  promised  to  attend  to  his  sugges- 
tbn.  He  and  his  daughter  then  took  their  departure;  and  the  old 
funily  chronicles  relate  that,  by  following  the  king's  advice,  the  fair 
Maud  obtained  at  last  a  good  husband,  who  not  only  neld  her  possessions 
with  a  firm  hand,  but  added  largely  to  them  ;  and  she  and  her  husband 
fived  long  and  happily,  and  died  lamented  by  a  numerous  fiunily  and  a 
Isrge  drcle  of  friends. 
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Chapter  XL. 

Meek  maiden  innooence,  a  prey 
To  love-pretending  snares. 

Burns. 

Feeling  so  ill  and  exhausted  that  she  was  scarcely  able  to  undress 
herself  Florence  sought  her  pillow ;  but  feverish  and  restless,  it  was  nearly 
two  hours  before  she  at  length  sunk  into  a  heavy  though  unquiet 
slumber.  She  had  slept  about  twenty  minutes,  when  some  one,  with  no 
gentle  hand,  shook  her  by  the  shoulder.  The  sensation  mingled  with  a 
wretched  dream,  in  whicn  she  fiancied  herself  again  in  the  presence  of 
Admiral  Harding,  in  a  room  from  which,  try  as  she  would,  she  found  it 
impossible  to  escape. 

"  Oh !  in  pity,  in  mercy,''  she  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  of  suffering  and 
terror,  "  do  not,  do  not  shake  me  so  violently.  It  is  cruel — cruel — un« 
manly " 

"  Why,  who  in  the  world  do  you  take  me  for  ?"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  in 
a  sharp  voice,  enforcing  her  words  with  another  shake.  "  Bouth  your- 
thelf,  Mith  Hamilton.  How  can  you  bear  to  lie  thleepin^  comfortably  in 
your  bed  when  Lady  Theagrove  is  in  the  most  imminent  danger,  perhapth 
dying." 

"  What  1"  cried  Florence,  starting  up,  and  fixing  her  eyes  on  the 
q>eaker  with  an  expression  of  horror,  while  her  heart  beat  almost 
audibly,  '*  do  I  hear  aright  ?" 

<<  I  don't  know  what  you  hear,  Mth  Hamilton,"  said  Miss  Trimmer,  with 
an  angry  sneer,  ^^  but  what  I  thay  is  that  Lady  Theagrove  is  dreadfully 
ill — dying,  and  withes  to  thee  you  before  she  ^^pires." 

'*  Good  God !"  faltered  Florence,  who  was  now  standing  beside  bar, 
endeavouring  to  support  her  trembling  limbs  by  leaning  on  uie  back  of  a 
chair,  "  what  shall  I  do  ?  Tell  Lady  Seagrove,"  she  added,  reoovering 
the  (innness  and  presence  of  mind  which  never  long  deserted  her,  *'  that  I 
will  come  to  her  instantly." 

''What  is  the  matter?"  said  a  soft  voice,  and  Gertrude  Mumferd, 
partly  dressed,  appeared  at  the  door. 

''  Go  back  to  bed,  Mith  Mumford,"  said  Miss  Trunmer,  waving  her 
band. 

"  No,  noy  Gertrude  I"  cried  Florence,  wildly ;  "  stay  here  with  m^ 
Lady  Seagrove  is  dreadfully  ill,  and  I — ^I  am  distracted." 

Her  friend  was  instantly  at  her  side  with  kind  and  soothing  words. 

**  Sit  down,  dear  Florence,  for  an  instant  in  this  ana-chair,''  sftfd 
Gertrude,  placing  her  in  it,  ''  and  I  will  give  you  a  little  wiiter.  Sk^ 
will  oome  ia  a  moment,"  added  Gertrude,  to  Miss  Trimmer,  observjug  lihuit 
that  lady's  ipreseooe  seemed  to  make  Florence  worse,  ''if  you  wiU  laaft 
her  to  me." 

Miss  Trimmer  withdrew,  and  in  a  few  moments  Florence,  having  be- 
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coma  ioioewi^t  (^tlmer^  dressed  hastily,  vit|;i  the  assistanoe  of  Gertrude, 
who  then  aceompaoied  her  to  Lady  Seagroye's  room. 

**  Do  not  leave  me,"  said  Florence,  faintly,  to  Gertrude,  as  they  paired 
for  ma  instant  M  th^  door. 

''  Not  for  the  world,  dear  Florence,"  said  her  coinpi^nioKi)  kind^  -^  and 
the  two  girls  entered  together. 

They  found  Admiral  Hft^ding  and  Sir  Rahert  Crayep  in  the  room ;  ih% 
former  pacing  backwards  and  forwards  with  his  eyes  fi^^ed  on  the  ground, 
and  the  latter  stj^iding  in  QKH>dy  silence  near  a  lahle  \  while  luliiis  Trim- 
mer, with  her  hands  before  her  fisice,  weepiii^  and  sohhix^  vioWntlys  sa| 
in  a  chair  beside  the  bed  of  L|^y  Sf^grove,  the  lawer  Pi^  ^  whose  face 
was  hid  by  a  pocket-haQdkerohief,  although  agitation  had  rendeied  her 
pale  enough  to  si^pport  the  id^a  of  iUnees^  especially  whep  the  effect  was 
aided  by  the  feehW  rays  of  a  night-lamp,  which  waa  ^e  09^  light  in  the 
reom^  On  f'kM^nce's  entrance^  Admiral  Heading  af^troeohed  apd  whis- 
pered to  his  sister. 

"  Desire  Robert  to  lead  Florence  to  me«*'  said  I^ady  Seagr^ve^  in  a 
feeble  voice. 

Sir  Robert  upon  this  went  up  to  Florence,  who  stood  motionless  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  leaning  on  Gertrude,  and  who,  notwithstanding  her  grief 
and  agitation^  loolied  very  lovely  ;  the  long,  rich,  dark  tresses,  she  had 
not  stayed  to  fasten  up,  falling  over  her  shoulders,  find  contrasting  well 
with  the  gracefiil  white  dressing-gown  which  enveloped  her  %ure.  On 
seeing  Craven  advance,  she  sprung  forward,  and  hefo|«  he  CQuld  offer  her 
his  ha^d,  was  by  Lady  Seagroye's  side«  inquiring  eeirnestly  what  she 
could  do  for  her. 

*^  Nothing,  than^  you,  my  dear,"  was  the  reply.  '^  I  am  too  ill  for 
ai^thing  to  do  me  good." 

Miss  Trimmer  burst  into  a  violent  paroxysm  of  sobs. 

^'  Has  a  ipedical  man  heen  sent  for  ?"  asked  Florence  of  those  arqund. 

^<  Yeth,"  answered  Mim  Trimmer,  <*  although  poor  Lady  Theagiov^ 
thaid  that  it  wath  no  uth." 

(4ady  Seagrove  heoki^ed  to  her  brother,  and  ^hii^pered  something  that 
was  inaudible  to  every  one  else. 

"  Your  dying  friend  and  guardian,"  said  th«  adn^iial,  tuvfLilig  to 
Florence,  with  less  of  sternness  in  his  manner  than  he  usually  4Up)ayed 
tQwfvds  her,  ^*  wishes  to  kno^r  whether  you  will  eomply  with  the  last 
ifqueft  she  will  ever  pal^e  you  ?" 

"  Dear  Lady  Seagrove,"  cried  Florence,  "  do  not  say  the  last." 

<^  Hush,  hush  !*'  said  the  admiral,  iippatiently  |  *^  4^  not  waste  tiine  in 
Baking  childish  speeches,  but  answer  what  is  said  to  yon.  WiU  jo^ 
pfomisa  to  eoinply  with  her  request  ?*' 

Florence  tiirned  from  him  with  ill^^oneealed  ^version^  a^»  addressing 
herself  to  Lady  Seagrove,  said  gently,  ''  Tell  me  what,  it  is,  dear  L%4y 
8fi^groye?" 

<<  Promise  fifst,"  said  the  admiral,  harsUjt 

"  Tell  me,"  pursued  Florence,  refolved  Pot  to  heed  him,  '*  and  bfi 
imied,  that  if " 

«  If  r  intemipted  the  adnural  "  -(jf  to  a  dying  pariw>  %Rd  tbftt  peir^ 
son  her  best  friend  ! — Monstrous !" 

«^  WiU  yon  proi»iWi  nqy  tpYt?"  «d  thf>  fial|  fe^y, 
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<^  Forgive  me,"  said  Florence,  who  could  not  help  feeling  a  presenti- 
ment  as  to  what  the  request  concerned — "  forgive  me,  hut,  oh !  do  not — 
do  not  ask  me  !" 

"  Oh,  you  cruel — cruel — cruel  girl !"  ejaculated  Miss  Trimmer,  with  a 
convulsive  soh  hetween  each  word. 

*'  For  shame  !"  said  the  shrill  voice  of  Miss  Craven,  who  had  just 
entered  the  room,  and  who,  with  the  exception  of  the  two  girls,  was  the 
only  person  present  not  in  the  secret. 

*^  Speak,  dear  Lady  Seag^ve,"  said  Florence,  *'  and  be  assured  that  if 
I  can  comply,  consistently  with—" 

Shepaused,  not  knowing  how  to  proceed. 

*'  With  your  own  inclinations,"  sneered  the  admiral. 

<*  For  E(eaven's  sake,"  said  Florence,  turning  to  him,  '^  be  silent,  and 
suffer  me  to  speak  with  her  for  a  few  moments  uninterrupted  by  you." 

Miss  Trimmer  was  here  heard  to  sob  out  the  words,  ^*  Prethumptuonth 
—impertinent — ^hard-hearted !" 

<'  Once  more,"  said  Lady  Seagrove,  in  a  tremulous  and  agitated  voice, 
"  will  you  promise  ?" 

'^  Alas,  alas !  I  cannot,"  said  Florence.  '<  It  may  not  be  in  my 
power." 

'*  But  I  can  tell  you  it  is  in  your  power,"  growled  the  admiral. 

'*  Then  you  are  aware  what  is  the  request  she  is  going  to  make  me," 
said  Florence,  fixing  her  eyes  on  him.  **  Perhaps,"  she  added,  *'  it  n 
made  at  your  suggestion." 

The  admiral  muttered  an  oath,  and  then,  his  face  white  with  rage,  ex- 
claimed, 

"  Insolent  girl !  I  only  tell  you  what  you  ought  yourself  to  feel  con- 
vinced of — that  my  sister  woula  not  ask  you  to  do  anything  that  was  not 
in  your  power." 

Distressed  beyond  measure  at  the  cruel  situation  in  which  she  was 
placed,  Florence  bent  down  and  whispered  faintly  to  Lady  Seagrove,  "  I 
will  promise  feiithfully  anything  but  to  marry  Sir  Robert  Craven." 

Lady  Seagrove  groaned,  and,  looking  towards  her  brother,  said, 
"  She  refuses." 

*^  Refuses  what  ?"  said  that  gentleman. 

"  To  accept  my  nephew." 

Sir  Robert,  who  had  all  the  time  remained  at  some  distance  without 
•peaking,  turned  away  on  hearing  these  words,  and  strode  out  of  the 
room. 

All  present,  excepting  Gertrude,  who  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  pale, 
and  trembling  with  grief  for  her  friend's  trpnc^  situation  and  her  own 
inability  to  help  her,  now  beset  Florence  with  a  host  of  reproaches,  argu- 
ments, and  entreaties.  Half  distracted,  she  turned  from  them,  and, 
addressing  Lady  Seagrove,  said, 

'*  You  know  not  how  much  it  costs  me  to  deny  a  request  of  yours,  made 
under  such  circumstances.  But,  oh !  I  am  sure,  if  you  were  iminfluenoed 
by  others,  your  own  kind  heart  would  not  suffer  you  to  make  the  request 
winch  you  call  your  last — ^though  God  grant  you  are  mistaken  ! — one,  to 
perform  which  would  make  her  you  have  ever  treated  with  the  fondness 
of  a  parent  miserable  for  life." 

In  justice  to  Lady  Seagrove,  it  must  be  told  that  she  was  to  affected 
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bj  this  appeal^  that,  had  it  not  been  for  her  dread  of  her  brother's  and 
nephew's  anger,  she  would  hare  g^ven  up  the  point  at  once  and  for  ever ; 
but  instead  of  that,  she  was  obliged,  in  accordance  with  the  lesson  she  had 
been  taught,  to  tell  the  almost  heart-broken  girl  that  she  perceived  she 
did  not  love  her,  and  to  bid  Florence  quit  her  presence,  never  to  enter  it 
again. 

"What!  drive  me  away  from  you  at  such  a  time!**  cried  Florence, 
with  a  look  of  agony.  "  Surely,  surely,  you  cannot  be  in  earnest !  You 
cannot,  cannot  think  I  do  not  love  you — I,  who  would  gladly  lay  down 
my  life  for  you.  Oh !  unsay — on  my  knees  I  implore  you — unsay  those 
cruel  words.*' 

She  flung  herself  on  her  knees  by  the  bedside,  and  buried  her  face  in 
ber  hands.  Admiral  Harding  took  the  opportunity  to  give  his  sister  a 
stem  look,  whose  meaning  she  well  understood. 

"  Yes,  Florence,"  she  replied,  ''  I  am  in  earnest.  Rise  and  leave  me 
instantly ;  I  will  not  speak  to  you  again." 

About  a  minute  passed,  and  still  Florence  continued  kneeling. 

"  Do  you  not  hear  ?"  said  the  admiral.  But  Florence  made  no  reply. 
**  Are  you  deaf?"  said  he,  angrily,  after  another  short  silence. 

Still  Florence  did  not  move. 

"  Well,  if  you  will  not  rise  of  yourself,  I  must  assist  you,"  said  the 
admiral,  rabing  her  as  he  spoke  from  her  kneeling  position.  He  placed 
her  on  her  fee^  and  spoke  sharply  to  her,  but  her  head  drooped,  and  she 
heard  not  his  words.  She  had  fainted.  Shocked  and  alarmed  at  the 
deadly  paleness  that  overspread  her  features,  he  placed  her  on  a  couch, 
and  all  present  sought  to  restore  her ;  but  her  swoon  lasted  so  long  that 
they  all  began  to  be  seriously  alarmed,  especially  Lady  Seagrove,  who 
wept  so  bitterly  that  Harding,  fearful  she  should  betray  the  plot  to  Miss 
Craven  by  too  rapid  a  recovery,  had  the  still  insensible  Florence  carried 
into  her  own  room,  and  sent  bstck  Miss  Trimmer  with  a  false  report  that 
she  had  revived  from  her  fainting  fit. 

'^Had  not  the  doctor  we  sent  for  to  Lady  Theagrove,  better  see 
Florenth,  admiral  ?"  said  Miss  Trimmer. 

"  Certainly,"  he  answered. 

*^  Afier  he  has  seen  Lady  Seagrove,"  said  Miss  Craven. 

*'  Lady  Seag^ve,"  observed  Gertrude,  *'  says  that  he  can  do  nothing 
for  her,  and  that  she  will  not  see  him." 

^'  She  is  right,"  said  the  admiral,  solemnly.  *'  Lady  Seagrove's  dis- 
order is  better  left  to  nature.  Order  the  medical  man  to  be  shown  to 
Hiss  Hamilton's  room  instantly,  and  let  me  speak  to  him  afterwards." 

With  considerable  difficulty  die  medical  man  succeeded  in  restoring 
Florence  to  her  senses ;  but  he  told  the  admiral  that  it  was  absolutely 
necessary  she  should  be  kept  quite  quiet,  as  any  agitation,  by  producing 
%  relapse,  might  bring  on  serious  ill  effects.  He  g^ve  her  a  composing 
draught,  and  before  long,  thoroughly  worn  out  both  in  mind  and  body, 
she  sunk  into  a  deep  sleep,  with  Gertrude  watching  beside  her. 
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Chaptee  XLI. 

To  make  that  lore  the  fuel 
Of  the  mind'f  hell— hate,  bcovd,  remorse,  deapiMr. 

*'  And  pray,"  said  Femberton,  the  next  morning,  when  he  had  list^o^d 
to  a  modified  version  of  the  events  of  the  night — "pray  what  it  the 
nature  of  Lady  Seagrove's  complaint?" 

Every  one  looked  perplexed,  except  the  admiral,  who,  with  a  soUdoMI 
shake  of  the  head,  answered, 

<*  The  heart,  Mr.  Femberton." 

*^  Is  she  subject  to  such  attacks  ?"  asked  Femberton. 

The  admird  did  not  immediately  reply,  and  PembertoQ  inquired  ffttr 
Florence. 

"She  ith  athleep,"  answered  Miss  Trimmer.  <^The  piedical  man 
dethired  she  should  on  no  account  be  woke.'' 

^<  And  Miss  Gertrude,  I  hope  she  is  not  indisposed  ?'' 

"  No,  thank  you  ;  but  she  was  so  fatigued  with  being  up  ali^ett  all 
night  with  Florenth,  that  she  ia  now  taking  a  few  hourth  rethti'' 

Florence  slept  on  until  past  noon,  when  she  awoke  much  refireahed, 
though  very  weak  aud  languid.  She  was  much  affected  by  reoeiving  a 
note  from  Lady  Seagrove,  which  was  written  hurriedly,  and  in  pencili 
and  conveyed  to  her  by  Gertrude,  for  whom  Lady  Seagprove  sent,  abf 
being,  in  her  character  of  invalid,  still  in  bed.     It  was  aa  foUqwa ; 

"  DsAR  Flok£VC£— -I  am  not  angry  with  you,  though  I  waa  ol^Uged 
to  appear  so  laat  night.  Forgive  me  for  my  harshness,  and  belieye  xiie 
you  shall  not  be  tormented  any  more  about  thia  marriage  if  I  can  prevent 
it.  Keep  up  your  apirita,  and  for  Heaven'a  aake  bum  this  as  soon  ask 
you  have  read  it. 

"  Your  affectionate  friend, 

«  SL  8." 

With  a  lighter  heart  than  had  been  hera  for  many  dayai  f  lorenoe 
descended  to  the  drawing-room  a  little  before  dinner.  All  the  pitrty, 
with  the  exception  of  I^y  Seagrove,  were  assembled  there,  and  ahe 
observed  that  every  one  seemed  to  be,  for  somp  reason  or  otheri  aoftfnei 
towarda  her,  Miaa  Craven's  manner  had  lost  half  its  usual  a^qperity ; 
Sir  Robert  abstained  from  p^jrsecuting  her  with  bis  attantiomb  apeakiiif 
in  a  low  and  gentle  voice  when  be  didaddreaa  her,  which  waa  but  aeldoim 
and  eveu  the  admiral  came  up  and  inquired  with  aome  ahow  of  intereat 
how  ahe  waa,  and  begged  her  to  be  oareful  not  to  over-^exert  har^^. 
Miaa  Trimmer  waa  profuse  in  kind  speeches  and  attentiona,  but  Flafsenoa 
could  perceive  through  them  all  that  she  had  not  forgotten  the  wordi  of 
last  night,  and  that  her  courtesy  waa  only  a  covenng  to  her  diaUlia. 
There  was  a  kindneas  in  Femberton'a  manner  towarda  her,  and  an  ^of^ 

Eression  of  interest  and  sympathy  in  his  face,  that  touched  her  to  the 
eart.  The  evening  passed  by  no  means  unpleasantly,  and  when  ahe 
retired  to  rest  at  an  early  hour,  she  owned  to  Gertrude,  that  were  it  not 
for  the  vague  dread  she  could  not  help  feeling  lest  the  admiral  should 
really  perform  the  threat  he  had  held  out,  of  suffering  Sir  Robert  to 
carry  her  off,  she  should  be  tolerably  happy. 


*^  I  cannot  thinly"  iaid  Gertrude,  *^  that  you  need  be  under  apprehen- 
sions  on  that  score.     They  surely  would  not  dare  do  such  a  thing," 

<'  Sometimei  I  think  not,"  answered  Florence^  <<  but  at  others  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  my  fears  are  by  no  means  groundless;  and  that 
perhaps  this  unusual  kindness — I  do  not  mean  to  inolude  Lady  Seagrove's, 
tor  I  feel  certain  that  she  is  sincere— is  merely  assumed  to  lull  me  into  a 
fidse  security." 

« I  do  not  believe/'  said  Gertrude,  hesitating  a  little,  ^'  that  they  would, 
at  any  rate,  dare  attempt  it  while  Mr.  Pemberton  is  here." 

'*  No,"  said  Florence ;  <<  that  thought  has  consoled  me  before  now,  and 
I  live  in  hope  that  a  week  more  of  inflexibility  on  my  part  will  weary  out 
Sir  Robert  s  patience,  and  cure  him  of  his  likmg  for  me ;  that  he  will  put 
the  hint  of  deserting  me  and  marrying  another,  which  he  threw  out  the 
last  time  I  refused  him,  into  execution ;  and  that  I  shall  thus  be  freed 
from  his  persecution  for  ever." 

During  the  next  two  days,  Florence  several  times  surprised  the  admiral 
and  Craven  in  earnest  but  whispered  conference,  whion  her  appearance 
always  put  a  stop  to  ;  and  she  thought  she  observed  a  slight  shade  of  em* 
barrassment  in  the  manner  of  each  on  these  occasions.  This  excited  her 
suspicions,  and  she  grew  nervous  and  anxious.  Although  somewhat 
better,  she  was  very  {ta  from  well  in  health,  and  now  every  sudden  noise, 
or  even  the  unexpected  entrance  of  a  person,  would  make  her  start  and 
tremble. 

One  day,  the  third  after  the  unsuccessful  performance  of  the  plot  just 
related,  Pemberton,  happening  to  come  somewhat  hastily  into  the 
room  where  she  was  sitting  alone,  was  struck  with  the  discomposure  this 
eirounostance  occasioned  her.  On  his  remarking  it,  she  gladly  took  the 
opportunity  of  telling  her  fears  and  their  cause. 

*'  I  thinK,''  he  said,  when  he  had  listened  attentively,  ^'  that  yon  need 
not  be  uneasy  ;  and  I  will  tell  you  why.  Craven,  who  often  favours  me 
with  his  conndence,  told  me  this  morning  that  he  was  now  convinced  you 
were  inexorable,  and  had  therefore  resolved  to  g^ve  up  all  hope  of  your 
hand,  at  any  rate  for  the  present ;  that  he  could  perhaps  renew  his  suit 
at  some  future  time,  when  you  might  be  touched  by  his  faith  and  con* 
•tancy,  supposing,  in  the  mean  whUe,  he  bad  not  been  tempted  to  marry 
lome  one  else,  which  he  thought  not  improbable.  I,  of  course,  applauded 
his  spirit,  quizzed  him  a  little  about  being  a  rejected  lover  so  long,  and 
fpminded  lum  that  there  were  many  girls  who  would  be  proud  to  be  his 
wife." 

*'  Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you,"  cried  Florence.  ''  You  have  almost  set 
my  mind  at  ease." 

*'  Why  pot  quite  ?"  asked  Pemberton,  kindly. 

"  BecAuse — because-  i**  said  Florence,  hesitating.  '^  I  hardly  know 
why — some  sudden  freak,  some  suggestion  of  the  admiral's,  who,  offended 
by  my  obstinacy,  as  he  terms  it,  is,  I  know,  although  he  now  disg^uises  it, 
very  hitter  against  me." 

'*  But  the  admiral,  Craven  told  me,  has  changed  his  opinion  ;  that  is  to 
say,  he  thinks  you  have  proved  yourself  undeserving  of  so  good  a  match, 
and  advises  his  nephew  to  think  no  more  about  you." 

Florence  bad  only  just  time  to  repeat  her  thanks,  when  Lady  Sea«* 
grove  entered. 

Notwithstanding  these  astofwices^  she  still  did  not  fealqnita  ef^y,  and 
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it  was  in  vain  that  she  tried  to  argue  away  her  remaining  fears  as  foolish 
and  groundless. 

Lady  Seagrove,  distressed  at  her  pale  looks,  hegged  her  to  resume  the 
walks  hy  the  sea-shore,  which  she  had  lately  discontinued.  Florence  did 
not  immediately  reply ;  hut  Pemherton,  observing  her  hesitation,  and 
guessing  its  cause,  saia, 

*^  I  will  undertake  to  show  Miss  Hamilton  some  picturesque  views, 
which  will  compensate  for  the  trouble  and  fatigfue  of  walking,  if  she  will 
accept  my  escort." 

'*  A  double  inducement,"  said  Lady  Seagrove.  '*  Florence,  my  dear, 
will  it  not  tempt  you  ?" 

Florence  smiled  her  assent,  and  that  very  afternoon,  accompanied  by 
Gertrude  and  Femherton,  she  took  as  long  a  ramble  as  her  strength 
would  permit  For  several  days  they  went  out  regularly,  and  Florence 
now  looked  forward  to  these  walks  as  the  pleasantest  event  of  the  day. 

^'  Was  ever  anything  so  provoking  ?"  said  Craven  to  Admiral  Harding, 
the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  that  this  conversation  occurred.  "  Lady 
Seagrove  has  asked  Femherton  to  stay  with  us  till  our  return  to  Seagrove 
Hall,  which  you  know  is  to  take  place  next  Saturday,  in  consequence  of 
the  doctor's  saying  that  the  air  here  is  too  keen  for  Florence.  As  we  do 
not  dare  trust  my  aunt,  it  is  impossible  even  to  ask  her  to  make  any  ex- 
cuse for  letting  him  go  first ;  so  what  the  deuce  is  to  be  done  ?  I  had 
almost  made  up  my  mind  to  risk  the  attempt.** 

^*  My  good  fellow,'*  said  the  admiral,  *^  as  I  told  you  before,  it  is  quite 
absurd  to  make  such  a  terrible  bugbear  of  this  young  man.  He  is  not  in 
love  with  the  girl." 

"  But  a  man  for  whom  he  has  a  most  wonderfully  romantic  friendship 
is,"  said  Sir  Robert ;  '*  and  as  he  would  more  than  suspect  the  elopement 
was  against  her  will,  he  would  be  quite  ready  to  fight  her  battles.  Yes, 
and  he  would  fight  them  well,  too,  for  he  is  a  spirited  fellow  as  ever  was. 
Neither  of  my  aunts  would  head  a  vigorous  pursuit,  however  angry  they 
might  be.  They  would  work  themselves  into  a  state  of  violent  excitement 
and  hysterics,  and  send  off  the  servants  to  look  for  us,  but  servants  and 
women  I  do  not  care  a  rush  for." 

"  If  I  were  in  your  place,"  said  the  admiral,  *^  I  should  have  a  peculiar 
pleasure  in  carrying  away  the  young  lady  from  under  his  very  eyes.  It 
would  give  additional  zest  to  the  exploit." 

*^  Pshaw,  pshaw,"  said  Sir  Robert,  angrily ;  *^  I  incur  danger  enough 
by  braving  the  law,  and  becoming  liable  (under  the  most  lenient  view  of 
the  case)  to  three  years'  imprisonment,  with  hard  labour,  for  an  outrage 
on  the  liberty  of  Florence.  You  may  be  ignorant  of  the  law,  as  it  afiects 
forcible  abduction ;  but  I,  who  am  in  the  habit  of  sitting  on  grand  juries 
and  at  quarter-sessions,  can  tell  you  that  the  offence  is  punishable  by 
transportation  for  life." 

**  Who  would  prosecute  you,  foolish  boy?"  said  the  admiral.  "Not 
Lady  Seagrove — not  Florence,  if  you  were  once  fairly  married  to  her. 
Even  in  case  of  fiEulure,  your  near  relationship  to  her  guardian  would 
make  her  very  reluctant  to  disgrace  you.  Besides,  women  of  delicacn^ 
don't  like,  for  their  own  sakes,  to  make  their  affairs  public.  But  if 
you  have  a  spark  of  spirit,  energy,  or  contrivance,  you  will  not — yon 
cannot  fail." 

''Do  yoa  think  to?"  said  Sir  Robert,  eagerly. 
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*<  I  am  sure  of  it,"  answered  the  admiral.  '<  This  place,''  he  pursued, 
**poweaBos  a  combiuatioQ  of  advantages.  You  are  close  to  Scotland  ;  no 
one  knows  you  ;  the  roads  are  solitary.  While  at  Seagrove  Hall,  or 
indeed  almost  anywhere  else " 

•*  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Sir  Robert,  impatiently  ;  "  of  course.  No- 
body, out  of  Bedlam,  would  think  of  forcibly  running  off  with  a 
woman  finom  Seagrove  Hall.  It  is  insane  enough  to  attempt  it  from 
here.     However,  it  must  be  now  or  never." 

'*  That's  clear,"  said  Harding.  "  You  must  make  up  your  mind 
to-day." 

*'  Being  so  madly  in  love  with  the  girl,"  said  Craven,  "  and  feeling, 

u  I  do,  that  I  can  never  be  happy  without  her,  I "  he  paused  some 

moments,  and  then  said,  resolutely — '^  I  have  made  up  my  mind.  I  will 
hazard  all  risks.  Come,  let  us  walk  out  where  we  may  be  secure  from 
interruption  or  listeners,  and  discuss  our  plans  fully.  The  elopement 
must  come  off  the  day  before  that  fixed  for  our  departure.  Let  me  see — 
this  is  Tuesday.     We  have  only  two  whole  days  to  arrange  everything." 


OUR      TOWN. 

BY   C.    ANTHONY. 

Our  town  is  delightfully  situated  in  a  golden  valley,  watered  by  one 
of  the  most  beautiful  rivers  in  England.  It  is  true  we  are  some  long 
distance  from  railways,  and  rather  a  century  behind  other  people,  but  we 
are  fond  of  old-fashioned  ways  and  old-fashioned  things,  and  we  look 

rn  *'  Reform''  and  ^*  Free-trade"  as  highly  dangerous,  and  opposed  to 
rch  and  state.  We  know  ill-natured  remarks  have  been  made  about 
us,  "  That  we  have  gone  to  sleep,"  "  That  the  world  has  left  us  behind," 
he.  &c,  with  sundry  other  encomiums  which  we  do  not  regard.  It  is 
true  our  golden  days  of  posting  are  over,  and  we  know  we  have  less 
coaches  running  through  than  formerly.  But  we  are  not  a  whit  the  less 
prosperous,  as  any  one  could  tell  who  had  known  us  in  those  palmy  days. 
It  is  said  that  ''  our  town"  has  not  grown  for  these  many  years,  and  that 
it  is  the  same  size  now  as  it  was  in  the  days  of  our  forefathers,  who  sleep 
peacefully  in  the  churchyard  ;  but  then  it  has  not  shrunk  any,  and  if  we 
are  not  progressing,  we  are  not  retrograding.  Neither  do  we  love  this 
progress  in  our  hearts,  for  our  gentry  tell  us  that  it  smacks  of  steam- 
engines  and  rebellion. 

We  do  confess  we  are  rather  overdone  with  young  ladies  and  old  maids, 
for  when  our  youth  grow  up  to  men's  estate,  they  leave  us,  as  they  cannot 
procure  a  livelihood  in  our  small  town,  either  by  profession  or  trade. 
As  old  maids  preponderate,  this  accoimts  for  scandal  doing  the  same  ; 
and  we  know  there  is  not  a  tea-table  in  our  town  but  is  well  acquainted 
with,  and  talks  over,  the  business  and  doings  of  every  inhabitant.  They 
tay  we  are  overdone  with  lawyers  too,  who  fatten  on  the  poor  farmers  ; 
they  compare  them  to  the  lions  and  the  jackals.  They  say  the  lions  are 
the  few  who  take  the  great  run  of  the  legal  business,  and  the  jackals 
those  who  come  in  for  the  smaller  fry. 

The  (liie  of  our  town  consists  of  doctors,  lawyers,  half-pay  captains 
who  never  smelt  powder,  and  poor  country  gentry,  who  eke  out  their 
miserable  incomes  by  the  strictest  economy.  An  income  that  would 
make  but  a  sorry  figure  in  the  west  end  of  London,  does  great  things  in 
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our  town,  where  ererything  is  Tery  cheap;  and  a  great  many  poor 
genteel  have  found  this  out,  and  settled  down  in  our  heautiful  neighbour- 
hood. There  is  a  great  line  drawn  between  them  and  the  shopkeepers, 
which  is  kept  up  as  reverentially  as  the  Sabbath-day.  We  have  been 
told  that  the  gentry  rule  among  us  like  petty  princes,  and  that  our  fawn- 
ing and  cring^g  bias  brought  us  to  the  treatment  of  the  feudal  days  of 
old.  We  have  heard,  that  when  they  leave  their  own  domains,  and 
mingle  with  the  busy  world  in  large  cities,  that  they  become  as  insignifi- 
cant as  a  lost  needle  in  a  bundle  of  hay  ;  and  that  the  swarming  crowd 
will  make  no  bones  of  jostling  them,  if  they  stand  in  the  way.  We  hear, 
too,  that  the  world,  in  its  mighty  progress,  makes  no  count  of  such  ;  and 
that  doctors,  lawyers,  and  half-pay  captains,  are  as  conmion  and  as  thick 
as  flies  upon  the  busy  earth.  But  we  do  not  credit  such  ill-natured 
rumours,  and  we  still  love  to  reverence  the  dite  of  our  town.  It  is  true, 
alas !  that  we  have  beauties  in  our  town  who  are  getting  {passSe, — the 
daughters  of  gentlemen  too  poor  to  blaze  away  in  London  for  a  season, 
to  give  them  a  chance.  Thus,  **  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen, 
and  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air/'  Courtship  with  us  lasts 
seven  long  years,  and  sometimes  double  that.  We  know  of  one  affair 
that  commenced  when  we  were  children,  and  it's  going  on  now.  We 
have  heard  that  the  lovers  are  waiting  for  prospects. 

There  are  two  churches  in  our  town,  and  a  Wesleyan  and  a  Baptist 
ohapeL  The  chapels  took  the  lead  some  time  back,  as  they  were  sending 
out  missionaries  to  teach  the  Caffirs  humility  and  obedience.  But  they 
have  got  two  new  ministers  at  the  churches,  and  the  people  have  rushed 
back  for  novelty.  Our  town,  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  is  hushed  and 
still ;  not  a  creature  to  be  seen  sometimes,  either  up  the  streets  or  down 
the  streets.  On  winter  nights,  our  gas  bums  blue,  and  the  people  are 
continually  putting  the  fault  upon  the  burners.  We  have  heard  it  darkly 
whispered  about,  that  they  who  ought  to  take  the  lead,  and  move  for  a 
purer  supply,  are  the  very  parties  interested  in  its  feebleness ;  who  cheer- 
fully submit  to  be  in  outer  darkness,  for  the  benefit  of  their  pockets.  We 
are  occasionally  enlivened  by  the  arrival  of  a  wonderful  wizard,  a  pano- 
rama, or  concert  singers;  but  this  is  not  very  often,  and  the  concert 
singers  always  do  poorly.  We  must  confess  we  are  not  a  musical  people, 
but  we  can  support  a  panorama,  a  wizard,  or  a  circus,  welL  Ricluu!dson 
and  his  talented  sons  visited  our  town  once,  with  their  rock  band.  They 
played  the  more  beautiful  pieces,  from  "  Anna  Bolena,*'  "  I  Puritani," 
&c.,  with  selections  from  Beethoven  and  other  great  masters,  but  they 
played  to  empty  benches,  for  the  people^  were  flocking  to  see  the  pano- 
rama.   We  fear  they  will  never  trouble  our  town  again. . 

Ours  is  the  county  town,  and  the  assizes  twice  a  year  put  a  little  lift 
into  us  for  a  time.  A  week  before,  the  good  housewives  may  be  seen 
brightening  up  their  dwellings,  preparing  for  the  men  of  briefs.  About 
this  time,  too,  the  knot  of  idlers  begins  to  increase  at  the  draggists'  and 
chemists*  shops.  For  the  last  three  days  we  have  been  quite  gay,  and 
the  arrival  of  the  judges,  escorted  by  javelin-men,  caused  tremendous 
excitement ;  but  we  are  getting  a  little  calmer  now,  as  the  bulk  of  the 
business  is  nearly  over.  It  is  the  last  day.  The  barristers  that  hurried 
to  and  fro  in  flowing  garments  have  mysteriously  disappeared.  The 
witnesses  that  thronged  the  streets  have  gone  back  to  their  homes.  The 
crowd  has  vanished.  The  last  carriage  has  just  driven  away,  and  our 
town  once  more  is  buried  in  its  usual  repose. 
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Ab  both  Frederick  and  Mus  Transom  felt  a  disinclination  for  further 
duMnngy  they  seated  themselves  near  Emily,  and  engaged  in  an  ani- 
mated conversation,  and  even  the  latter  forgot  her  gnef  in  listening  to 
the  fascination  that  Hampden  never  failed  to  display  when  his  feelings 
were  excited  by  the  subject  on  which  he  discoursed.  At  the  present 
time  he  seemed  to  exert  ^  his  efforts,  and  to  call  forth  all  his  powers  of 
pleanng,  but  for  which  of  the  fair  beings  beside  him  all  this  exertion 
was  made  could  hardly  be  decided  on  by  an  observer,  though  to  Emily 
the  case,  in  her  present  firame  of  mind,  was  clear  enough,  and  in  spite  of 
her  endeavours  to  display  an  unconcern  that  was  far  from  being  real, 
there  was  a  languor  in  her  conversation,  and  an  unconnectedness  in  her 
observation^  that  struck  a  sympathising  chord  in  the  hearts  of  her 
listeners^  and  caused  Hampden  to  inquire  the  reason.  His  words  were 
simple  enough  in  themselves,  but  there  was  something  so  kind  and  affec- 
tionate in  his  manner,  so  different  to  what  she  had  experienced  at  any 
fiormer  part  of  the  evening,  and  yet  so  like  the  solicitude  he  was  wont  to 
eiduhit  towards  her  when  in  the  gay  circles  of  London,  that  she  felt  as 
7  her  heart  mutt  burst,  and  it  was  not  without  the  utmost  difficulty  she 
oould  80  iar  master  her  emotions  as  to  reply  with  calmness  that  she  had 
been  rather  unwell  before  joining  the  party.  Had  the  lovely  but  de- 
jected speaker  possessed  courage  to  look  in  the  £ace  of  him  she  was  ad- 
dressing, she  would  have  seen  therein  such  strong  traces  of  sympathising 
regret  in  eveiy  line  of  his  strikingly-handsome  countenance,  as  would 
have  excused  her  for  thinking  that  her  power  over  him  was  still  stronger 
than  she  imagined.  But,  although  in  the  innocency  of  her  heart  she 
had  hitherto  never  felt  abashed  in  the  presence  of  Hampden,  or  any  other 
of  her  swains  who  had  bowed  at  the  footstool  of  her  beauty,  yet  the 
recollection  of  her  interview  with  Miss  Transom,  and  of  the  positive 
Bianner  in  which  she  had  dischdmed  any  interest  in  Frederick's  affection, 
had  changed  her  strength  into  weakness,  and  she  now  felt  as  timid  as 
the  young  dove  when  first  it  leaves  its  parent-nest. 

While  the  moments  thus  flew  unheeded  by,  the  sound  of  a  deep-toned 
bell  came  booming  over  the  river,  and  when  the  cessation  of  the  music 
caused  its  vibrations  to  be  distinctly  heard,  Hampden  started  like  a 
person  who  is  suddenly  reminded  of  some  neglected  duty.  Recovering 
tiitpf<»lf  in  an  instant^  and  being  satisfied,  from  a  glance  he  cast  around, 
diat  his  emotion  had  not  been  noticed,  he  quietly  rose  from  his  seat,  and 
apologising  to  the  ladies,  whose  agreeable  society  he  averred  had  made 
lum  unconsctous  of  the  flight  of  time,  he  declared  that  he  must  tear  him- 
lelf  away  to  keep  an  engagement  at  some  distance,  but  that  he  hoped  to 
rejoin  toem  at  the  dinner-table  on  the  morrow.  He  further  begged 
tluit  his  absence  might  not  be  mentioned  or  commented  upon,  for  reasons 
which  were  all-important,  and  which  they  would  learn  at  some  future  time. 

Soon  after  Hampden  had  quitted  the  ball-room.  Miss  Transom  pro- 
posed that  as  several  of  the  gentlemen  had  already  left,  and  the  dancers 
were  still  in  the  midst  of  Uieir  enjoyment,  they  should  put  on  their 
cbaks,  and  enjoy  the  beaudes  of  the  soft  moonligot  that  was  danoing  on 
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the  unruffled  surface  of  the  river.  The  observation  that  several  gentle- 
men had  departed  was  true ;  and  Emily  learnt,  on  inquiry,  that  the  Eari 
of  Danby  had  been  seized  with  a  violent  headache,  and  had  retired  to 
his  own  apartment.  Lord  Lovelace  had  sprained  his  ankle,  and  had 
been  conveyed  to  "Lady  Place."  Lord  Delamere  had  been  sent  for  by  a 
courier,  who  came  on  a  steed  covered  with  foam,  and  had  quitted  Hariey- 
ford  without  stopping^  to  change  his  dress ;  and  as  for  Hampden,  she  was 
informed  that  he  nad  gone  nobody  knew  whither. 

The  two  friends  in  a  short  time  sallied  forth  and  sauntered  by  the 
river-side ;  but  they  had  not  been  many  minutes  there  before  they  were 
startled  by  seeing  a  boat  stealthily  glide  out  from  under  the  boughs  of  a 
tree  that  overhung  the  steep  bank,  and  float  down  the  river,  propelled  by 
a  single  individual,  who  was  evidently  desirous  of  escapine  the  observa- 
tion of  the  curious.  For  this  purpose  he  kept  close  to  the  Harieyford 
side  of  the  stream,  intending,  it  would  seem,  to  gain  the  shelter  of  an 
oner-bed  at  some  little  distance,  where  he  might  cross  the  river  without 
being  observed  from  the  house.  The  boatman  had  muffled  his  oars,  so 
that  their  motion  in  the  rowlocks  emitted  no  sound,  and  they  dipped  in 
the  water  as  noiselessly  as  if  they  met  with  no  resistance  from  the  fluid ; 
80  that,  as  the  ladies  gazed  upon  the  tidy  bark,  with  its  seeminely 
motionless  boatman,  a  little  superstitious  feeling  might  easily  have  m- 
duced  them,  if  the  night  had  been  darker,  to  suppose  they  were  attracted 
by  something  supernatural ;  but  as  the  silvery  moonlight  fell  upon  die 
rower,  Emily,  with  an  exclamation  of  astonishment,  recognised  the  old 
man  who  had  startled  her  horse  the  day  before. 

The  sound  of  a  human  voice  roused  the  boatman  at  once  to  aetivityi 
He  sharply  turned  his  head  in  the  direction  whence  it  had  proceeded, 
and  at  the  same  instant,  by  a  dexterous  stroke,  he  gave  his  little  skiff  an 
impulse  towards  the  middle  of  the  current,  but  seeing  only  la^es,  he 
rested  on  his  oars,  and  taking  off  his  hat  in  token  of  respect,  bade  them 
good  night.  Emily  inquired  what  was  his  business  so  near  Harieyford, 
at  a  time  when  it  would  seem  more  in  accordance  with  his  age  to  have 
been  quietly  in  bed.  In  reply,  he  informed  her  that  he  had  been  assisting 
the  keeper  to  take  some  fish  for  the  morrow's  dinner,  and  had  been  de- 
tained longer  than  he  expected. 

The  next  moment  his  boat  was  again  in  motion;  but  before  he  could 

trim  it  against  the  force  of  the  stream,  Mr.  P ,  the  gentleman  who  was 

suspected  as  a  government  spy,  and  who  had  approached  unobserved, 
suddenly  sprang  to  the  water-side,  and  first  apologising  in  a  most  courtly 
manner  for  intruding  on  the  privacy  of  the  ladies,  he  hailed  the  old  man, 
and  desired  him  to  ferry  him  over  the  water.  The  boatman,  in  a  dis- 
satisfied tone  of  voice,  begged  to  be  excused,  as  his  boat  was  only  in- 
tended to  carry  one ;  besides,  there  were  other  boats  in  the  boat-house, 
and  he  was  already  later  than  he  wished  to  be  on  his  return  home. 

"  111  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  g^od  fellow,'*  sud  Mr.  P ,  "  your  land- 
able  impatience  to  get  to  bed  must  for  a  short  time  be  controlled  ;  tame 
is  of  more  importance  to  me  than  to  you  just  now,  so  put  your  boat  to  the 
shore  instantly,  or,"  levelling  a  pistol,  which  he  drew  from  a  side-pocket, 
**by  Heavens,  Fll  stop  your  progress  with  a  brace  of  bullets." 

"  Hold,"  cried  Emily,  indignantly,  and  seizing  the  uplifted  arm  ;  "  you 
strangely  forget  yourself,  sir,  to  dare  to  act  thus  on  my  uncle*s  grounds." 

'*  My  dear  Miss  Mandeville,"  replied  the  gentleman,  very  coolly,  but 
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with  eyery  possible  courtesy,  and  still  keeping  the  boatman  covered  by 
his  weapon,  **  do  not  think  harshly  of  me  for  pursuing  a  course  which 
necessity  alone  compels  me  to  adopt  Believe  me,  I  would  not  willingly 
hurt  that  old  man,  neither  can  it  delay  him  very  lone  to  cany  me  towards 
'*  Lady  Place,"  whither  I  am  going;  the  distance  is  short,  ana  my  purpose 
brooks  no  obstruction  that  even  the  exercise  of  severity  may  remove  ; 
besides,  I  will  remunerate  him  well  for  his  trouble.  Perhaps  it  may  rein- 
state me  in  your  good  opinion,"  he  continued,  *'  if  I  say  that  I  have  his 
majesty  *8  sign -manual  for  my  authority.  It  has  been  rumoured  in  Lon- 
don that  a  meeting  of  the  friends  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  was  to  be 
held  at  Harleyford  Manor  ;  but  from  what  I  have  observed  to-diiy,  I  am 
convinced  that  such  a  report  was  only  circulated  to  mislead  ;  and  as  I  have 
long  had  suspicions  respecting  the  proprietor  of  "  Lady  Place,"  I  wish  to 
leam  whether  my  suspicions  are  correct  or  not." 

*'  If  you  had  told  me  you  were  a  king's  messenger  at  first,"  said  the 
(Ad  man,  in  a  grumbling  manner,  "  you  need  not  have  wasted  so  much 
time  nor  so  many  words.  Come,  jump  in,  but  steadily,  or  we  shall  both 
visit  the  eels." 

**  Why,  surely,"  cried  Emily,  in  some  alarm,  as  she  remembered  that 
Hampden  was  one  of  the  princess  friends,  '*  you  would  not  assist  in  be- 
traying those  who  nerer  wronged  you." 

"  Oh,  bless  you,  my  lady,"  returned  the  old  man,  '*  I  am  too  old  to 
meddle  with  politics ;  but  the  king's  word  is  a  tower  of  strength,  and 
must  be  obeyed." 

With  these  words  he  plied  his  oars  with  such  vigour,  that  the  little 
boat  shot  rapidly  through  the  water  and  disappeared  behind  one  of  the 
islands  that  stand  midway  between  the  two  banks.  Emily  and  Miss 
Transom  then  returned  to  the  house,  for  neither  of  them  felt  inclined  to 
prolong  their  walk,  as  the  incident  that  had  just  occurred  had  given 
them  both  food  for  reflection.  They  were  very  indignant,  though  frcftn 
different  motives,  at  the  mercenary  spirit  of  the  old  man  ;  but  they 
deemed  it  prudent  not  to  say  anything  about  it,  lest  they  might  inno- 
cently bring  trouble  upon  those  they  loved. 

while  the  ladies  were  returning  to  the  house,  the  little  boat  sped  on  its 
rapid  course,  and  was  in  a  short  time  run  into  a  narrow  creek  where  it 
could  remain  in  security,  when  the  unwelcome  visitor,  dropping  two 
pieces  of  gold  into  the  boatman's  hand,  stepped  on  shore,  and  proceeded 
to  make  a  tour  of  inspection  around  the  mansion.  No  sooner  had  an 
angle  of  the  building  hidden  him  from  the  sight  of  the  old  man,  who 
watched  his  motions  with  great  apparent  interest,  than  the  latter,  with  an 
agility  altogether  incompatible  witli  snowy  locks  and  a  bending  form, 
bounded  towards  a  small  postern  in  one  of  the  walls.  Here  he  knocked 
twice  in  a  peculiar  manner,  and  then  the  door,  swinging  noiselessly  back, 
gave  him  admittance. 

With  the  readiness  of  one  quite  familiar  with  the  topography  of  •*  Lady 
Place,"  he  threaded  passage  sJtter  passage,  until  at  length  he  arrived  at  a 
atone  staircase,  on  the  top  of  which  was  a  gallery  leading  to  several  apart- 
ments. Before  one  of  these  he  paused,  and  knocked  in  precisely  the 
same  manner  as  he  had  done  at  the  postern,  when  it  instantly  opened  as 
if  by  magic,  and  he  entered  a  spacious  room  in  which  a  number  of  gen- 
tlemen were  seated  round  an  antique  table  of  polished  oak.  The  room 
was  not  well  lighted,  and  the  appearance  of  the  new  comer  was  evidentiy 
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unexpected ;  for  the  g^Dtlemen  all  itarted  to  their  feet,  and  Bwoxda  tad 
pifltoiB  flashed  before  his  eyes^^and  seemed  to  threaten  instant  destructioa  | 
but  these  weapons  were  as  quickly  put  out  of  sight,  and  the  knitted 
frowns  of  determination  changed  to  smiles  of  welcome,  when  the  old 
man,  dropping  his  long  garb  from  his  shoulders,  and  throwing  off  his  bat 
and  wific,  to  t£e  latter  of  which  a  venerable  beard  was  attached,  stood 
before  his  astonished  friends  as  Frederick  Ilampden. 

.  As  soon  as  the  excitement  caused  by  his  transformation  had  passed 
away,  he  mentioned  the  fact  of  liis  having  brought  over  a  spy,  who  was 
even  then  without  the  walls,  and  would,  in  all  probability,  soon  demand 
admission.  This  intelligence  at  once  banished  from  every  countenance  all 
traces  of  jocularity ;  and  after  a  hasty  consultation,  it  was  suggested  thai 
some  of  the  present  party  should  go  out  disguised  as  servants,  and  sein 

Mr.  P as  a  poacher  and  couhne  him,  in  spite  of  all  expostolatioos, 

until  the  morrow,  when  the  meeting  would  have  broken  up,  and  he  might 
be  liberated  without  fear  of  consequences.  This  expedient  was  snocess- 
fiilly  carried  out,  and  in  a  very  short  time  the  individual  in  question,  notr 
withstanding  his  resistance  and  threats  of  punishment,  was  disarmed  mod 
safely  locked  up  in  a  strong  but  comfortable  room. 

Bfaving  thus  secured  themselves  from  all  further  interruption  from  the 
machinations  of  the  spy,  the  gentlemen  who  had  effected  his  capture 
rejmned  the  party,  and  then,  liaving  secured  the  door  of  the  apartment, 
they  were  conducted  by  Lord  Lovelace  through  a  secret  panel  which 
opened  into  a  dark  passage,  and  thence  to  a  narrow  flight  of  steps  that 
conducted  to  the  vaults  underneath  the  mansion.  In  silence  they  waited 
mitil  their  conductor  had  opened  a  massive  door,  whose  panels  werd 
studded  with  huge  nails,  and  they  then  entered  a  large  dungeon-looldng 
place,  imperfectly  lighted  by  means  of  a  brass  lamp  that  hung  from  a 
rusty  hook  in  the  ceiling.  Here,  feeling  perfect  security  from  unwelcome 
intruders,  they,  cast  aside  the  mysterious  silence  that  had  hitherto 
marked  their  proceeding^,  and  entered  forthwith  into  unrestrained  com- 
munication. 

Rumour,  for  once,  had  been  pretty  near  tlic  truUi  when  it  lunted  at  a 
secret  meeting  having  been  convened  by  the  opponents  of  the  existing 
government.  Lord  Danby  had  lost  his  headache,  and  was  seen  busily 
engaged  poring  over  some  documents  that  were  placed  in  his  hands  by 
Lord  Lovelace,  who  moved  about  with  an  elasticity  that  proved  how 
suddenly  his  sprained  ankle  had  recovered  its  wonted  firnmess;  while 
Lord  Delamere  was  quiedy  seated  beside  the  courier,  who,  in  the  person 
of  Mr.  Seymour,  a  stanch  friend  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  had  galloped 
his  horse  round  by  Great  Marlow,  in  order  to  give  greater  exactness  to  nis 
assumed  character  of  a  hurried  Mercury. 

The  conspirators — for  such  in  truth  they  might  be  termed — ^proceeded 
to  despatch  the  business  wliicli  had  called  thom  toq^cther.  Lord  Danby 
mentioned  having  received  a  welcome  communication  from  his  son,  Lord 
Durablaine,  in  which  it  was  stated  that  he  had  convey^  many  tenders 
of  fealty  to  the  Prince  of  Orange  from  members  of  the  aristocnicy,  who 
took  no  active  part  in  the  scheme  which  was  in  progress ;  and  from  the 
conjuncture  of  many  fortuitous  circumstances,  it  was  believed  that  the 
time  had  arrived  for  bringfing  matters  to  a  crisis.  Various  other  despatches, 
of  equal  importance  and  equally  encouraging,  had  come  to  hand,  from 
Admiral  Russell,  a  cousin  of  the  unfortunate  Lord  Russell, — ^from  Henry 
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Sjdnqfy  hfOtW  to  Algernon, — and  from  the  Earl  of  Shrewiburj ;  the 
liitar  of  whom  had  mortgaged  his  estate  for  40^0002.,  and  had  offimd  lus 
poise  and  services  to  aid  in  effecting  a  glorions  revolution. 

It  woiild  not  be  interesting  to  mention  the  minute  details  of  what 
tnnspired  at  this  important  meeting.  Suffice  it  to  say  that,  although  at 
first  there  was  some  diversify  of  opinion,  and  conflicting  arguments  were 
used  before  all  parties  could  view  the  subject  in  debate  vnth  kindred 
^ling,  yet,  eventually,  they  came  to  a  unanimous  conclusion.  This  was, 
that  I  a  messenger  should  be  forthwith  despatched  to  Holland,  and  an 
urgent  solicitation  be  made  to  the  Prince  of  Orange  for  an  immediate 
descent  upon  the  British  coast;  and  it  was  further  decided  that  such 
messenger  should  remain  to  accompany  the  prince,  as  a  guarantee  that 
the  parties  whose  names  would  be  inserted  in  the  credentials  with  which 
the  envoy  was  to  be  furnished,  would  hasten  to  join  his  standard  the 
moment  it  was  unfurled. 

Hampden,  much  to  his  chagrin,  was  the  member  of  this  secret  council 
fixed  upon  as  ambassador  extraordinary  to  the  court  of  Holland ;  not 
that  he  was  lukewarm  in  the  cause,  but  rather  that  he  was  afraid  it  would 
interfere  with  private  matters  of  vital  importance  to  his  future  happiness. 
To  these  feelings,  however,  he  yielded  only  for  a  moment,  as  he  remem- 
bered ^t  he,  in  common  with  others,  had  taken  an  oath  to  perform  to 
the  best  of  his  ability  any  duty  which  might  be  imposed  upon  him  by  the 
majority. 

He  was  to  commence  his  journey  on  the  following  day ;  and,  in  order 
to  mislead  the  friends  of  the  reigning  monarch,  he  decided  to  cross  the 
country  to  Hull,  and  there  hire  a  vessel  to  convey  him  to  the  other  side 
the  Channel :  by  which  means  he  hoped  to  elude  the  vigilance  of  those 
who  might  be  set  on  his  track  by  the  disappointed  spy  who  was  then  in 
doranoe  vile  at  *'  Lady  Place." 

As  soon  as  these  arrangements  were  completed,  the  party  rose  from  the 
table,  and,  being  reconducted  to  the  apartment  where  they  had  first 
anembled,  they  resumed  their  several  disguises,  and  being  qmetly  let  out 
by  the  postern  through  which  Hampden  had  gained  admittance,  they 
separated — some  going  towards  Hurley,  and  others  towards  Bisham, 
where  they  had  lefl  their  boats,  so  that  in  a  short  time  they  had  ro- 
aoembled  at  Harleyford,  without  any  particular  notice  having  been  taken 
of  their  absence. 

Hampden  waited  until  all  the  others  were  out  of  sight,  when  he  sprang 
mto  hia  little  boat,  and  having  guided  it  in  silence  to  the  place  of  con- 
cealment from  which  Emily  had  seen  him  emerge,  set  off  immediately 
br  Danesfield,  a  most  romantic  residence,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  firom 
Harleyford,  and  where  the  inmates  were  anxiously  expecting  his  arrival. 

On  the  following  morning  Lord  Lovelace  sat  in  his  judicial  chair,  to 
receive  the  report  of  his  keepers,  to  whose  custody  Mr.  P  ■  had  been 
c^nnmitted,  and  when  it  was  foimd  that  they  had  incarcerated  a  gentle- 
man—albeit  in  a  costume  that  might  just  as  virell  have  suited  a  nightly 
depredator  in  thS  game  preserves— of  course  his  lordship  appeared  highly 
indignant  at  the  absurd  mistake,  and  expressed  a  hope  that  he  had  been 
aubiected  to  no  inconvenience  beyond  the  loss  of  his  Uberty.  Mr.  P  ■ 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  be  very  angry,  and  to  call  Lord  Lovelace  to  an 
account  for  the  acts  of  his  servants,  as  he  supposed  his  captors  to  be ;  but 
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he  was  unable  to  resist  the  apologetic  kindness  of  his  (supposed)  uncon- 
scious g^ler,  and  accepted  the  offer  of  breakfast  as  the  b^t  amends  that 
could  be  made  for  his  wounded  dignity. 

While  these  important  schemes  were  in  progress,  Emily  Mandeville 
was  a  prey  to  every  painful  anxiety.  The  occurrences  of  tbe  preceding 
day  had  prevented  her  enjoying  her  natural  rest,  and  she  rose  from  her 
troubled  couch,  haggard  and  careworn.  She  thought,  for  the  hundredth 
time,  upon  the  doggerel  rhymes  chanted  by  the  old  man  upon  Bisham- 
hill. 

'*  He  must,"  she  said,  '^  have  known  of  my  conduct  towards  Frederick 
while  we  were  in  London ;  perhaps  he  read  my  feelings  even  better  than 
myself;  but  whether  he  spoke  rrom  secret  knowledge  or  from  chance, 
it  matters  not — it  was  the  bitter  truth.  The  shaft  has,  indeed,  ^  pierced 
my  heart ;'  but  surely  I  have  never  made  others  feel  half  the  agony  that 
now  agitates  my  own  breast.  Oh,  that  my  eyes  had  been  earlier  opened 
to  the  childish  folly  I  have  been  practismg !  then  I  would  freely  have 
acknowledged  to  Frederick,  what  I  now  too  deeply  feel,  that  my  heart 
was  all  his  own.  But  it  is  too  late — he  loves  another ;  but  will  she  love 
him  as  I  do  ?  Ah,  no  !  she  could  not  speak  to  him  with  that  unvarying 
calmness,  if  her  bosom  harboured  feelings  like  mine ;  she  is  too  cold  ever 
to  feel  as  a  woman  ought  to  feel  who  is  blessed  with  the  love  of  one  like 
Frederick  Hampden ;  and  I,  who  might  have  been  the  happy  object  of  his 
affections,  have  thrown  aside  the  jewel  that  was  already  in  my  grasp. 
O  Frederick — Frederick  I  deeply  art  thou  avenged  for  every  moment 
of  uneasiness  I  have  caused  thee ;  and  yet,  well  do  I  know  thy  generous 
heart  would  be  the  first  to  sympathise  with  me,  didst  thou  conjecture 
what  I  now  suffer ;  but  thou  canst  never  learn  the  torturing  remorse  that 
sears  my  brain.  Alas !  no !  to  the  world  I  must  be  cheerful  in  appear- 
ance, as  I  have  ever  been,  and  Frederick  will  still  think  me  the  insensible 
girl  I  have  too  often  been  considered.  None  will  see  the  suffering  spirit 
that  vrill  be  hidden  by  a  smiling  brow  \mtil  my  heart  is  fedrly  broken, 
and,  were  it  not  sinful,  I  could  welcome  death  as  a  glad  release  from 
mortal  anguish." 

Poor  Emily's  self-upbraidings  were,  at  length,  interrupted  by  a  eentle 
tap  at  the  door  of  her  apartment,  and  Miss  Transom  came  forward,  and 
began  to  chide  her  for  being  such  a  sluggard ;  but  when  she  saw  the 
extreme  pallor  of  her  countenance,  and  saw  the  traces  of  much  weeping 
in  her  tear-dimmed  eyes,  she  changed  her  tone  to  one  of  affectionate 
interest,  and  showed  that,  whatever  her  feelings  towards  Hampden  mig^t 
be,  she  had  still  much  love  remaining  for  a  suffering  friend. 

*^  My  dearest  Emily,"  she  said,  "  forgive  my  nullery ;  I  did  not  know 
you  were  again  unwell :  why  did  not  you  ring  for  me,  or  send  for  assist- 
ance. Let  me  desire  your  aunt  to  despatch  a  messenger  to  Marlow  for 
Mr.  Bell,  for  I  am  sure  you  are  seriously  ill." 

"  Nay  I  pause,  I  beseech  you,"  exclaimed  Emily,  with  great  eagemesBy 
as  her  mend  extended  her  hand  to  the  bell-rope ;  *'  do  not  let  any  one 
besides  yoiu*self  see  me  thus,  and  least  of  all  my  aunt.  I  nave  been  weak 
and  fooHsh,  but  am  better  now.     Medicine  will  do  me  no  good." 

"  I  fear  not,  indeed,"  said  Miss  Transom.  "  I  can  see  now  that  it  if 
some  severe  mental  distress  that  causes  you  all  this  pun.  I  know  there 
are  not  many  about  you  to  whom  you  might  feel  disposed  to  confide  the 
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cause  of  yonr  misery,  but  in  me  you  may  safely  trust.  Tell  me,  I  beg  of 
TOO,  wbat  it  is  that  preys  upon  you  so  coDstantly ;  if  I  cannot  relieve  you, 
I  can  sympathise  with  your  trials.  Come,  Emily,"  she  continued,  seating 
herself  on  the  couch  beside  her,  and  putting  her  arm  affectionately  round 
the  neck  of  the  weeping  g^l,  *'  whisper  your  griefs  to  me." 

"  O  no !  not  to  you — not  to  you,"  replied  Emily,  almost  frantically. 
**l  suffer  now  from  the  consequences  of  my  own  waywardness,  and, 
howeyer  hard  to  endure  my  sufferings  may  be,  they  are  but  a  just  punish- 
ment for  my  frivolity.  When  the  poignancy  of  my  self-condemnation 
ihall  be  weaJcened,  I  may  disclose  what  it  is  which  affects  me  thus ;  but 
not  now — ^not  now." 

At  this  moment,  Emily's  attendant  came  to  say  that  Mr.  Hampden 
was  below,  and  wished  to  see  Miss  Transom  immediately,  as  he  was  im- 
eipectedly  obliged  to  take  a  long  journey.  On  hearing  ikis.  Miss 
Tnnsom  begeed  Emily  to  excuse  her,  promising  to  return  as  soon  as  she 
oonld  get  rid  of  the  "tiresome  fellow."  She  then  descended  to  the 
fibraiy,  where  Frederick  was  waiting  for  her,  apparently  in  no  very 
delightful  humour  with  himself.  What  was  the  subject  of  the  conversa- 
tion that  passed  between  them  need  not  now  be  mentioned,  suffice  it  to 
say^  that  at  the  close  of  it  the  gentleman's  face  had  assumed  a  much 
more  joyous  appearance,  and  as  they  were  separating,  he  begged  Miss 
Transom  would,  if  possible,  induce  Emily  to  permit  him  to  pay  his 
respects  to  her  previous  to  his  departure.  Miss  Transom,  without  ex- 
hibiting the  slightest  possible  ^*mptom  of  jealousy  at  such  a  request,  left 
the  room,  and  in  a  short  time  Emily  herself  appeared,  but  with  a  faltering 
step  and  downcast  look,  so  different  to  the  manner  in  which  she  used 
to  meet  him,  that  he  could  not  fail  to  be  acutely  sensible  of  the  change, 
diough  there  was  an  expression  on  his  countenance  rather  allied  to  joy 
than  to  condolence. 

*'  I  have  solicited  this  interview.  Miss  Mandeville,"  said  Hampden,  as 
lOon  as  he  had  lead  her  to  a  seat,  '^  to  express  my  sorrow  that  I  am  obliged 
to  quit  your  delightfrd  circle  so  suddenly.  I  did  not  think  when  I  made  a 
amilar  excuse  last  night,  that  my  wayward  destiny  would  so  soon  agun 
take  me  from  Harleyford  Manor;  but  circumstances  which  I  cannot 
eontrol  make  it  necessary  for  me  to  depart,  without  any  certainty  as  to 
the  exact  period  when  1  shall  revisit  the  land  of  my  birth." 

"  Are  you  then  going  to  leave  Emgland?"  said  Emily,  in  a  tone  of  the 
deepest  despair,  while  her  lip  quivered  with  the  emotions  that  were 
struggling  within  her. 

"  I  regret,  for  many  reasons,  to  say  that  such  is  the  case,"  replied 
Hampden  ;  "  and  yet  I  know  not  that  I  ought  to  regret  it,  since  the  hopes 
I  once  formed  have  been  altogether  destroyed.  Still,  if  I  may  not  be 
happy  myself,  I  trust  I  shall  ever  derive  gratification  from  witnessing  the 
hi^pmess  of  my  friends,  amongst  whom  I  am  proud  to  number  Miss 
Mandeville.  I  am  now  more  than  ever  solicitous  of  being  honoured 
with  that  title,  as  my  only  excuse  for  the  liberty  I  am  about  to  take.  I 
have  witnessed  with  the  deepest  concern,  ray  dear  Em Miss  Mande- 
ville, that  you  have  some  cause  of  mental  disquietude  ;  and  if  I  may,  with- 
out prestunption,  claim  to  deserve  your  confidence,  I  do  assure  you,  my 
very  life  itself  should  be  devoted  to  your  service." 

"  I  am  truly  sorry,"  said  Emily,  after  a  short  pause  to  recover  hereelf. 
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^  that  I  have  caused  you  a  moment's  concern  on  my  own  account.  I  may 
not,  however,  deny  tnat  my  spirits  have  been  affected,  but  I  hope  to  he 
better  soon.  I  thank  you  sincerely  for  your  sympathy,  which  was  no 
more  than  I  expected  fiK)m  your  generous  loudness ;  but  as  I  feel  that  my 
pretent  depression  is  the  result  of  my  own  conduct,  I  cannot,  at  least  not 
now,  explain  the  cause.  Still,  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Hampden,  indeed  I  do. 
I  feel  that  I  have  not  deserved  at  your  hands  the  foibearance  yon  have 
manifested  towards  me." 

^^  Nay,  Miss  Mandeville,  do  not  so  wrongfully  accuse  yourself ;  say, 
rather,  that  I  was  presumptuous,  and " 

'^  No — no !  Mr.  Hampden,"  interrupted  Emily,  with  startling  ouidc« 
ness ;  '^  do  not  humble  yourself — that  I  cannot  bear.  I  did  not  Know 
until  lately  how  deep  a  wound  may  be  inflicted  by  a  word  spoken  at 
random,  or  a  look  less  kind  than  usual,  and  I  cannot  allow  you  to  depart 
without  craving  your  forgiveness  for  all  the  vexations  I  have  caused  yon. 
And  now,"  she  continued,  holding  out  her  hand,  *'  we  part  friends,  do  we 
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^*  Can  you  doubt  my  joyfid  acceptance  of  so  valued  a  gift  as  your 
friendship,  Miss  Mandeville  ?  It  will  be  to  me  a  solace  when  I  am  &r 
from  my  native  land — when  I  shall  stand  upon  a  distant  shore,  and  fee! 
the  gentle  breeze  winging  its  way  towards  this  happy  isle,  my  soul  will 
be  in  that  breeze,  and  soar  aloft  toward  the  firiends  I  have  left  behind 
me.  But  I  hear  the  tramp  of  my  horse,  which  warns  me  that  I  may  not 
tarry  longer.  To  me  the  word  *  farewell'  has  ever  a  melancholy  soundf,  and 
the  more  so,  as  I  once  hoped — ^pardon  this  allusion  to  the  past,  it  is  the 
last  I  shall  ever  make — ^that  our  parting  might  have  taken  place  imder 
far  different  feelings.  Adieu,  Miss  Mandeville,"  he  continued,  taking  her 
trembling  hand  within  his  own ;  ''  may  every  happiness  attend  you.  Fare- 
well." 

Emily  replied  not  in  words.  She  had  been  struggling  to  restrain  her 
feelings  while  Frederick  was  speaking,  but  the  struggle  was  too  violent 
to  last.  She  heard  Hampden's  farewell — it  might  be  the  last  time  they 
would  ever  meet — and  to  part  thus  was  the  extreme  of  agony.  Thought 
followed  thought  with  indescribable  swiftness,  and  now  £rom  Frederick's 
concluding  words  she  infagined  she  was  not  altogether  sunk  so  low  in  lus 
esteem  as  she  had  feared ;  but  to  discover  this  now  only  added  to  the 
poignancy  of  her  grief,  by  showing  her  that  when  she  conadered  him 
justly  offended  with  her  conduct,  she  might  still  have  retained  him  at  her 
side  if  she  had  not  falsified  the  state  of  her  feelings  to  Miss  Transom. 
Remorse,  however,  was  now  too  late— ^he  bond  of  union  was  broken,  as 
she  felt  her  heart  would  soon  be.  She  rose,  and  extended  her  hand  to 
return  the  last  farewell ;  but  unable  longer  to  endure  the  violence  of  her 
emotions,  she  sank  again  upon  the  couch  and  burst  into  tears. 

Hampden  was  in  an  instant  by  her  side,  and  again  taking  her  hand, 
excliumed,  wiih  passionate  tenderness, 

"  Miss  Mandeville — Emily — what  means  this  emotion  ?  Why  liheae 
scalding  tears  ?  In  mercy  speak.  Can  it  be  possible  that  I  have  been 
mistaken  in  your  sentiments  ?  Will  you  not  say  one  word  to  me  ?  My 
moments  here  must  be  few — ^very  few ;  do  not,  ijien,  I  beseech  you,  1^ 
me  go  away  in  doubt.  Believe  me,  in  spite  of  your — pardon  the  expres- 
sion-^somewhat  unkind  treatment,  I  have  never  ceased  to  love  yon — my 
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Imrt  is  all  your  own,  and  if  rejected  by  you,  must  be  desohte  for 


ever. 


It  was  some  moments  after  Hampden  had  ceased  speaking  before 
Emily  could  snffidently  command  herself  to  give  utterance  to  words. 
She  was  sendble  that  the  present  was  not  a  time  to  be  silent  from  any 
motiyes  of  false  delicacy,  aud  yet  she  felt  the  humiliating  effect  of  the 
confession  she  had  to  make ;  but^  aware  that  her  future  peace  oF  mind 
might  depend  upon  the  words  she  should  utter,  she  r^sea  her  beautiful 
eyes  towards  Hampden's  hce,  and  siud, 

*'  Mr.  Hampden,  did  I  not  know  from  numberless  proofs  the  exceeding 
generosity  of  your  disposition,  I  should  be  more — ^fieir  more — asham^ 
than  I  feel  at  present  in  exposing  my  own  weakness.  I  thought  you  had 
long  ago  read  my  heart  so  well  as  to  leave  you  in  no  doubt  as  to  the 
state  of  my  affections.  /  had  the  fullest  confidence  in  t/our  fidelity,  and, 
knowing  my  own  heart,  I,  perhaps,  foolishly  believed  my  waywardness 
could  never  alienate  your  trust  from  me.  Before  I  left  London,  however, 
I  was  made  sensible  of  the  folly  of  my  own  conduct,  particularly  in  re- 
ference to  my  cousin,  but  I  hoped  an  opportunity  would  be  afforded  me 
at  Harleyfora  of  explaining  all  to  your  satisfaction ;  and,  believe  me,  Mr. 
Hampden,  if  such  an  exphmation  had  taken  place,  you  would  have  had 
DO  further  cause  of  compudnt  A  different  state  of  feeling,  however,  was 
excited  in  my  heart  by  a  fancy  which  took  strong  possession  of  me,  which 
was  that  you  had  conceived  a  sudden  partiality  for  Miss  Transom,  whom, 
you  may  remember,  we  had  only  just  met  1  was  hurt  to  think  you  could 
80  soon  change,  and  therefore,  when  Miss  Transom  asked  me  if  I  was  at- 
tached to  you,  1  misstated  the  nature  of  my  own  feelings ;  scarcely  were  the 
words  uttered  before  I  was  made  to  feel  die  just  punishment  for  my  want  of 
candour ;  for  Miss  Transom  acknowledged  that  if  you  continued  your  at- 
tentions to  her,  they  would  not  be  discouraged.  From  that  moment,  life 
has  been  a  burden  to  me.  I  could  no  longer  ofPer  the  explanation  I  had  in- 
tended, without  acting  unkindly  towards  Miss  Transom,  and  this  I  was  deter- 
mined, whatever  might  be  the  conseouences  to  myself,  not  to  do ;  neither 
should  I  have  spoken  thus  unreservealy,  if  your  words  had  not  led  me  to 
hope — ^that  is — I  mean,  to  believe,  that  there  was  some  mistake,  in  regard 
to  your  attentions  to  Miss  Transom." 

*'  And  may  /  hope,"  said  Hampden,  his  whole  countenance  beaming 
with  gratification,  "  that  if  I  can  prove  to  you  that  your  friend,  so  far 
firom  wishing  to  alienate  me  from  vou,  is  most  desirous — strange  as  such 
an  announcement  may  appear— ot  seeing  you  mine,  you  will  accept  my 
offered  love  ?" 

Frederick,**  replied  Emily,  with  a  most  winning  softness  of  manner, 
it  would  be  worse  than  folly,  after  what  has  taken  place,  to  deny  that 
on  your  love  my  happiness  depends.  Prove  that  I  may  receive  it  with 
honour,  and  I  am  yours  for  ever." 

*^  Then  thus  I  remove  all  doubt,"  was  the  g^tified  exclamation  that 
met  her  ear  as  Hampden  rang  the  bell  and  desired  a  servant  to  inform 
Miss  Transom  to  grant  them  a  few  moments'  conversation. 

Miss  Transom  appeared  almost  immediately.  Hampden  met  her  at 
the  door,  and,  taking  her  hand,  led  her  up  to  Emily,  saying, 

*'  Dear  Emily,  the  time  for  masquerading  is,  happily,  now  over.  Allow 
me  to  take  the  right — though  not  a  husband's— of  changing  this  lady's 
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name,  and  introducing. her  as  she  wotdd  have  been  at  first,  but  for  her 
own  wilfuhiess,  in  which  she  compelled  me  to  join,  as  Miss  Louisa  Hamp- 
den—my  fflster." 

A  silence  of  some  moments  ensued,  which  was  broken  by  Miss  Hamp- 
den,  who  affectionately  embracing  the  bewildered  but  delighted  Emily, 
said: 

*'  I  feel,  my  dear  Miss  Mandeville,  that  perhaps  some  apology  is 
necessary  for  the  Httle  plot  I  have  formed  against  you;  but  whatever  you 
may  feel  on  learning  that  there  has  been  a  plot,  let  me  assure  you  that 
Frederick  has  been  only  a  passive  instrument  in  my  hands,  and  very  great 
difBiculty  had  I  to  induce  mm  to  gratify  my  whim,  for  he  seemed  almost 
as  obstinately  bent  on  consummating  his  own  misery  as  another  person,  who 
shall  be  nameless,  was  of  increasing  hers.  I  was  confident  that  without  such 
contrivance  as  that  which  has  happily  been  attended  with  such  blessed 
results,  the  brother  I  so  dearly  loved  might  be  rendered  miserable  for  life; 
and  even  when  I  had  obtained  Hampden's  promise  of  secresv  it  was  no 
easy  matter  to  restrain  him  from  making  a  full  avowal  of  the  whole 
transaction.  The  denouement  of  our  domestic  drama  has,  however  now 
taken  place,  and  let  me  hope,  my  dear  Emily,  that  you  will  pardon  what- 
ever may  have  seemed  cruel,  and  remember  at  the  same  time  that  it  was 
to  promote  the  happiness  of  one  dearer  to  me  than  all  the  world  beside." 

While  Miss  Hampden  was  speaking,  Emily  at  first  felt  symptoms  of 
anger  at  having  been  played  upon,  but  there  followed  the  recoUectioQ 
that,  but  for  some  such  stratagem,  she  would  have  lost  one  upon  whom 
she  had  fixed  her  hoUest  and  purest  affections,  and  therefore,  when  Miss 
Hampden  concluded,  Emily  threw  herself  on  her  bosom  and  shed  tears  of 
joy  unutterable. 

Months  passed  away,  and  great  changes  were  wrought  in  the  destinies 
of  England,  and  in  the  position  of  some  of  the  characters  in  our  little 
story.  Hampden,  after  many  hair-breadth  escapes  from  spies  who 
dogged  his  steps,  found  means  to  pass  over  into  Holland,  where  he  was 
received  by  the  Prince  of  Orange  with  the  most  flattering  marks  of  dis- 
tinction. Having  declared  the  object  of  his  mission,  and  particularised 
the  political  importance  of  the  noblemen  who  prombed  to  join  him  as 
soon  as  he  set  foot  upon  English  ground,  he  had  the  gratification  of  re- 
ceiving the  prince's  acquiescence  to  the  wishes  of  the  English  people. 

The  result  is  matter  of  history,  but  it  is  not  so  well  known  that  two  of 
the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  court  of  Queen  Mary  were  Mrs.  Frederick 
Hampden  and  her  sister,  Louisa,  towards  whom  her  affection  every  day 
increased.  Often,  in  their  hours  of  retirement,  did  they  recur  to  that 
eventful  period  which  they  had  passed  at  Harleyford,  and  as  fiiequently 
did  Emily  rally  her  amiable  lord  upon  his  firsts  and,  we  beUeve,  his  last, 
attempt  at  fortune-telling ;  for  she  soon  found  out  that  the  old  man  on 
Bisham-hill  and  her  young  husband  were  identical.  Instead  of  dabbling 
in  palmistry,  Hampden  was  called  to  the  councils  of  his  king,  and  shared 
in  those  distinctions  which  were  liberally  bestowed  upon  the  members  of 
the  Ladt  Place  Consfiract. 
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At  one  of  die  watering-places — not  one  of  those  long  wooden  troughs, 
filled  with  a  semi-transparent  liquid  which,  with  a  portable  manger  and  a 
wisp  of  hay,  stand  by  roadside  inns  that  are  houses  of  call  for  waggoners, 
&c. — but  at  one  of  the  sea-side  towns,  in  genteel  and  gentish  slang,  water- 
ing-places— one  as  patrician  and  as  plebeian  as  any  in  the  good  county  of 
Sussex ;  a  place  where  the  sun  bums  a  hole  in  your  back  when  going  to 
the  west,  and  the  wind  blows  the  eyes  out  of,  or  a  little  further  into,  your 
head  as  turning  to  the  east ;  where  visitors  on  horseback  gallop  in  heaps 
along  the  ride,  or  on  foot  saunter  singly  upon  the  promenades  ;  where 
timid  women  dare  the  dangers  of  the  invalid's  chair,  smiling  amid  the 
wheels  of  contending  carriages,  or  complacently  regarding  the  proximity 
of  heels  of  vicious  horses ;  where  there  is  little  company  and  less  retire- 
ment ;  where  the  only  thing  at  all  consistent  is  the  theatre,  which  is  al- 
ways *^  to  let,"  only  when  it  is  '*  to  be  sold ;"  at  this  place,  that  spite  of 
wind  and  weftther  is  a  healthy  spot,  and  with  all  its  dulness  pleasant — 
to  live  in  ?  no ;  to  visit  at.  Well,  at  this  town  I  have  briefly  attempted 
to  describe,  in  one  of  the  fashionable  streets — a  street  that  should  have 
been  called  a  hill,  and  one  that  was  dedicated  to  a  saint—  dwelt  Mr.  Thomas 
Carver. 

Mr.  T.  Carver  was  an  eating-house  keeper :  smile  not  at  his  occupa- 
tion ;  humbleness  has  its  objects,  its  duties,  ay,  and  (let's  have  the  pet 
word  of  the  times),  its  mission,  and  eating-house  keepers  ''  may  point  a 
moral  or  adorn  a  tale,"  as  well  as  Charles  the  Twelfths. 

Mr.  Carver  owned  a  pretty  good  shop  and  a  pretty  eood  business,  the 
staple  articles  of  which  consisted  in  beef,  mutton,  and  nam,  varied  occa- 
sbnally  with  sausages  and  soups,  and  at  intervals  by  dried  or  salted 
tongues. 

He  was  a  sad-looking,  emaciated  man,  thin  as — as  his  knife  ;  which 
latter,  from  constant  use  and  repeated  frictions,  had  become  but  ihe  mere 
line  of  a  knife,  and  yet  was  as  keen  as — as  its  master.  I  could  &nd  no 
better  simile  for  the  man  than  the  knife,  nor  can  I  for  the  knife  than  the 
man  ;  they  each  looked  so  worn,  and  were  both  such  very  sharp  blades. 

The  eating-house  keeper,  although  bearing  the  character  of  a  respect- 
able tradesman,  delighted  in  practices  more  honoured  in  the  breach  than 
the  observance.  What  one  set  of  men  think  "  clever,"  another  class 
call  a  **  swindle;"  such  is  the  extreme  of  opinions.  Mr.  Carver  would 
"  take  in"  his  best  friend,  did  his  best  friend  give  him  the  chance  ;  and  in 
sober  earnest,  had  so  **  done*'  every  one,  that  his  whole  acquaintance  had 
cot  him,  and  Mr.  Carver  was  alone  in  his  glory  to  "  pick  up"  the  world 
in  general  and  the  first  comer  in  particular.  Indeed,  Mr.  Carver's 
practices  were  like  his  looks — mean. 

The  next  door  to  the  cook-shop  had  for  a  considerable  time  been  to 
let^  much  to  the  dissatisfaction  of  Mr.  Carver,  who  disliked  the  deserted 
appearance  of  the  premises,  and  wished  for  a  new  tenant  to  the  house 
in  question,  in  hopes  of  a  new  practice ;  the  old  or  late  tenant  having  ex- 
perienced more  tnan  once  during  his  occupancy  the  particular  sharpness 
of  his  ndghboor's  questionable  dealings. 
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Houses  do  not  remain  uninhabited  for  ever,  unless  they  get  into  Chan- 
cery, and  then  they  stand  empty  and  useless  till  they  fall  down  from 
neglect  and  decay,  and  the  Lord  ChanceUor  adjudicates  upon  the  ruins, 
meanwhile  the  rightful  owner,  and  the  too  late  gamer  of  a  yerdict,  oociqnes 
the  county  madhouse,  or  the  conmion  side  of  a  prison. 

Such  is  the  law  in  die  nineteenth  century ! ! ! 

So  weeks  passed,  or  months,  or  it  might  have  been  years,  till  Mr. 
Carver,  upon  seeing  the  bills  of  "To  let"  out  of  the  windows  and  off 
the  door,  came  to  die  natural  conclusion  that  somebody  had  taken  the 
house.  But  who  ? — ^that  was  the  question.  Mr.  Carver^  like  most  melan- 
choly people,  resembling  the  birdfancier's  jackdaw,  that  '^  was  not  mudi 
of  a  one  to  talk,  but  a  devil  to  think,"  wasted  hour  upon  hour  in  the 
futile  attempt  to  guess  at,  or  rather  right,  the  new  tenant's  business. 
He  guessed  and  began  again ;  he  guessed  before  the  house  was  let  and 
after  it  was  let,  at  sight  of  the  tenant's  face  and  upon  a  view  of  his 
back;  he  guessed  him  by  his  liands,  his  feet,  his  voice^  and  by  the 
fashion  of  his  hair ;  and  with  each  conjecture  arriving  at  another  con- 
clusion ;  bestowed,  in  the  whole,  upon  the  unconscious  object  enough  of 

trades  to  supply  all  B 1  had  almost  written  the  name — to  say  nouiing 

of  fancy  businesses,  and  the  legal,  medical,  and  artistic  professions. 

OfcoursCy  as  Mr.  Carver  thought  of  the  tenant,  he  thought  how  he 
might  '^  do''  him ;  and,  as  was  the  custom  on  such  occasions,  faster  and 
faster  flew  the  knife  over  the  steel,  till,  with  a  groan  (I  will  not  say  an 
oath — it  was  so  indistinct,  one  couldn't  swear  it),  Mr.  Carver  looked  to 
his  baud,  which,  in  trying  the  temper  of  lus  blade,  he  had  inadver- 
tently cut. 

He  had  been  sharpening  the  back  of  the  knife  ! 

The  new  comer,  Mr.  Hazard,  was  a  chance-lookinfi;  customer,  of  a 
certain  height, — and  I  will  explain  my  meaning,  by  statmg  the  uncertun 
heights  as — very  tall  and  very  short ;  thus  I  trust  the  intelligent  reader 
shall  be  able  to  fix  the  standard  of  Mr.  Hazard.  He  was  of  a  certain 
figure,  too — rather  uncertain,  I  must  admit,  about  the  limbs ;  not  that 
— according  to  the  definition  above  of  '^  uncertiun'' — Mr.  Hazard's  limbs 
were  very  long  or  very  short,  or  too  thick  or  too  thin,  but  one  never  ex- 
actly knew  which  were  the  arms  or  which  the  legs,  or  what  or  where 
they  might  be  next ;  at  one  moment  the  knees  embracing^  the  ankles 
together,  and  the  elbows  to  the  side,  in  the  fashion  of  ''  the  man  to  be 
hanged ;"  anou,  cross-legged,  like  a  Turk  or  a  tailor,  or  all  of  a  heap,  or 
behind  the  back,  or  in  the  pocket,  or  over  chairs,  or  after  the  manner  of 
the  British  sailor  at  the  Surrey  Theatre,  whose  feet  are  ever  as  wide 
apart  as  //conveniently  possible,  just  as  if  the  legs  had  quarrelled,  and 
each  had  taken  up  a  position  to  the  determined  discomfort  of  the  other, 
while  the  arms  thrown  back,  stiff  and  straight,  form  to  our  eyes  a  like- 
ness unto  nothing  upon  the  earth,  or  below  the  water,  or  in  tne  air,  if  it 
be  not  the  sails  of  a  windmill,  but  which,  by  the  cognoscenti  "  over  the 
water" — as  London  calls  the  land  across  the  bridges — is  considered  the 
favourite  attitude  of  the  mariner  "  at  ease." 

This  same  gentleman  delighted  in  a  redundancy  of  expresnon.  Mr. 
Hazard — not  the  Surrey  sailor,  whose  conversation  is  a  compost  of  patriot^ 
ism,  gallantry,  and  oaths — nor  could  or  would  assent  to  anything  without 


DIAMOND  OUT  DIAMOND.  181 

a  sapplementary  ^'Oh!  ha!  hum!  VesP*  What  with  reiterations,  vari- 
ations, expletives,  &c.,  Mr.  Hazard,  if  you  can  reconcile  the  contrariety, 
although  he  talked  a  g^reat  deal,  said  but  little.  Mr.  Carver  was  the 
contrast.  With  him,  ^  silence  was  commendable,"  and  a  language  (?) 
of  signs,  the  desideratum  of  social  intercourse.  He  had  himself,  and 
with  himself,  constructed  a  telegraph  of  hands,  arms,  eyes,  &c. ;  but 
whether  the  fault  of  the  delineator  or  the  folly  of  the  beholder,  Mr. 
Carver's  pantomime,  whenever  understood,  was  understood  wrongly. 
People  either  laughed  or  swore  at  him,  while  one  even  went  so  far  as  to 
construe  or  misconstrue  Mr.  Carver's  contortions  into  a  challenge  to  box, 
and  entered  upon  the  contest  immediately.  Yet  mocked  at,  abused,  or 
injured,  Mr.  Carver  held  to  the  perfection  of  his  project,  and  upon  all 
sue  occasions  delighted  in  demonstrating  its  applicability. 

Mr.  Hazard  took  possession  of  his  premises,  remaining  as  p!eat  a 
mystery  as  ever  to  Mr.  Carver,  in  reganl  of  his  business  or  profession ; 
but  that  mystery  was  not  destined  long  to  continue  one.  Mr.  Hazard 
had  expressed  tne  want  of  a  house-lamp,  and  Mr.  Carver  replying  that 
he  had  one,  *'just  such  as  Mr.  Hazard  wanted,"  although  without  the 
slightest  idea  of  that  particular  want  of  his  neighbour,  the  latter,  with 
usual  volubility  and  superabundance  of  words,  there  and  then  completed 
a  blind  bargain,  which,  in  after  hours,  was  designated  by  him  "  an  out- 
and-out  seU." 

Mr.  Hazard  had  set  up  billiard-tables,  and  the  lamp  was  a  chemist's 
lamp— an  immense  affair,  with  red,  blue,  and  yellow  bull's-eyes. 

With  a  hop,  step,  and  a  jump,  Mr.  H.  was  in  Mr.  C.'s  shop. 

"  Hallo — old  fellow !  Why,  I  say !  do  you  know  ?  Hang  it,  I  m  a 
billiard-table  keeper.'' 

Mr.  Carver  stared ;  it  might  have  been  in  astonishment,  it  might  have 
been  the  knowledge  of  what  was  to  come. 

Mr.  Hazard  looked  as  if  he  expected  an  explanation,  but  he  might 
have  looked  till  doomsday;  Mr.  Carver,  however  versed  in  his  own 
pantomime,  had  never  studied,  he  never  gave  any  attention  to,  the  ex- 
pression of  others. 

So  Mr.  Hazard  was  forced  to  begin  again. 

"  But  the  lamp — ^the  lamp  you  sold — ^the  lamp  I  bought ;  you  know 
the  lamp !" 

Mr.  Carver  bent  his  head. 

"  Ah,  well !  I  can't  put  up  that  P* 

Mr.  Carver  shook  his  head. 

**  All  right,  then.  Oh !  ha !  hum !  yes — I  see— you  understand.  We've 
made  a  mutake.  Quite  so — exactly ;  never  mind-— I  don't.  We  shan't 
die,  shall  we  ?  You  send  for  the  lamp,  I'll  send  for  the  money,  ha,  ha,  ha ! 
— only  as  I  am  here,  I'll  take  it  with  me,  ha,  hum  !  yes — the  money." 

Mr.  Carver  found  speech.  "  The  money,  Mr.  Hazard  ?  No — a  bar- 
gain's a  bargain !" 

Now,  the  worst  of  Mr.  Carver's  speech  was,  he  meant  what  he  said ; 
there  was  no  mistake  about  that ;  and  so  poor  Hazard  felt,  as  he  cried, 
"But  it  don't  suit." 

'*  Can't  help  that.  You  wanted  a  lamp ;  I  sold  you  one.*'  And  Mr. 
Carver  relapsed  into  a  flEiint  smile. 
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''But,"  said  Mr.  Haiard,  ''you  never  told  me  tbe  lamp  was  a 
doctor's.*' 

''  No ;  and  you  never  told  me  you  wasn't  a  doctor.*' 

« Damme!"  shouted  Mr.  Hazard;  and  he  was  more  like  the  British 

sailor  than  ever — I  beg  pardon,  the  Surrey  sailor — not  that  the  British 

one  never  swears !  oh,  no  !  were  I  to  say  that,  it  would  be  a  Wapping 

falsehood — "damme,"  roared   Mr.  Hazard,    "but  I'll — ^yes,  by  Jove, 

I  will " 

Mr.  Carver  screwed  up  his  mouth  into  a  note  of  interrogation.  But 
Mr.  Hazard,  not  finding  words — a  rare  thing  to  him — ^bounced  out  of  the 
shop,  leaving  Mr.  Carver  to  draw  his  own  inference  of  the  hidden  mean- 
ing in  what  Mr.  Hazard  "  would." 

Mr.  Hazard  hung  the  lamp  over  the  entrance  to  his  rooms,  trusting  in 
the  imaginations  of  the  public  to  descry  some  affinity  between  the  red, 
blue,  and  yellow  buirs-eyes,  and  the  coloured  balls  used  in  the  noble — as 
billiard  and  chess  players,  cricket  and  tennb  players,  with  the  professors 
of  the  noble  art  of  self-defence,  delight  in  honouring  their  sports — the 
noble  game  of  pool. 

Now,  whether  the  ima^ations  of  billiard-players  be  stronger  than 
others  of  the  community,  I  am  not  prepared  to  say ;  but  certidn  it  was, 
that  the  chemist's  lamp  nightly  drew  a  company  more  numerous  than 
select,  but  one  that  equally,  if  not  better,  answered  Mr.  Hazard*s 
purpose.  Mr.  Hazard  wisely  making  no  secret  of  the  lamp,  the  laugh 
was  as  much  with  as  against  him. 

The  eating-house  keeper  was  delighted,  nay,  he  even  grew  amiable, 
when,  upon  quitting  the  rooms,  the  players  naturally  went  and  peeped 
into  Uie  cook-shop ;  for  he  knew  why  they  came,  and  for  once  felt  himself 
appreciated.  But  yet,  to  his  surprise,  whenever  the  spectators'  eyes 
liented  upon  any  of  the  food  temptingly  displayed  to  the  public,  a  look 
ox  distaste  followed. 

It  was  strange,  it  was  not  once,  nor  only  the  visitors  from  the  rooms, 
strangers  ignorant  of  Hazard  or  Carver,  passers-by,  pretty  nigh  every 
one  had  a  look  at  his  meats  and  passed  od  disprovingly  ;  his  old  cus- 
tomers shook  their  heads  and  went  their  ways,  while  the  few  who  entered 
seemed  displeased  when  served,  and  came  not  again. 
What  could  it  be  ? 

A  lie^ht  broke  upon  Mr.  Carver ;  it  was — ^the  lamp.  The  glare  from 
the  red  bull's-eye  falling  full  upon  the  meats,  made  all  look  raw, 

Mr.  Carver  was  in  despiur  ;  his  customers  ^nerally  were  not  fond  of 
underdone  meat,  and  the  public  appeared  of  the  same  taste,  while  those 
who  delighted  in  the  opposite,  found  out  the  deception  upon  purchase,  and 
bought  no  more. 

Like  a — like  anything  that  creeps  and  crawls — Mr.  Carver  went  to 
Mr.  Hazard,  and  in  a  speech  so  full  of  cunning,  that  had  not  the  latter 
been  aware  beforehand  of  the  peculiar  effect  of  the  red  light,  he  had  again 
been  "  done,"  made  offer  to  take  back  the  offending  lamp  and  return 
the  money,  to  the  effect  that  "  neighbours  should  not  be  foes." 

"  Oh !  ha!  hum!  yes,"  said  Mr.  Hazard;  "playing  from  balk,  I  see  ; 
but  I  rather  like  the  lamp— extremely  partial  to  the  lamp — pwe  my  pre- 
sent success  to  the  lamp-— gave  you  tmrty  shillings  for  the  lamp — wouldn't 
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take  thirty  pounds  for  the  lamp— and  so,  you  see,    I  won't  sell  the 
lamp." 

Mr.  Carver  was  not  prepared  to  pay  thirty  pounds  for  the  lamp,  and 
finding  himself  in  Mr.  Hazard's  hands,  thought  best  to  enter  a  compro- 
mise, viz.,  that  upon  receipt  of  fire  pounds  sterling,  Mr.  Hazard  should 
turn  the  lamp  so  that  the  objectionable  red  light  might  not  enter  into 
Mr.  Carver's  shop. 

Mr.  Carver  went  out  of  the  rooms  somewhat  in  the  style  that  Mr. 
Hazard  entered  his  shop  upon  the  memorable  morning  of  the  quarrel  of 
the  lamp ;  indeed,  his  whole  system  appeared  changed  from  his  entrance 
to  his  exit ;  he  spoke  as  hst  as  Mr.  Hazard,  and  faster  than  he  could  find 
words,  while  his  motions  keeping  pace  with  his  thoughts,  outdid  the 
powers  and  tumbled  him  down  the  stairs,  and  out  of  the  door,  and  into 
his  shop,  where  he  was  seen  some  hours  after  dismally  looking  over  the 
pages  of  his  waste-book. 

People  did  not  stop  to  look  into  the  cook-shop  window  nawy  but  fled 
pirecipitately  over  the  way,  horror  and  fear  upon  their  countenances; 
while  one  whose  ciuiosity  had  deepened  into  amazement  ending  in  a 
shudder,  shook  his  fist  at  Mr.  Carver  and  vanished  menacingly. 

The  blue  light  was  worse  than  the  red  ;  if  things  seemed  underdone 
in  the  one,  they  appeared  overkept  by  the  other.     Food  looked  putrid  ; 
and  as  for  Mr.  Carver,  he  was  like  one  of  the  stricken  figures  in  Poussin's 
picture  of  the  **  Plague  at  Ashdod." 

It  had  a  most  sickening  effect 

There  was  but  one  resource,  and  Mr.  Carver  knew  it — worse  for  him, 
Mr.  Hazard  knew  it  also  ;  so  with  feeble  limbs  and  faltering  tonrue  he 
commenced  his  plaint,  but  was  cut  short  by  the  everlasting — **  On  !  ha ; 
hem !  yes.  Want  to  change  the  blue  light ;  well,  well  I  give  me  the 
fiver  and  you  shall  have — the  yellow." 

Mr.  Carver  sunk  down  helpless ;  he  had  been  out  of  the  frying-pan 
into  the  fire ;  but  what  he  should  get  into  at  another  trial  he  knew  not, 
nor  cared  to  make  the  experiment.  "  He  was  under  the  cushion  and 
quite  safe,"  as  Mr.  Hazard  said,  though  Mr.  Carver  thought  anything 
bat  the  latter. 

Mr.  Carver  would  not  have  the  yellow,  and  Mr.  Hazard  would  have  its 
price;  and  present  loss  being  preferable  to  future  ruin,  the  lamp  came 
down  for  a  considerable  consideration. 

When  Mr.  Carver  next  entered  his  house,  he  walked  mechanically  to 
his  books,  and  entering  an  item  with  a  sigh,  closed  the  (olio,  then  look- 
ing abstractedly  across  the  counter,  thought  of  the  day  he  cut  his  fingers 
with  the  back  of  that  knife  lying  all  so  sharp  but  idle  in  the  balance. 
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Chapter  L. 

Night,  which  failed  to  extend  its  soothing  influence  to  Van  Diest^s 
throhbing  head  and  aching  heart,  proved  at  least  an  ally.  If  he  neglected 
to  avail  himself  of  its  favouring  darkness  to  escape  from  his  perilous 
situation,  day  would,  in  all  probability,  deprive  him  of  the  means  of  so 
doing,  and  might  protract  its  inconveniences  beyond  his  powers  of  en- 
durance. He  felt  the  chance  of  his  remsdning  undiscovered,  now  that 
the  hurry  and  bustle  of  combat  were  over,  would  be  greatly  lessened ; 
nor  was  it  possible  for  him  to  conjecture  how  long  the  enemy  might 
occupy  that  post :  besides,  doubtful  as  might  be  the  success  of  his 
manoeuvre,  any  risk  was  preferable  to  the  harrowing  suspense  in  which 
he  would  have  to  pass  the  livelong  night  Arming  himself,  therefore, 
with  a  desperate  resolution,  he  cautiously  crept  forth  from  his  hiding- 
place  ;  but  hardly  had  he  groped  his  way  as  far  as  the  opposite  angle  of 
the  enclosure,  and  was  in  the  act  of  clambering  over  the  wall,  when  he 
felt  a  hand  rudely  laid  on  his  ru£P.  Surprise  and  dismay  took  away  his 
breath. 

"  Holloa  I — stand  there-^who  are  you  ?" 

Van  Diest's  presence  of  mind  returned  in  time  to  save  him,  and  he 
imhesitatingly  replied,  "  A  friend." 

'^  Hum — that's  more  easily  said  than  proved,  especially  in  this  dog's 
darkness.     Then,  friend — the  password? 

"  Inquisition  !"  answered  Van  Diest. 

"  Amen !"  added  the  soldier,  dropping  his  weapon — "  pass  over." 

Van  Diest  did  not  widt  to  have  the  command  repeated,  and  lucky  it 
was  for  him  that  chance  had  possessed  him  of  the  means  of  passing  in 
safety  the  sentinels,  vedettes,  and  pickets,  he  had  to  meet  at  every  turn 
before  clearing  the  outposts ;  but  Van  Diest's  coolness,  when  his  first  panic 
was  over,  did  him  excellent  service.  When  at  last  he  reached  the  river 
side,  he  paused  to  consider  how  he  should  next  proceed.  Without  money 
— without  friends — tlie  gates  of  the  city  closed  against  him,  and  the 
roads  infested  with  detachments  of  Beauvoir's  ruthless  soldiery — whither 
to  direct  his  steps  he  knew  not.  While  he  was  thus  absorbed  in  melan- 
choly reflections,  the  sound  of  whispering  voices,  rendered  audible  merely 
by  extreme  proximity,  arrested  his  attention. 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  one,  "  I  distinctly  saw  Martin  put  out  three  fingers 
towards  me,  when  I  made  him  signs  this  morning  that  I  was  only  sham- 
ming dead  whilst  I  lay  so  still,  half  in  the  water,  half  on  the  bank.'* 

"  Well,  what  of  that  ?"  said  the  other,  in  a  desponding  tone. 

'*  I  tell  you,  I  am  sure  Martui  meant  thereby  to  let  me  know  that  he 
would  try  this  night  to  put  out  a  boat  for  me.  I  have  full  confidence  in 
Martin — he  would  not  aesert  me  at  such  a  pinch." 

"  It  is  diflicult  to  say  who  will  stand  by  one,  or  who  will  not.  Did  we 
not  expect  that  the  Lutherans  would  have  rushed  out  to  our  succour  to- 
day ?  If  the  Lord  of  Thoulouse  had  not  thought  so,  he  never  would 
have  risked  the  battle  which  has  cost  us  and  himself,  poor  fellow,  so  dear." 
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**  The  Lord  of  Thoulouse  was  quite  out  in  his  reckoning.  He  fancied  at 
the  worst  he  could  fall  back  upon  the  city,  and  there,  by  persuasion  or 
oomtmlsioD,  get  Orange  and  Hoogstraaten  to  assist  him.  And  so  it 
would  have  been,  but  for  that  cursed  closing  of  the  gates  and  destroying 
of  the  bridge.  You  saw  how  eager  were  our  friends  this  morning  to 
join  us." 

'   *^  The  Prince  of  Orange  is,  doubtless,  the  cause  of  all  this,"  was  the 
reply. 

"  Ay,'*  sharply  returned  the  other  ;  **  but  he  will  be  paid  off  for  it  by 
this  time,  or  I  am  much  mistaken.  Our  friends  were  all  in  arms,  and 
ripe  for  anything.*' 

'^  All  seemed  concision.  It  would  be  di£Bcult  to  say  which  way  mat- 
ttfs  went.  Had  our  friends  had  the  upper  hand,  I  cannot  but  think 
they  would  have  come  to  the  rescue,  even  at  the  last  hour." 

**  If  they  have  it  not  to-day,  they  may  have  it  to-morrow ;  and  it  will 
not  even  then  be  too  late  to  chastise  Beauvoir's  unmanly,  brutal  cruelty, 
tod  to  teach  the  Prince  of  Orange  what  we  expected  of  him." 

**  Ay  V^  said  the  other,  with  a  deep  sigh,  "  if  we  were  but  in  Antwerp ! 
Tbese  are  not  the  things  to  talk  of  between  the  enemy's  camp  and  closed 
ntes.  How  bitterly  cold  is  the  night !  I  feel  my  wounds  stiffen — and 
ttiere— -eleven  o'clock  sounds  at  Our  Lady's.  Your  friend  Martin  has 
ibigotten  you." 

*'  No ;  hark !     Hear  you  not  the  plash  of  oars?" 

*^  I  would  1  could,"  was  the  desponding  reply  ;  ''  it  seemed  to  me  the 
nfple  of  the  water." 

*^  The  loss  of  blood  makes  you  low.  Hark!  the  sounds  are  certain — 
they  near  us." 

**  But  how  could  he  get  a  boat  out  ?"  persisted  the  other,  fretfully. 

'^  Easily.  See  how  torches  fly  about  the  bastions — the  town  is  evi- 
dtiatly  not  in  its  usual  state  of  repose.  Martin  is  bold  and  active,  and 
would  well  know  how  to  profit  by  it." 

In  the  most  hopeful  of  the  two  speakers  Vnn  Diest  recognised  a  towns- 
man on  whose  family  he  had  conferred  many  obligations.  Feeling  how 
mneh  easier  it  would  be  to  lie  concealed  within  a  city,  whose  every  alley 
and  turn  he  knew,  whose  disturbed  state  would  prevent  any  strict 
inquiry  into  the  circumstance  of  his  escape,  and  where  he  might  provide 
himself  with  those  more  immediate  necessities  of  which  he  stood  so  much 
in  need,  he  lost  no  time  in  discovering  lumself  to  the  two  speakers,  and 
implored  their  assistance  to  reach  the  city. 

Low  signals  were  now  heard,  confirming  the  hopes  of  the  little  party  ; 
and  being  as  cautiously  returned,  the  boat  came  swiftly  on,  and  with 
noiseless  though  joyous  steps  and  thankful  hearts  did  the  fugitives  step 
into  it 

All  maintained  a  profound  silence.  The  light,  even,  feathered  strokes 
of  the  oarsmen  propelled  the  wherry  with  the  rapidity  of  a  winged  crea- 
tare ;  and  before  the  sentinels — whose  attention  had  been  attracted  by 
ike  measured  though  slight  plash,  the  cause  of  wluch  the  extreme  dark- 
ness prevented  their  ascertaining-— could  receive  an  answer  to  their  several 
diallengfes,  the  boat  was  gliding  beneath  the  walls  of  Antwerp.  The  low 
agnals  from  the  boat  were  here  repeated ;  upon  which  a  ladder  was 
fewercd  from  the  rampart,  and  the  whole  party  speedily  landed. 
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Chapter  LI. 

When  Margaret,  under  the  tender  care  of  her  mother,  recovered  firom 
her  swoon,  on  the  night  of  her  last  visit  to  Father  Eustace,  her  first  care 
was  to  inform  her  parent,  under  the  seal  of  secrecy,  of  all  she  had  gone 
through.  The  danger,  nay,  the  inevitable  ruin  attendant  upon  the 
smallest  indiscretion,  might  have  been  a  sufficient  guarantee  for  the 
silence  of  both  mother  and  daughter  on  that  subject ;  yet  the  father-con- 
fessor thought  it  necessary  to  visit  them  the  next  day  to  enforce  it  upon 
them,  and  even  to  bind  them  to  it  by  a  solemn  oath.  Margaret's  nerves 
had  sustained  too  severe  a  shock  for  her  constitution  speedily  to  recover 
from  its  effects  ;  and  for  some  time  she  lay  very  ill,  for  which  her  mother 
prudently  accounted  to  Chievosa  by  attributing  it  to  the  incessant  anxiety 
under  which  she  laboured  concerning  her  ^Either. 

Although  Mistress  Van  Meeren  did  not,  after  the  first  sensation  of 
horror  on  learning  the  untimely  and  tragic  end  of  her  friend  of  former 
days,  sorrow  for  his  loss  in  the  same  intense  degree  as  did  Margaret,  yet 
so  glaring  an  instance  of  the  wanton  cruelty  and  injustice  of  the  tribunal 
to  whose  power  he  had  fallen  a  victim,  alarmed  her  for  her  husband's 
safety,  and  deprived  her  of  all  the  composure  and  hopefulness  which  she 
had  hitherto  maintained.  Chievosa  marked  these  changes  with  an  anxious 
eye ;  and  after  one  of  his  customary  absences,  accelerated  the  convales- 
cence of  the  one,  and  revived  the  aying  trust  of  the  other,  by  bringing 
them  a  few  lines,  which,  although  not  signed,  were  undeniably  in  Cor- 
nelius's own  handwriting.  They  were  obviously  written  under  constraint ; 
still  their  tenor  was  consoling.  They  contained  an  assurance  of  the 
writer's  perfect  health— of  his  having  hitherto  suffered  little  beyond  the 
misery  of  being  separated  from  those  he  loved,  and  the  discomforts  in- 
separable from  his  situation. 

The  letter  contained  little  more ;  it  gave  no  clue  to  his  present  place 
of  confinement,  no  advice  by  which  to  guide  their  own  movements,  and 
what  above  all,  in  Margaret's  opinion,  proved  its  authenticity,  in  no  part 
was  allusion  made  to  Chievosa — a  proof,  she  thought,  of  his  real  character 
being  at  last  unveiled  to  her  father.  But  her  mother,  as  usual,  took 
another  view  of  the  subject ;  and  Margaret,  who  had  for  a  time  contem- 
plated putting  in  practice  Father  Eustace's  last  advice  of  courageously 
breaking  with  Chievosa,  ^^n  felt,  what  she  had  urged  on  that  occasion, 
that  prudence  and  filial  aroction  alike  forbade  so  decisive  a  step.  Bend- 
ing, therefore,  her  utmost  energy  to  the  task  of  concealing  beneath  the 
mask  of  indifference  the  horror  and  dread  with  which  the  Spaniard  in- 
spired her,  she  was  fain  to  drag  along  the  chain  of  dissimulation  which 
bowed  her  proud  spirit  to  the  earth.  Thus,  after  indulging,  with  the 
keenness  of  feeling  peculiar  to  early  youth,  in  the  bitterness  of  sorrow, 
she  now  began  to  feel  its  lassitude.  She  could  almost  have  wished  that 
her  troubles,  if  they  could  not  be  dispelled,  might,  at  least,  take  another 
shape. 

The  news  of  Thoulouse's  banner,  under  which  she  knew  her  uncle  to 
be  enrolled,  having  advanced  so  near  the  town,  reached  her  in  her  soli- 
tude, and  gave  her  mingled  emotions  of  pain  and  pleasure.  She  was 
daily  to  be  seen  mingling  with  the  crowd  assembled  to  gaze  on  Thoulouse's 
troops,  the  greater  part  of  which  having  been  raised  within  the  walls  of 
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Antwerp,  there  were  few  citizens  who  had  not  a  friend  or  relation  to 
look  after. 

She^  too,  like  the  rest,  had  heen  roused  from  the  lazy  interest  with 
which  she  gazed  day  after  day  on  the  same  scene,  hy  the  roar  of  Beau- 
Toir*8  ordnance.  At  the  first  sound  of  approaching  strife  Margaret  en- 
deavoured to  escape  witnessing  it ;  but  when  she  found  herself  hemmed 
in  on  all  sides,  and  unable  to  extricate  herself  from  the  press,  she  looked 
towards  the  battle-field  with  the  same  tumultuous  emotion  that  throbbed 
in  every  heart  around  her. 

If  the  Gueux  were  to  win  the  day,  this  victory  would  be  the  signal  for 
a  general  insurrection ;  then  her  father  might  be  restored  to  freedom  and 
happiness,  her  uncle's  brightest  visions  be  realised,  and  Chievosa,  the 
nigntmare  of  her  existence,  be  discarded  from  her  thoughts  for  ever. 
Her  imagination  even  ventured  on  a  bolder  flight.  Might  not,  if — as 
ker  uncle  ardently  desired — all  the  provinces  were  to  shake  off  Spain, 
tod  declare  themselves  a  free  republic — might  not,  in  the  confusion 
attendant  upon  this  change,  he  upon  whom,  in  spite  of  her  better  reason, 
her  thoughts  still  lingered,  be  brought  nearer  to  her  ?  These  fancies, 
on  which  she  had  dwelt  in  her  solitary  hours  until  they  had  assumed  the 
eoDsistency  of  hope,  recurred  with  double  force  in  this  momentous  crisis, 
which  was  either  to  realise  or  dissipate  them  for  ever.  So  eager,  so 
absorbing  were  her  feelings  at  this  moment,  that  she  could  not  even 
breathe  a  prayer  for  those  whose  victory  would  be  her  triumph. 

The  sullen  booming  of  the  cannon,  and  the  stunning  yells  that  rose 
from  the  bastions,  contrasted  fearfully  with  the  gentle  ripple  of  the  tran- 
quil river ;  and  the  red,  lurid  light  that  ever  and  anon  tore  the  thick  veil 
of  smoke,  and  later,  the  flames  that  tinged  the  atmosphere,  harmonised 
as  little  with  the  clear  blue  sky  and  the  bright  sun  above,  that  seemed 
the  harbinger  of  peace  and  gladness.  Margaret  was  first  made  aware 
of  the  issue  of  the  combat  by  the  general  clamour.  The  Lutherans,  en- 
raged at  being  kept  from  their  friends,  turned  the  full  tide  of  their  anger 
against  the  Prince  of  Orange.  Some  proposed  an  immediate  attack  on  the 
palace,  some  were  for  forcing  the  gates ;  whilst  others,  and  among  these 
were  the  most  respectable  of  the  foreign  merchants  yet  residing  in 
Antwerp,  endeavoured  to  assuage  the  storm  by  representing  that  the 
prince,  m  cutting  off  all  communication  with  the  rebels,  had  prevented 
the  horrors  of  civil  war  extending  from  the  open  plain  into  the  narrow 
precincts  of  a  crowded  city,  whose  every  street,  nay,  whose  every  house, 

IS  divided  against  itself. 

Whatever  effect  these  strong  representations  might  have  produced, 
entirely  frustrated  by  a  sudden  and  most  unexpected  occurrence. 
A  tall,  majestic  female,  whose  features  even  the  anguish  stamped  upon 
them  could  not  cloud,  came  rushing  on  towards  the  rampart.  The 
violence  of  her  agitation  had  caused  her  long  black  hair  to  escape  from 
beneath  her  velvet  cap ;  and  though  pale  like  marble,  there  was  a  wild 
fire  in  her  eye  which  it  was  pain  to  behold.  The  people  respectfully 
gave  way  before  her,  as  the  name  of  Thoulouse  was  heard  from  mouth  to 
mouth.  Ignorant  of  her  husband's  fate,  she  hoped  by  her  tears  and  her 
eloquence  to  excite  a  popular  movement  that  might  yet  save  the  life  she 
held  so  dear ;  but  her  pathetic  appeals  only  exasperated  the  people  to 
VOL.  xxn.  N 


188  THE  CONFEDERATES  ;  OR, 

madnesS)  when  he  whotn  she  would  have  shed  her  heart's  blood  to  iftVe 
was  past  all  human  aid. 

Margaret,  who  felt  the  danger  of  her  position  increase  with  the  in- 
creasing tumult;  was  almost  happy  of  this  diversion  ;  and  availing  her* 
self  of  the  moment  when  the  compact  mass  yielded  and  broke  up  on  all 
sides,  rushing  different  ways,  she  hurried  through  the  shortest  and  most 
silent  bye-streets,  with  steps  wing^  by  fear,  and  reached  her  house  in 
time  to  escape  the  overwhelming  tide  pouring  from  all  directions  to  the 
Meerbrugge.  She,  like  the  Countess  of  Thoulouse,  hoped  everything 
from  the  present  outbreak ;  she  gaxed,  therefore,  with  eagerness  from  her 
window  on  the  agitated  scene  below,  which  began  to  assume  the  menacing 
aspect  of  a  revolt.  Heavy  cannons  were  dragged  along,  with  a  view,  bb 
the  vociferations  of  the  multitude  announced,  to  battering  down  the 
Meerbruo^ge ;  yet,  so  great  was  the  excitement  within  her  own  bosom, 
she  beheld  these  formidable  preparations  without  experiencing  any  gensa- 
tions  of  terror.  She  saw  the  dense  masses  form,  dissolve,  and  form  again, 
whilst  considerable  bodies  of  armed  Catholics  stood  assembled  on  different 
points,  looking  on  these  proceedings  with  lowering  brows. 

As  Margaret  stood  grazing  on  the  coming  storm,  which  with  every 
instant  grew  more  portentous,  she  saw  the  insurgents  waver,  and  at  last 
fidl  back  before  three  horsemen,  in  whom  she  instantly  recognised  the 
Prince  of  Orange,  his  lieutenant,  the  Count  of  Hoochstraaten,  and  Straten, 
the  burgomaster  of  the  town. 

The  countenances  of  all  three  were  steady  ;  but  there  was  about  the 
prince,  when  he  addressed  the  mob,  an  ineffable  air  of  conmiand,  a  calm 
assurance,  which  was  not  without  effect  His  words  were  at  first  those 
of  mild  admonition ;  but  when  he  found  this  mode  of  proceeding  totally 
ineffectual,  that  he  was  answered  by  menacing  shouts,  his  brow  grew 
sterner,  and  his  tone  of  remonstrance  was  changed  for  one  of  indignant 
authority ;  but  his  own  severity  only  augmented  the  fiiry  of  the  mob,  and 
the  word  "  traitor"  was  vociferated  on  all  sides.  Straten  and  Hooch- 
straaten now  appeared  to  urge  the  prince  to  withdraw,  but  in  vain.  At 
this  moment  an  exclamation  burst  from  Margaret,  and  her  hands  were 
mechanically  stretched  forward  as  if  to  save,  when  she  perceived  a  wretch 
with  elf-locks,  bared  arms,  and  besmeared  habiliments,  advance  &om  the 
crowd  and  present  a  pistol  against  the  bosom  of  the  prince.  Had  his 
cheek  blanched,  his  lip  quivered,  had  he  attempted  to  recede  from  the 
instrument  of  death,  that  moment  had  been  his  last ;  but  there  was  some- 
thing in  his  impassibility  that  awed  even  the  ruffian,  who  slowly  removed 
the  weapon  and  disappeared  among  the  crowd.  Orange,  becoming  aware 
from  this  incident  that  the  present  was  a  case  where  fbrce  alone  could' 
prevail,  and  having  none  at  his  command,  at  last  yielded  to  the  entreatie# 
of  his  friends,  and  left  the  place  to  the  hooting  and  shouting  multitude. 

The  prince's  departure  in  the  manner  above  related  made  Margaret  for 
the  first  time  feel  the  real  danger  of  her  situation.  In  such  a  complete 
submersion  of  order,  nothing  was  more  likely  than  that  the  people  would 
carry  their  threats  into  execution,  and  blow  up  the  Meerbrugge,  in  whidi 
case  her  own  house  would  in  all  likelihood  be  destroyed ;  and  it  was  with 
unspeakable  terror  that  the  two  lonely  females  watched  through  the  rest 
of  tne  day  the  proceedings  of  the  rioters. 

Evening  brought  a  respite  from,  but  not  a  cessation  of,  danger.     The 
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mob  began  to  disparse,  and  the  cannons  were  removed ;  but  what  would 
the  moiTow  bring  forth  ?  Margaret  surveyed  the  settling  gloom  with  a 
sensation  of  misery  at  her  heart,  and  with  a  fearful  apprehension,  as  if, 
mingled  with  the  shadows  of  falling  day,  were  dread  though  vague  forms 
whispering  around  her  of  some  new  and  appalling  calamity  about  to 
befiftL  Where  might  her  poor  uncle  be  at  that  hour  ?  Was  he  a  cold, 
stiffening  corpse  on  the  battle-field,  or  a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  the 
enemy  ?  or  was  he  a  roofless  fugitive  ?  Her  doubts  were  soon  to  be 
solvea  in  a  manner  she  little  expected. 

Chievosa's  absence  firom  home  that  day  had  been  a  source  of  great 
disquietude  to  Mrs.  Van  Meeren,  who,  accustomed  throughout  life  to  lean 
for  support  on  her  husband  or  his  brother,  felt,  in  the  absence  of  these 
natural  ties,  even  the  presence  of  Chievosa  necessary  to  reassure  and 
sustain  her  sinking  spirits.  Though  he  did  not  return  till  late,  the 
tapers  were  not  yet  lighted  ;  but  in  the  hearth  the  wood  crackled  and 
biased,  and  the  red  light  falling  fuU  upon  the  Spaniard  as  he  advanced, 
showed  Margaret  something  unusual  in  his  own  appearance.  His  step 
was  bolder — his  head  thrown  back ;  there  was  a  curl  on  the  lip,  and  a 
flash  in  ^e  eye,  that  spoke  so  plainly  of  triumph  and  power  that  the  poor 
girl's  heart  misgave  her ;  and,  unable  to  bear  the  sight  of  gladness  in 
him  she  most  dreaded,  when  her  own  cup  of  woe  was  orim  fidl,  she  rose 
and  left  the  chamber. 

After  a  conference,  which  seemed  to  Margaret  inordinately  protracted, 
her  mother  joined  her,  and  imposed  upon  her  the  most  unexpected  and 
imwelcome  command  to  go  to  Chievosa,  who  had  most  pressing  matters 
to  conmiunicate. 

"  But  surely,  dear  mother,"  said  Margaret,  <'  whatever  commimications 
he  may  have  to  make,  are  better  addressed  to  you." 

*^  Oh  I  anger  him  not,  Margaret!"  replied  the  mother,  in  supplicating 
tones.  *'  If  it  be  not  for  my  sake,  or  for  that  of  your  dear  father,  let  it 
be  for  your  own.     Alas  I  I  fear  we  are  all  in  his  hands.'* 

''Oh I  if  he  would  but  wait  till  to-morrow!"  said  Margaret,  sinking 
into  a  chair.  ''  To-day  I  have  no  courage — ^no  strength ;  it  has  been 
one  of  uninterrupted  agitation.  I  am  not  equal  to  the  task;  indeed, 
mother,  I  am  not." 

"My  poor  child,  for  the  love  of  heaven  exert  yourself,"  said  the 
mother,  pressing  to  her  bosom  the  burning  brow  of  her  sobbing  daughter. 
*'  One  last  efiFort.  I  know  your  nerves  have  been  fearfully  shaken,  but  it 
is  a  trial  whidi  I  cannot  spare  you." 

**  It  is  indeed  a  trial  1"  murmured  Margaret  *'  Tell  him,  to-morrow 
-^-any  time  he  pleases ;  to-night  I  cannot" 

"  I  have  urged  already  all  I  could  in  your  favour.  Indeed,  Margaret, 
you  must  nerve  yourself  to  this  unavoidable  meeting.  Be  now  my 
itiong,  my  oourageous  child,  as  you  have  been  throughout  this  time  of 
hea^  affliction." 

M(argaret  continued,  however,  sobbing  on  her  mother's  breast. 

"  Hush,  hush,  my  child !"  said  the  mother,  speaking  as  though  she 
would  have  soothed  an  infant 

''No ;  it  is  best  so,  my  mother — that  my  weakness  have  its  way  before 
I  encounter  him." 

When  Margaret  appeared  bef<N«  Chievosa,  her  pallor,  the  traces  of 
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recent  tears,  her  downcast  eye,  and  quivering  lip,  told  the  Spaniard  that 
the  strength  that  had  resisted  him  so  long  was  broken — that  all  oppo- 
sition would  now  be  at  an  end,  and  that  the  victim  at  length  lay  within 
his  grasp.  Now  that  he  had  no  more  cause  to  wear  the  mask,  he  fiedrly 
flung  it  from  him ;  and  advancing  towards  the  trembling  ^1  with  a 
smile  whose  bitterness  no  words  could  adequately  translate^  he  addressed 
her  in  a  tone  whose  cold  mockery  fell  on  her  heart  like  the  death-knell 
of  hope. 

"  The  struggle,  my  fair  Flemish  pearl,  which  has  been  so  long  and  so 
bravely  maintained  between  us,  has  drawn  to  a  close.  You  are  now 
whoUy  in  my  power,  beyond  the  means  of  extrication.  It  had  been  £Bir 
better  to  have  yielded  gracefully  from  the  first,  for  by  so  doing  you 
would  have  saved  yourself  much  sorrow,  and  me  much  trouble." 

He  paused  as  if  for  an  answer ;  but  had  one  even  presented  itself  to 
Margaret's  mind,  she  would  not  at  that  moment  have  been  able  to  give  it 
utterance.  She  looked  like  a  terrified  culprit  before  the  judge  who  is 
about  to  pass  sentence.  Chievosa  continued,  in  the  same  cold,  sarcastic 
tone  as  before : 

'^  You  once  prided  yourself  on  the  friends  so  eager  to  place  thAnselves 
between  me  and  my  wishes.  Those  friends — where  are  they  now  ?  You 
know  not,  but  I  will  tell  you.  Father  Eustace  has  perished !  He  died 
the  death  of  a  heretic — do  you  understand  ? — tortures  and  fliames." 

The  young  man  again  paused,  as  if  to  enjoy  the  start  of  surprise  and 
horror  which  he  expected  would  follow  this  announcement ;  but  in  this 
cruel  hope  he  was  disappointed.  No  outburst  of  feeling  gratified  his  in- 
tense and  inquiring  g^aze ;  and,  as  he  proceeded,  his  voice  betrayed  mor- 
tification. 

'^  Your  meddling  gossip,  honest  Master  van  Diest,  would  persist  in 
casting  his  clumsy  shadow  betwixt  me  and  the  sun — he  would  baffle  me, 
forsooth,  the  silly  burgher !  He  expiates  in  a  prison,  where  he  lies  for- 
gotten by  all,  perchance  even  by  his  gaoler,  his  folly  and  his  boldness. 
^&y>  your  dreamy  friend,  has  been  called  away,  and  nas  long  forgotten 
you  amid  gayer  scenes  ;  and  your  uncle  Paul,  the  most  ardent,  the  most 
persevering  of  my  opponents — your  mainstay — your  last  support *' 

Again  he  paused,  for  he  traced  a  slight  shudder  passing  over  Mar- 
garet's frame,  the  first  sign  of  emotion  that  his  keen  eye  had  been  able 
to  detect. 

**  Your  uncle,*'  he  continued,  filling  up  the  pause  which  he  saw  she 
was  either  unwilling  or  unable  to  break,  ''  has  this  day  perished.  Not 
on  the  battle-field — not  like  the  soldier  yielding  up  his  soul  at  the  sword's 
point,  or  to  the  random  shot  that  quickly  closes  his  earthly  career — ^but 
by  a  slow  lingering  death — side  by  side  with  the  in&tuated  Thoulouse — 
in  the  stifling  vapour  of  a  burning  hovel." 

Perhaps,  had  Margaret  manifested  any  emotion — shown  herself  man 
alive  to  pain — Chievosa  had  been  less  reckless  in  inflicting  it ;  but  what 
he  conceived  to  be  the  very  stubbornness  of  pride  he  was  determined  to 
break  at  all  risks.  The  poor  girl  in  truth  looked  like  one  in  a  trance— 
spell-bound  ;  but  it  was  the  spell  of  despair.  As  she  heard  her  uncle's 
fate  thus  circumstantially  recounted,  a  night  of  utter  hopelessness  seemed 
to  close  in  around  her.  She  could  not  speak — she  could  not  weep ;  there 
was  a  burning,  throbbing  sensation  at  her  temples,  a  pain  almost  too  acate 


THE  DAYS  OF  MABOABET  OF  PABMA.  141 

to  bear.  She  mechanically  pressed  her  hands  against  them,  and  as 
mechanically  walked  towards  her  usual  seat,  unable  any  longer  to  stand  ; 
and  when  once  in  an  attitude  of  repose,  she  endeavoured,  by  her  utmost 
efforts,  to  collect  herself,  and  to  put  off,  as  it  were,  her  sorrow  till  the 
busioess  of  the  hour  were  over. 

"  You  see,  Margaret,"  he  said,  "  the  only  friend  left  to  you,  is  me. 
Your  Other's  life — your  honour — are  withm  my  g^rasp.  The  time  for 
trifling  is  over  :  a  speedy  union  with  me  can  save  both  ;  refuse,  and  who 
is  there  to  protect  you  T* 

'*  Grod  !**  murmured  the  young  g^l.  <^  He  is  the  strength  of  the  weak, 
and  He  may  yet  confound  all  your  wicked  designs.'' 

*'  He  is  not  likely  to  interfere  with  them,"  said  Lopez,  in  a  tone  of 
sudi  open  derision  as  to  strike  Margaret  even  at  that  hour. 

*'  You  hate  Him,"  she  said,  in  a  toneless  voice  ;  ^'  I  thought  as  much." 

'*  You  are  mistaken,"  replied  he,  with  the  smile  of  the  unbeliever ;  "  I 
never  hate  what  cannot  cross  me."  • 

^'  Who  and  what  are  you  ?"  said  Margaret,  starting  up  in  alarm. 
<<  Surely  I  am  speaking  vrith  some  demon !"  And,  3rielding  to  the  supersti- 
tion oP  her  time,  she  crossed  herself  repeatedly,  expecting  every  instant 
to  see  the  fiend  appear  in  his  real  shape  before  her. 

Chievosa  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  replied,  thpughtfiilly  : 

*'  I  have  known  those  who  seek  to  read  their  destinies  in  the  brilliant 
stars ;  who  believe  their  very  souls  a  part  and  parcel  of  their  bright 
effulgence.  I  have  known  those  who  kneel  before  a  crescent,  and  others 
before  a  cross ;  some  who  trust  in  prophets,  some  in  saints ;  others  who 
think  even  to  league  themselves  with  an  evil  spirit,  rather  than  rely  on 
their  own.  I  am  none  of  these.  I  have  sought  no  strength  but  that 
which  lies  within  me— obeyed  no  law  but  my  own  will.  1  have  asked 
the  secret  of  my  life  of  no  blind  charm ;  but  slowly,  step  by  step,  as- 
cended the  ladder  which  I  raised  for  myself.  I  am  no  fiend,  though  no 
Christian — no  Mussulman ;  but  a  man  such  as  Nature  made  me,  relying 
on  her  g^ifts,  my  own  powers,  with  purposes  as  firm  and  as  bold  as  my 
own  heart.  Now,  Margaret,  you  know  me ;  but  whether  you  like  better 
the  unveiled  image  or  not,  matters  but  little.  Attempt  to  escape  me, 
and  your  father  dies ;  and  you  will  be  his  murderess." 

He  crossed  his  arms  upon  his  chest,  and  threw  his  form  into  one  of 
those  graceful,  plastic  attitudes  which .  the  sculptor  loves  to  reproduce 
in  marble. 

'^  You  now  feel,  Margaret,"  he  continued,  '^  how  vainly  woman  in  her 
weakness  would  struggle  against  the  strength  of  man." 

But  the  torpor  of  Margaret's  mind  had  gradually  given  way  before  an 
indignation  of  a  nobler,  more  exalted  nature  than  Chievosa  could  have 
understood^  miserably  ignorant  as  he  was  of  those  divine  promises  which 
can  give  courage  to  the  most  timid. 

'*  Proud,  bad  man,"  she  exclaimed,  with  an  energy  that  startled  him, 
contrasting  strangely  as  it  did  with  her  former  state  of  passive  dejection, 
"  I  defy  you !  That  God,  whom  you  know  not  or  so  recklessly  brave, 
shall  be  my  shield  and  buckler.  You  have  robbed  me  of  my  friends ; 
but  He  is  the  father  of  the  orphan  and  the  friend  of  the  deserted.  To 
holy  will  do  I  entirely  submit ;  and  by  it  you  must  abide,  in  your 
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strength  and  in  your  pride  as  weak  and  perishable  as  myself.     In  Bis 
hands  I  put  my  cause ;  let  Him  judge  between  you  and  me." 

As  Margaret  ceased  speaking  she  raised  her  eyes,  as  if  seeking  that 
heavenly  protection  whicn  she  so  much  needed. 

^^  With  words  you  may  brave  me  as  much  as  you  list,"  said  ChieYOsa; 
*'  but  mark  me,  deeds  will  I  punish  with  deeds.  Think  not  to  procrasti- 
nate any  further.  I  have  made  due  preparation  for  our  marriage,  which 
will  take  place  no  later  than  to-morrow  evening ;  for  the  details  I  refer 
you  to  your  mother.  I  will  succeed,"  he  added,  with  a  withering  look, 
'^  or  be  fearfully  avenged."     So  saying,  he  turned  and  left  the  room. 

The  position  in  which  Margaret  now  stood  was  one  calculated  to 
awaken  all  the  energies  of  a  nature  not  easily  daunted.  Her  thou^ts 
naturally  turned  to  the  means  of  extricating  herself;  but,  turn  which 
way  she  would,  where  was  she  to  find  succour  ?  Chievosa  had  spoken 
but  too  truly — not  a  Mend  seemed  left ;  and  in  the  present  state  of  the 
town  any  crime  might  be  perpetrated  with  impunity. 

In  this  difficulty,  the  recollection  of  a  circumstance  on  which  she  had 
not  hitherto  permitted  her  thoughts  to  dwell,  lest  there  might  be  too 
much  danger  in  the  remembrance,  now  gleamed  like  a  ray  9  hope 
across  her  path.  All  hesitation,  all  delicacy,  were  at  once  discarded; 
she  trusted  implicitly  in  the  honour  of  him  on  whose  protection  she  was 
about  to  throw  herself^  and  her  case  was  too  urgent  to  admit  of  delibera- 
tion. Following,  therefore,  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  she  hastily 
wrote  a  few  lines  to  Lamoral,  recalling  to  his  mind  the  promise  he  had 
made,  on  the  &ith  of  which  she  now  addressed  him ;  representing  that 
nothing  but  so  desperate  a  situation  could  have  emboldened  her  to  take 
this  step ;  and  urging  him  to  be  prompt  in  whatever  measures  he  might 
think  proper  to  take  in  her  behalf,  or  his  assistance  would  come  too  late. 

This  missive,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  time,  she  fastened  with  a 
small  braid  of  her  own  hair.  The  difficulty  that  now  offered  itself,  by 
far  the  most  perplexing,  was  how  to  despatch  it.  She,  however,  suc- 
ceeded in  making  her  old  nurse  understand  her  desire,  and  the  import- 
ance she  attached  to  its  gratification  ;  and  the  good  woman  undertook  to 
find  one  who  would  ride  for  his  very  life  to  Brussels,  for  the  sake  of  the 
tempting  remuneration  which  Margaret  held  out,  and  which  all  knew  she 
was  well  able  to  affi>rd.  One  obstacle  yet  remained — how  to  leave  the 
house  unperceived  by  the  watch^  Spaniard.  But  zeal  for  her  young 
mistress  seemed  to  restore  to  the  old  woman  the  faculties  of  former  days ; 
even  him  she  undertook  to  baffle  ;  and  at  last  Margaret  had  the  satisfiic- 
tion  of  hearing  the  house-door  close  upon  her  aged  emissary. 

We  will  not  dwell  on  the  miseries  of  that  night ;  but  perhaps  Mar- 
garet's hanowing  fears  for  the  morrow  were  a  happy  counterpoise  to  Ae 
poignant  regrets  she  felt  for  her  uncle's  sad  £ate,  the  confusion  of  so 
many  causes  for  anxiety  being  such  that  none  could  predominate  tao 
powerfully. 
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TuBRE  are  men  who,  when  thej  perpetrate  a  shabby  or  shamefiil  act, 
will  acknowledge  the  fault  and  confess  their  misbehaviour,  and  try  to 
atone  by  full  apology  and  notable  contrition.  Not  so  with  the  culprit 
Jackson.  When  caught  in  the  snare  of  hb  own  hypocritical  ingratitude, 
he  submitted  himself  to  no  process  of  signal  penance,  although  thereto 
strongly  exhorted  by  the  warm-hearted  Johnson ;  who  could  not  desert 
his  friend,  and  risked  Mr.  Randolph's  displeasure  rather  than  forsake 
that  friend;  and  who  even  went  so  far  as  to  undertake  that  the 
reverend  seigneur  would,  despite  his  anger,  forgive,  and  all  but  forget, 
the  offence,  if  the  offender  would  frankly  admit  that  he  was  guilty, 
and  say  that  the  crime  had  been  committed  under  the  delirium  of  un- 
wonted potations.  r 

But  vain  was  the  friendly  counsel.  The  criminal  appeared  bent  on 
deepening  his  guilt  by  contumacy.  He  impudently  deni^  all  connexion 
with  the  "  report,''  and  accused  Flume  of  direct  fedsehood  in  ascribing 
it  to  him.  Even  the  litera  seripta  evidence  of  similarity  in  the  hand- 
writing was  confronted  by  him  with  a  declaration  that  the  thing  was 
forged  by  some  enemy ;  that  Plume  knew  it  was  forged,  or  was  himself 
the  forger ;  and  that  all  he  (Jackson)  knew  of  the  affair  was,  that  it  was 
altogether  a  base  fraud,  involving  a  double  lie  and  calumny  from  begin- 
ning to  end.  In  all  allusions  to  the  subject  he  exhibited  a  violence  very 
contrary  to  his  usual  assumption  of  modesty;  he  affected,  too,  that 
virtuous  indignation,  which,  as  shrewdly  remarked  by  Colonel  Juniper, 
the  popular  inn-keeper  of  Nestorville,  of  whose  comfortable  drinking- 
bar  Jackson  was  no  visitor,  '^  your  complete  rogue  can  always  assume, 
when  he  has  to  brazen  it  through  a  piece  of  detected  rascality." 

But  Mr.  Jackson  was  not  allowed  to  bully  through  the  business  so 
easily.  The  proofs  of  his  *'  complication"  were  not  confined  to  his  hand- 
writing, backed  by  the  evidence  of  Plume.  Mr.  Point,  the  trustworthy 
foreman  at  the  printing-office,  was  always  prepared  to  depone  that  on  the 
evening  of  the  5th  of  July  Jackson  had  called  there,  and  had  a  lengthened 
mterview  with  the  editor ;  testimony  corroborated  by  Primer,  the  bibacious 
compositor,  who  took  note  of  a  second  interview  after  the  publication  of 
the  paper ;  and  this  worthy  mechanic's  averments  were  conclusively  made 
good  by  Messrs.  CHck,  Pick,  and  Quick,  his  attached  colleagues.  This 
diain  of  definite  fisu^ts  Jackson  attempted  to  snap,  by  alleging  that  on 
hearing  of  the  proceedings  at  the  morning  compotation,  knowing  Plume's 
eagerness  for  gossip  of  the  kind,  he  had  nastened  to  wait  on  that  poten- 
tial personage,  for  the  purpose  of  inducing  him  to  suppress  any  report 
that  might  be  sent  to  him  ;  that  a  bargain  was  struck  between  them. 
Plume  consenting  to  his  request  upon  pocketing  fifty  dollars,  not  for 
putting  the  report  in,  but  on  the  express  condition  of  declining  any  such 
document,  come  from  what  quarter  it  might  The  telHng  fact  of  the 
second  interview  he  tried  to  fritter  away,  by  saying  that  on  seeing  the 
publication,  he  had  gone  to  the  office  in  order  to  upbraid  Plume  with  his 
breach  of  promise. 
These  pretences,  it  will  be  believed,  could  not  impose  upon  a  circle  fo 
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discerning  as  that  to  which  they  were  addressed.  They  merely  served  to 
steep  him  in  a  lower  depth  of  ignominy.  All  through  he  displayed  a 
cool  audacity  of  denial  and  assertion  which  made  people  feel  how  they 
had  heen  deceived  for  many  years  hy  this  young  hjrpocrite's  adoption  of 
a  gentle  and  amiahle  manner. 

His  courage,  however,  did  not  maintain  company  with  his  effirontery. 
When  the  justly-exasperated  Plume  sought  the  ^^  satisfaction,"  which,  by 
the  code  of  honour,  a  man  whose  veracity  is  impugned  has  a  right  to 
demand  of  the  impugner,  the  cowardly  ingrate  actually  refused  to  meet 
him,  professing  the  moral  and  religious  scruples  which,  on  such  occasions, 
it  is  usual  to  c^ect.  This  hypocrisy  did  not  fail  to  increase  the  general 
disgust  for  his  conduct.  Had  he  given  Colonel  Juniper  the  customary 
order  for  coffee  and  pistols  for  two,  and  met  Plume  in  a  gentlemanly  way 
before  breakfast,  this  proof  of  the  possession  of  even  one  of  the  attributes  oi 
manliness  would  have  been  a  mitigation  of  his  infamy.  Accompanied  by 
frank  confession  (after  firing  two  or  three  times  at  Plume),  it  would  have 
gone  far  to  retrieve  him,  and  to  soften  down  that  which  charitable  people 
might  in  time  come  to  regard  as  a  piece  of  youthful  bacchanalian  folly. 
Mr.  Randolph  himself  was  known  to  be  most  anxious  that  ihh  affiur 
should  come  off — that  is  to  say,  that  it  should  come  on.  He  had,  in- 
deed, declared  as  much.  Poor  Johnson  implored,  all  but  kneeled  to  the 
culprit,  in  the  vain  effort  to  persuade  him  to  wipe  off  some  portion  of 
his  disgrace.  But  Jackson's  cowardice  cut  from  beneath  him  the  last 
chance  of  self-retrieval,  and  even  the  affectionate  Johnson  was  at  length 
obliged  to  give  him  up  as  a  worthless  individual,  in  whom  he  had  been 
deceived.  Hopelessly  disgraced  at  his  very  outset  in  life,  branded  with 
fjEdsehood,  hypocnsy,  ingratitude,  and  cowardice,  the  pitiable  fellow  retired 
to  a  home  which  his  misconduct  had  made  miserable,  and  where  nothing 
less  resolute  than  the  tenacity  of  a  mother's  love,  ever  pleading  for  the 
ruined  one  whom  the  world  contemns  and  loathes,  could  procure  him 
the  temporary  refuge  which  a  father's  anger  would  have  refused. 

m. 

More  than  two  years  have  elapsed,  and  lef^  certain  changes  in  the  po- 
ntion  of  these  personages.  A  shade  had  passed  across  the  sunshine  of 
the  Nestorville  leading  journal.  Its  brightness  had  been  eclipsed  by  the 
rising  light  of  the  Fire-EcUery  a  paper  of  undeniable  character,  conducted 
by  Mr.  Thunder,  the  best  marksman  in  the  district,  from  whose  unerring 
aim  even  Plume,  albeit  sufficiently  pugnacious  in  his  way,  was  known  to 
flinch,  and  who  brought  into  the  field  the  invaluable  qualification  of 
being  at  any  hour  prepared  to  ^'  denounce"  and  shoot  any  man  in  the 
country  who  had  not  the  prudence  of  enrolling  himself  in  his  list  of 
supporters.  This  policy  proved  a  fortunate  hit ;  and  when  followed  up 
by  a  shrewd  cudgelling  administered  by  Thunder  to  his  rival,  in  conse- 
quence of  the  latter  having  made  indiscreet  remarks  about  the  imperti- 
nence of  "  cursed  interlopers,"  the  effect  was  what  my  brother  authors 
call  perfectly  electrical ;  the  shock  culminating  in  the  decline  and  &11  of 
the  empire  long  wielded  by  the  Star  of  Freedom,  It  was  fortunate 
for  the  gifted  Plume  that,  in  this  vicissitude,  his  philosophic  genius 
opened  new  fields  of  distinction  to  him.     Retiring  from  a  scene  where 
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his  merits  were  so  ill  appreciated,  He  found  an  appropriate  retreat  in  the 
flourishing  yaUey  of  the  Mississippi,  and  the  "  latest  intefligence"  had 
left  him  located  at  Natchez,  filling,  with  much  credit  and  dignity,  the  re- 
sponsible duties  of  violin  in  chief  at  an  establishment  of  miscellaneous 
festivity. 

Meanwhile  the  prospects  of  Johnson  were,  in  every  particular,  save, 
perhaps,  one,  all  that  could  be  desired  by  the  friencis  of  this  generous 
young  fellow.  He  had  commenced  legal  practice  on  bis  own  account, 
and,  supported  by  Mr.  Randolph's  extensive  connexion,  was  now  one  of 
the  most  thriving  young  lawyers  in  the  State.  If  there  were  an  ex- 
ceptional element — a  drawback  from  his  satisfactory  condition — it  was 
in  the  circumstance  that  Eva  Randolph,  with  the  inexplicable  whim- 
sicality of  woman,  had  treated  him  with  inexorable  coldness,  approaching 
to  disdain,  ever  since  the  time  when  his  efforts  had  led  to  the  detection  of 
her  father's  despicable  defamer.  No  more  merry  laughs,  no  more  merry 
sleigh-rides.  Their  former  terms  of  friendly  familiarity  had  changed 
into  fireezing  formality;  and  poor  Johnson's  suit,  seconded,  though  it 
now  was,  by  the  emphatic  goodwill  of  Mr.  Randolph,  appeared  less 
hopeful  than  it  had  been  of  old,  when  a  rival  was  in  the  field. 

Indeed,  Eva's  deportment  would  have  been  wholly  unaccountable, 
unless  on  the  supposition  that  she  was  offended  with  Johnson  for 
not  denouncing  the  misdeeds  of  the  miserable  Jackson  in  the  same  un- 
qualified strain  which  had  become  quite  a  matter  of  coiuve  whenever 
that  delinquent  was  alluded  to.  But  Johnson  could  not  so  soon  forget 
the  impressions  of  early  friendship.  When  gossips,  enjoying  the  hospita- 
lities of  *'  The  Oaks,"  refreshed  themselves  with  objurgation  of  the  traitor, 
and  Eva,  who  had  never  once  been  heard  to  speak  of  the  transaction, 
listened  in  the  silence  which  proverbially  denotes  assent,  Johnson  could 
not  withhold  a  sacrifice  at  tne  shrine  of  his  unquenched  feeling  for 
Jackson.  Though  he  knew  he  ran  the  risk  of  offending  Eva,  the  re- 
peated advice  of  his  friends  failed  to  dissuade  him  from  throwing  in 
something  good-naturedly  palliative  of  Jackson's  misbehaviour. 

'*  Well,  poor  fellow  !**  he  would  ejaculate,  "  it  is  cruel  to  judge  him 
rigidly  for  what  might  be  in  some  measure  an  inherent  weakness  of 
nature.  If  a  man  be  not  bom  with  the  faculties  of  courage  and  truth- 
fblness,  perhaps  'tis  a  natural  necessity  with  him  to  be  a  coward  and 
a  liar.  It  is  not  for  me  to  be  the  champion  of  one  so  unfortunate  and 
degraded ;  but  now  that  Jackson's  character  is  gone  beyond  recovery, 
I  may  say — what  I  would  not  say  until  he  had  wholly  lost  himself 
•—that  my  own  knowledge  of  him  frx)m  our  earliest  youth,  and  my 
acquaintance  with  circumstances  known  only  to  him  and  myself,  make 
me  feel  certain  that  his  conduct  was  caused  oy  an  absolute  deficiency  of 
the  qualities  of  mind  which  are  requisite  to  keep  a  man  steady  in  recti- 
tude. We  must  not  be  uncharitable;  we  must  make  aUowances  for 
weaknesses  of  this  kind  :  they  are  implanted  in  a  man  ;  they  are  beyond 
his  control ;  and  common  humanity  forbids  us  from  letting  our  censiure 
be  unmixed  with  pity." 

Is  is  very  strange,  but  not  less  true  than  strange,  that  this  well- 
meant  pleading  for  a  person  so  despised,  far  from  conciliating  Eva's 
&vour  towards  the  excellent  heart  which  prompted  it,  was  invariably 
heaid  by  her  with  impatience  ill  restrained.  Did  her  filial  affection  so 
leMQt  her  parent's  wrongs,  that  the  resentment  extended  itself  to  all  who 
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sided,  howeyar  slightlyi  with  the  author  of  theee  wrongs  ?  It 
have  been  so.  We  shall  bj-and-by  try  to  solve  the  problem.  Certain 
it  isy  at  all  events,  that,  if  Johnson's  fidelity  in  friendship  incurred  tbsi 
maiden's  displeasure,  it  tended  to  nuse  him  higher  than  ever  in  tlM 
opinion  of  those  who  could  appreciate  his  magnanimous  disinterestedness., 
Meanwhile,  the  disgraced  Jackson  liogered  in  inglorious  idleness  at 
his  fiiUher's  residence,  a  few  miles  outside  Nestorville.  He  shunned 
society  as  much  as  society  shunned  him ;  made  no  effort  to  redeem  the 
reputation  he  had  so  deservedly  forfeited;  and  presented  in  his  whola 
bearing  a  melancholy  example  of  the  blight  which  detected  dishonour 
casts  on  the  fair  promise  of  youth.  His  ingrratitude  had  in  it  a  some- 
thing  of  obstinate  malignity;  of  this  his  old  friend  Johnson  experienced 
signal  proof.  Far  from  being  thankful  for  the  kind  motives  which  die* 
tated  Johnson's  appeals  to  the  compassionate  impulses  of  their  acquaint- 
ances, the  culprit  pursued  a  course  which  inevitably  increased  public 
disgust.  Once  or  twice  they  happened  to  meet ;  and  Johnson,  in  the 
spontaneous  effusion  of  old  reganl,  would  have  overlooked  antecedentSi 
and  comforted  him  with  a  cordial  salutation.  But  such  advances  were 
sullenly  repulsed,  and  there  came  a  total  cessation  of  intercourse  between 
the  two,  though  even  then  Johnson  could  not  always  restrain  himself 
from  giving  expression  to  sentiments — like  those  I  have  just  quoted— 
tending  to  prove,  in  a  touching  manner,  that  if  his  head  could  no  longw 
esteem,  his  heart  continued  to  feel  for  one  so  wholly  unworthy  of  such 
emotions. 

IV. 

At  length  it  began  to  be  rumoured  that  a  change  was  about  to  take 
place.  It  was  averred,  "  on  the  best  authority,"  that  Jackson  had  de- 
termined to  proceed  to  the  far  western  country,  to  hide  his  infamy 
in  some  remote  region  where  the  local  affairs  of  Nestorville  were  not 
likely  to  be  known.  And  this  appeared  to  be  the  only  resource  left  for 
one  so  utterly  lost.  No  one  regretted  it.  It  had  been  noticed  by  keen 
observers,  that  once  or  twice,  after  long  conversations  with  his  mother, 
the  poor  lady's  eyes  bore  traces  of  tears.  To  be  sure  he  was  not  worth 
weeping  for ;  but  women  will  be  weak.  No  one  knew  what  took  place  at 
these  interviews ;  and,  whilst  exerting  herself  to  provide  the  emigrant  with 
every  accessory  of  comfortable  provision  for  the  journey,  Mrs.  Jackson 
acquiesced,  by  her  silence,  in  the  general  conclusion  that  it  was  '^  the 
only  thing"  to  be  done  in  her  son's  unhappy  predicament. 

The  preparations  were  nearly  complete ;  only  two  days  had  to  pass 
before  young  Jackson  was  to  set  forth,  in  search  of  the  obscurity  nom 
which  most  young  men  of  his  age  seek  to  emerge.  But  his  was  a  tabooed 
case.  Few  were  the  leave-takings,  and  fewer  the  parting  presents ;  for 
the  forehead  of  the  man  of  dishonour  bore  a  mark  upon  it. 

On  the  morning  but  one  preceding  Jackson's  intended  departure,  old 
Mr.  Randolph,  who  had  now  become  wholly  invalid,  arrived  unexpectedly^ 
in  a  land  of  sedan-palanquin,  well  lined  with  pillows,  and  borne  along 
lightlv  by  four  of  his  stalwart  sons  of  Erebus.  He  was  accompanied  by 
fiur  Eva.  This  piece  of  attention  on  the  part  of  the  old  gentleman  was 
understood  to  be  intended,  partly  as  a  visit  of  mingled  condolenoe  and 
congratulation  to  the  parents  of  the  youth  who  had  so  wronffed  hin» 
and  partly  as  a  mao&itation  to  an  admiring  world  thai  be  coM 
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fimdy  forgive  a  wrong,  and  even  bestow  a  valedictory  benediction  on  the 
WFong-doer. 

And  10  would  he  have  done,  but  that,  stubborn  to  his  temper  of  con- 
tumaeioas  unrepentanoe,  the  delinquent  disappeared  from  the  house  as 
soon  as  Mr.  lUmdolph  entered  it ;  nor  was  he  visible  during  the  rest  of 
the  day,  though  Randolph  prolonged  his  visit  purposely  to  see  him.  The 
evening  passed,  gloomily  enough,  and  bed-time  arrived  without  tidings  of 
him.  It  was  too  late  for  the  infirm  Randolph  to  return  home ;  and  Vir- 
ginian hospitality  (which  is  a  signal  and  honourable  reality)  has  always 
a  spare  bed  at  the  service  of  the  dropper-in. 

Two  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Profound  repose  reigns  in  the  iso- 
lated mansion ;  the  silence  only  broken  by  the  frequent  gusts  of  an  in- 
creasing night  wind.  But  the  fitful  blasts  soon  swell  into  a  torrent  of 
angry  sound.  The  darkness  is  pierced  by  flashes  of  sheet-lightning, 
winch  ever  and  again  illuminate  the  landscape.  And  now  the  blaze  is 
less  bright,  but  more  steady  and  continuous.  The  storm  has  ceased,  but 
the  horizon  is  lighted  up ;  it  is  lighted  by  the  fire  which  consumes  the 
devoted  mansion. 

There  is  a  rush  from  the  house  of  half-dressed  women  and  men,  the 
dark  faces  of  the  slaves  contrasting  with  the  red  light ;  and  amid  the 
Babel  chattering  of  the  excited  negroes,  the  master  of  the  household  calls 
a  muster  of  his  inmates  :  no  attempt  to  stop  the  devastation  is  thought 
of;  it  had  gained  too  much  head;  it  is  perfectiy  understood  that  it 
must  have  its  way.  The  fire-brigade,  so  efifective  in  the  larger  American 
towns,  has  no  locale  in  the  out-forest  land ;  the  only  remedy  for  the  burn- 
ing is  to  let  it  bum  itself  out. 

Master  and  mistress,  guests  and  servants,  all  are  there,  save  old 
Randolph  and  the  Pariah  heir.  And  now  arises  the  czy  of  female  grief 
and  horror ;  the  daughter  shrieks  distractedly  the  name  of  her  parent. 

A  man  rapidly  approaches  the  burning  building ;  it  is  young  Jackson, 
who  has  suddenly  emerged  from  the  neighbouring  bush.  He  is  now  at 
the  principal  door,  from  which  the  flames  vomit  forth  a  lurid  warning 
not  to  intrude  on  their  fated  domain.     But  the  young  man  perseveres. 

For  the  purpose  of  this  narrative  it  is  quite  enough  to  state,  that  after 
being  more  than  satisfactorily  singed  and  scorched,  after  braving  all  the 
danger  which  will  be  courteously  conceived  in  connexion  with  a  burning 
house  and  a  crippled  invalid,  he  effected  the  old  man's  delivery. 

This  &at  created  astonishment  in  the  good  people  of  the  surrounding 
country.  That  a  noted  and  degraded  coward  like  Jackson,  who  had  so 
wantonly  insulted  the  venerable  Randolph,  should  turn  hero  at  a  tangent, 
and  play  the  Paladin  for  the  old  gentieman's  sake,  was  a  contradiction  in 
boman  nature  which  passed  the  Nestorville  philosophy. 

Randolph  was  a  generous  man ;  he  was  all  gratitude  to  his  preserver, 
all  forgiveness  of  the  injury  once  inflicted  on  him  by  that  preserver.  It 
if,  indeed,  not  improbable  that  Jackson's  original  o£Pence  might  have  been 
forgotten,  and  that  he  could  have  resumed  his  former  position  in  the 
oianion  of  the  neighbourhood,  but  for  tiie  ineffaceable  stain  affixed  to 
him  by  his  cowardice  with  respect  to  Plume.  Here  was  the  dark  spot 
which  no  subsequent  merit  could  rub  out.  In  fact,  even  if  Jackson  could 
summon  courage  to  redeem  his  lost  reputation,  he  had  no  longer  the 
opportonity  of  doing  so ;  for  the  gifted  Plume,  as  we  have  intimated,  had 
diMppnced  some  time  provioudy  for  some  fiur-off  scmih-weffcem  distriel, 
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where  his  talents  were  likely  to  have  &irer  scope  than  they  could  hope 
for  whilst  in  the  vicinity  of  the  redoubtable  Thunder.  CerUun  ramoun 
were  afloat  that  Plume  had  just  been  elected,  on  the  "Democratic 
ticket/'  to  senatorial  honours  in  one  of  the  new  states  on  the  Mississippi; 
but  the  best-accredited  intelligence  was  that  which  I  have  relate^  of 
his  musical  engagement  at  New  Orleans. 

Be  this  as  it  might,  young  Jackson's  arrangements  remained  un- 
changed ;  for  him  there  was  '^  no  honour  in  his  own  country."  A  few 
weeks  after  the  fire,  he  departed  on  his  journey  into  the  wilderness.  He 
had  the  consolation  of  a  hearty  ^'  shake  of  the  hand"  from  Mr.  Randolph, 
and  of  a  much  colder  one  from  his  own  father,  who  writhed  at  the  dis- 
honour brought  on  him  by  his  son — the  first  of  the  family  who  had  ever 
flinched  from  a  fight.  It  was  surmised,  by  those  who  watched  the  lan- 
guage and  countenance  of  the  old  lawyer,  that  he  felt  by  no  means  so 
thankful  as  he  ought  to  have  felt  to  Johnson  for  the  sacrifice  of  feeling 
incurred  by  the  latter  in  dragging  to  light  the  author  of  the  lampoon. 
Mrs.  Jackson  had  a  tearful  parting  from  her  son :  Eva  expressed  her 
thanks  and  friendship,  and  wished  him  well  on  his  dreary  road. 

V. 

Another  year.  No  tidings  of  the  exile.  His  fate  was  a  mystery,  on 
which  ingenious  inquisitiveness  in  vain  expended  its  artillery  of  conjecture. 
All  trace  of  him  was  lost ;  it  was  benevolently  guessed,  that  as  the  stigma 
of  his  refusal  to  fight  Plume  must  follow  his  name  wherever  he  was 
known,  he  had  buried  his  infamy  under  an  assumed  one.  No  one,  savd 
his  own  family,  and,  peradventure,  the  Randolphs,  knew  whether  he  ever 
wrote  home ;  but  certain  corpulent  epistles  which  occasioDally  reached 
Mrs.  Jackson,  were  suspected  to  contain  more  information  on  the  subject 
than  that  lady  thought  it  necessary  to  impart  to  the  friendly  curiosity  of 
enquirers. 

VI. 

At  six  o'clock  one  morning  the  canal-boat  from  the  west  arrived  at 
Nestorville,  with  its  usual  crowded  human  freight ;  for  the  American  is 
the  most  ^'  movable"  article  in  the  category  of  animal  existences.  The 
bluff  bullocks  are  soon  released  from  the  weary  towing-line ;  the  ware- 
houses are  alive  with  grinning  negro  porters ;  and  in  the  cool  of  the 
morning  the  wayfarers  bestir  themselves  to  Colonel  Juniper's  bar»  there 
to  drown,  in  the  pleasures  of  mint  julep  and  sherry  cobbler,  the  sorrows 
of  their  tedious  passage  across  the  wilds. 

But  amongst  the  new  comers  were  two  who  did  not  join  this  festive 
gathering.  One  was  a  tall,  sunburnt,  grave-faced  young  man,  in  the 
uniform  of  a  regiment  of  rifle  sharp-shooters ;  the  other  a  middle-aged 
personage,  pursy  and  pimple-faced,  with  eke  an  ugly  gash  on  the  fore- 
head. They  cast  a  quick,  recognising  glance  on  those  of  the  townsfolk 
who  were  stirring  so  early. 

And  the  townsfolk  soon  remembered  them — the  well-known  visages  of 
Jackson  and  Plume — the  challenged  and  the  challenger — thus  traveUing 
in  ill-assorted  companionship. 

But  they  heeded  not  the  puzzled  glances  of  the  lookers-on;  they 
scarcely  noticed  the  cold  salute  of  one  or  two  former  acquaintances ;  tfaie 
first  oonyeyanoe  they  could  hire  was  engaged  to  drive  off  to  Jaekaon's 
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Ktemal  residence,  which  by  this  time  was  rebmlt,  and  again  inhabited 
^  the  £unily.  Earlier  than  usual,  that  morning,  garrulity  was  roused 
firom  its  slumbers  by  the  ''startling  announcement''  of  the  sudden  reap- 
pearance and  mysterious  co-fellowship  of  two  individuals  so  widely  sepa- 
rated by  tastes,  mterests,  antecedents,  and  neither  of  whom  was  expected 
to  be  ever  more  seen  so  far  east  of  the  Mississippi. 

For  a  week  after  this  event,  every  gossip  in  the  place  was  left  to  plen- 
tiful speculation  as  to  the  secret  causes  of  the  reconciliation  between 
Jackson  and  Plume ;  of  their  simultaneous  return  to  a  neighbourhood 
fraught  with  unpleasant  memories  to  both  parties ;  and  of  their  domesti- 
cation at  the  house  of  the  elder  Jacksou.  Frequent  visits,  it  appeared, 
were  in  the  mean  time  interchanged  with  the  Randolphs,  the  purport 
whereof  was  known  only  to  those  most  concerned. 

As  to  poor  Johnson,  he  was  more  restless  and  uneasy  than  any  one 
else — not  from  idle  curiosity,  like  the  others,  but  out  of  pure,  dis- 
interested Mendship.  He  had  driven  out  thrice  to  see  Jackson;  Jackson 
never  was  at  home  ;  he  had  inquired,  vls  &pis  alter,  for  Plume,  but  Plume 
was  invisible.  He  had  written,  but  got  no  answer  ;  he  had  talked  with 
Mrs.  Jackson,  but  got  no  intelligence ;  he  was  quite  to  be  pitied,  between 
these  several  outn^^  on  his  feelings — this  duplicate  display  of  ingrati- 
tude on  the  one  hand,  and  impertinence  on  the  other. 

At  length,  one  fine  morning,  Mr.  Randolph  despatched  a  note,  re- 
questing tne  immediate  attendance  of  the  excellent  young  man,  who  flew, 
on  the  wings  of  affection,  to  the  bedside  of  his  venerable  friend ;  his 
speed  not  being  diminished  by  a  natural  idea  that  the  summons  must 
mean  something  pleasant  in  reference  to  the  fair  object  of  his  suit. 

On  his  entrance,  Mr.  Randolph,  who  appeared  rather  more  vigorous 
than  usual,  g^rasped  him  tightly  by  the  arm,  and,  in  accents  considerably 
more  sonorous  than  musical,  du'ected  him  to  read  a  document  which  he 
placed  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  letter,  written  by  Jackson ;  and  as  Johnson  perused  it,  his 
countenance  gradually  assumed  that  air  of  ingenuous  astonishment  which 
always  marked  it  when  anything  extraordinary  occurred.  It  was  ad- 
dressed to  himself,  and  consisted  of  an  accusation,  on  the  part  of  Jack- 
son, that  he  (Johnson)  was  the  author  of  the  libel  in  the  Star  of  Free- 
dam  ;  that  after  bribing  Plume  to  insert  it,  he  had  conspired  with  that 
individual  to  fix  the  odiuni  of  it  upon  Jackson,  all  the  while  pretending 
to  be  the  attached  friend  of  the  latter  ;  and  that  the  whole  affair  was  a 
plot  to  ruin  Jackson  in  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Randolph  and  Eva,  for  the 
furtherance  of  his  own  designs  upon  the  hand  of  the  heiress.  This 
moving  epistle  wound  up  with  a  declaration,  by  Jackson,  that  he  had 
ample  testimony  in  proof  of  the  charge,  which  he  purposed,  as  soon  as 
possible,  to  make  public. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  detail  the  various  moods  and  tenses  of  Johnson's 
behaviour  upon  this  astounding  impeachment.  Agiun  he  was  '*  electri- 
fied,^ and  was  about  favouring  Mr.  Randolph  with  an  extemporaneous 
performance  highly  creditable  to  his  powers  in  the  passionate  energy 
line,  when  that  testy  ancient  cut  short  the  display  by  saying  that,  instead 
of  protesting  and  denouncing,  his  proper  course  was  to  disprove  the 
villany  imputed  to  him. 

This,  at  first,  he  thought  unnecessary ;  he  could  not  believe  that  Mr. 
Rando^  woold  pay  attention  to  a  slander  orig^ating  with  two  such  re- 
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probates  as  Jackton  and  Plume.  But  heroics  did  not  do :  the  lawyer 
remained  firm  to  his  text — proof  or  disproof. 

"  You  shall  soon  be  gratified,  sir/*  exclaimed  Johnson,  in  a  fine  burst 
of  indignant  sorrow ;  '<  even  if  the  evidence  of  my  innocence  be  written 
in  the  blood  of  the  scoundrels  who  have  traduced  me/' 

''Prove  the  innocence,  at  all  events,"  replied  Randolph;  and,  closing 
the  interriew,  left  Johnson  to  pursue  his  double  object  of  vengeance  and 
vindication. 

That  evening  the  latter  forwarded  an  open  note  to  Jackson,  in  which 
he  first  denounced  that  person  as  a  liar,  then  insulted  him  as  a  coward, 
and  closed  by  defying  him  to  "  afford  the  only  satis&ction  he  could*' 
to  the  Mend  ne  had  maligned. 

But  this  challenge  to  mortal  combat  met  with  a  negative  as  decided 
as  that  which,  on  a  former  occasion,  had  been  given  to  Plume.  Jackson 
would  not  fight.  His  conscience,  he  protested,  still  forbade  him  either 
to  seek  the  life  of  a  fellow-being,  or  to  expose  his  own  life,  in  a  duel.  In 
his  answer,  he  moreover  observed,  fighting  could  not  show  innocence  or 
guilt  on  either  side ;  and  that  guilt  or  innocence,  not  markmanship,  was 
ike  question  at  issue. 

This  new  exhibition  of  Jackson's  cowardice  provoked  increased  con- 
tempt and  disgust  in  Nestorville;  and  the  feeling  became  yet  stronger, 
when  he  had  the  e£frontery  to  publish  at  length  the  particulars  of  his 
charge  against  Johnson,  accompanied  by  a  statement  of  Plume,  which 
went  to  the  effect,  that  Johnson  was  actually  the  author  of  the  memorable 
lampoon ;  that  Plume,  after  accepting  money  from  Jackson  for  the  sup- 
pression of  any  libellous  report,  had  taken  another  bribe  from  Johnson 
for  inserting  such  report ;  and  that  Jackson's  visit  to  his  office,  on  the 
evening  after  publication  thereof,  was  to  complain  of  Plume's  bad  faith. 

Johnson  now  resolved  to  adopt  a  decisive  course.  The  first  object  of 
his  hostUity  was  Plume,  whom  he  vowed  he  would  exterminate  on  the 
earliest  opportunity ;  and  he  walked  about  the  town,  armed  with  pistols 
and  a  formidable  Spanish  knife,  with  the  expressed  purpose  of  despatching 
that  caitiff  where  and  whensoever  he  might  happen  to  meet  him* 

Now,  miserable  profligate  as  Plume  unquestionably  was,  and  faint  as 
his  spirit  had  waxed  in  his  encounter  with  Thunder,  he  was  by  no  means 
destitute  of  mere  animal  courage,  whilst  he  was  quite  untroubled  by 
scruples  as  to  the  manner  of  displaying  it.  Having  notice  that  the  valor* 
ous  Johnson  daily  perambulated  the  streets  of  Nestorville  in  search  of 
himself,  who,  it  was  very  well  known,  was  residing  some  miles  away,  he 
one  morning  slipped  quietly  into  town,  with  pistols  and  dagger  *'to 
match,"  and,  encountering  his  enemy  in  the  public  square,  a  fierce  and 
mortal  combat  ensued.  After  an  interchange  of  shots,  and  some  vicious 
hand-to-hand  cutting  and  hacking,  Plume  received  a  ghastly  wound  in 
the  belly,  the  knife  passing  through  the  bowels  until  it  was  stopped  by 
the  vertebral  bones ;  and  at  the  same  instant  a  bullet  from  Plume's  pistol 
entered  his  adversary's  skull,  damaging  the  temporal  wall,  and  narrowly 
escaping  the  brain . 

Plume  died  in  a  few  hours,  and  in  his  agfony  adhered  to  his  published 
statement,  incriminating  Johnson,  and  absolving  Jackson  from  all  con* 
nexion  with  the  attack  on  Mr.  Randolph. 

It  came  out,  that  on  his  western  travels  he  had  turned  neither  fiddler 
nor  senator,  but  had  adopted  the  equally  lucrative  and  congenial  caUing 
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of  preacher  to  a  Jumper  colony,  which  had  established  itself  on  the 
extreme  border  of  one  of  the  new  territories.  It  was  at  the  epoch 
of  otie  of  the  last  wars  with  the  once-powerful  Sioux  Indians,  when  the 
tmiowned  ohie^  Black  Hawk,  had  made  his  name  terrible  eren  to  dwel- 
lers far  wiihiti  the  circle  of  civilisation.  But  the  Jumpers  were  a  fear- 
nought set ;  and  they  thought  there  could  be  no  more  fitting  proof  of 
their  hardy  epodliness  than  to  hold  a  ''  revival  meeting''  as  near  as  possible 
to  the  dreddfed  haunts  of  the  hostile  Indians.  They  were  speedily  at- 
tacked^  and  with  some  thirty  slain  and  sixty  or  seventy  captives,  paid 
the  penalty  of  their  fanatic  temerity.  However,  the  savages  had  not 
time  to  effect  the  scalping  of  the  slain.  As  that  delicate  ceremony  was 
commencing,  a  detachment  from  Greneral  Scott's  army  arrived  on  the  field ; 
and  the  Indians  fled  precipitately,  with  their  prisoners  and  plunder.  Our 
friend  Plume  was  amongst  the  number  left  for  dead  on  the  scene.  A 
dub-blow  on  the  forehead  had  stunned  him  early  in  the  action;  and, 
whilst  senseless,  he  received  in  the  face  a  severe  flesh-wound,  the  mark 
of  which  he  brought  back  with  him  to  Nestorville» 

The  main  body  of  the  detachment  went  in  pursuit  of  the  flying  Indians, 
and  a  lieutenant,  with  a  sergeant  and  a  score  of  privates,  were  lefb  to  take 
cafe  of  the  wounded,  and  convey  them  as  they  best  could  into  quarters. 

This  lieutenant  turned  out  to  be  the  unfortunate  exile  Jackson.  Im- 
mediately on  arriving  '^  west,"  he  had  enlisted  in  General  Scott's  army, 
resolved  to  make  a  life  which  had  become  useless  and  burdensome  to 
himself,  useful,  at  least,  even  though  in  death,  to  his  couutr}\  And 
useful  that  life  became,  and  gallantly  he  had  hazarded  it  in  defence  of  a 
community  which,  in  one  of  its  obscure  corners,  had  dealt  out  such  hard 
measure  to  himself.  In  numerous  deadly  conflicts — in  various  emergencies  of 
peril — he  had  sought  for  death,  but  found  it  not :  he  found  applause  and 
distinotion  in  its  stead,  and  his  valour  had  already  raised  him  to  the  rank 
in  which  we  found  him  when  his  foe,  the  ex-editor,  was  committed  to  his 
charge. 

Whilst  Plume  was  recovering,  he  experienced  assiduous  attention  from 
the  young  officer,  who  had  the  delicacy  never  once  to  allude  to  the  cir- 
eomstances  of  the  old  quarrel.  When  restored  to  health,  Plume  found 
himself  destitute.  The  Jumper  colony  was  dispersed,  and  his  wits,  keen 
as  they  were,  were  somewhat  at  a  loss  how  to  employ  themselves  for  their 
owner's  benefit.  Here  Jackson  (who  had  assumed  a  new  name  with  his 
new  calling)  stepped  forward,  oflfered  pecuniary  or  other  assistance,  and 
evinced  anxiety  to  assist  him  in  every  way  in  his  power.  The  conscience, 
perhaps  the  heart,  of  Plume  was  touched.  He  recalled  the  very  different 
treatment  which  Jackson  had  received  from  himself ;  he  saw,  with  sorrow 
and  remone,  that  he  had  inflicted  ruin  and  misery  on  an  innocent  indivi- 
dual, who,  in  return,  had  become  his  benefEUStor.  Ultimately,  he  made  a 
detailed  declaration  of  the  facts  afterwards  more  briefly  stated  in  the  let- 
ter sent  by  Jackson  to  Johnson ;  and  he  protested  that  he  never  could 
enjoy  peace  of  mind  tUl  he  had  brought  guilt  home  to  the  guilty,  and  ex- 
culpation to  the  innocent. 

The  war  seemed  drawing  to  a  dose ;  a  lengthened  truce,  preliminary 
to  peace,  was  effected  with  the  Indians.  At  the  earnest  solicitation  of 
his  penitent  acquaintance,  Jackson  applied  for  and  obtained  leave  of  ab- 
sence; and  both  set  out  for  Nestorville,  where  they  accomplished  the 
dtnoitement  I  have  described. 
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Johnson  lingered  for  months  between  life  and  death|  and  it  was  long 
supposed  that  his  wound  was  mortal.  When  at  the  worst,  some  inklings 
of  a  hereafter  appeared  to  disturb  him,  and  he  made  a  confession,  bearing 
out  generally  the  dying  declaration  of  Plume.  But  his  hour  had  not 
yet  come.  His  first  step,  on  recovery,  was  to  disavow  all  that  he  bad 
confessed  at  a  time  when,  he  now  averred,  his  mind  was  wAiiderine  and 
distracted.  All  that  he  had  uttered  during  the  raving  and  weakness 
of  fever,  ought,  he  argued,  to  be  interpreted,  like  certain  dreams,  by  the 
law  of  '*  contraries ;''  and  he  had  no  words  sufi&ciently  strong  to  express 
his  contempt  for  the  knavery  and  impudence  of  Jackson  and  his  tool 
Plume. 

The  public  mind  of  Nestorville  was  fiercely  a^tated  between  these 
contending  assertions ;  and  Jackson  having  in  the  first  place  incurred 
unfavourable  prejudice  by  his  obstinate  refusal  to  meet  Johnson  in 
honourable  battle,  the  balance  of  popular  opinion  might  have  remained 
suspended  to  this  hour,  were  not  new  evidence  adduced  in  the  persons  of 
Messrs.  Point  and  Primer,  who  now  stepped  forward,  and  proved  that 
Johnson  had  come  to  the  Star  of  Freedom  office,  on  the  evening  pre- 
ceding the  publication  of  the  lampoon ;  that  he  had  sat  writing  there  all 
night ;  and  that  the  result  of  this  sitting  was  the  article  which  occasioned 
all  the  mischief.  Moreover,  Point,  who  had  acted  as  foreman,  produced 
two  old  '<  proof-slips,''  the  corrections  on  which  were  in  the  handwriting, 
not  of  Jackson,  but  of  Johnson.  Link  after  link  was  gradually  added  to 
this  concatenation  of  evidence.  It  was  shown  that  Johnson,  whose 
dexterity  as  a  mechanical  pensman  was  remarkable,  had  often  imitated 
Jackson's  hand,  for  the  sake  of  ^*  amusement ;"  and  that  immediately 
upon  the  occurrence  of  the  unfortunate  drinking-bout  at  **  The  Oaks," 
he  had  been  particularly  busy  in  collecting  what  particulars  he  could 
from  those  who  were  present  on  the  occasion.  Sundry  minor  but  cor- 
relative circumstances,  which,  as  usual,  came  to  be  remembered  at  the 
''  nick  of  time,"  left  it  impossible  to  doubt  any  longer  that  Johnson  was 
really  the  author  of  the  offensive  article ;  that  in  the  manuscript  he  had 
intentionally  adopted  Jackson's  style  of  writing,  whilst  in  correcting  the 
proof-sheets,  now  so  awkwardly  brought  to  light,  he  had  not  deemed  it 
necessary  to  constrain  himself  to  that  seemingly  superfluous  precaution, 
and  had  accordingly  written  in  his  natural  manner. 

'^  To  this  complexion"  things  had  come  at  last.  Johnson — the  affec-* 
tionate,  open-hearted  Johnson — stood  revealed,  the  indubitable  concoctor 
and  manager  of  a  foul  plot  which  had  entailed  so  much  suffering  upon 
Jackson  and  his  friends.  He  no  longer  attempted  to  deny  the  state  of 
the  case.  But  he  had  a  resource  still  left — it  was  once  more  to  chal« 
lenge  Jackson.  It  will  have  been  observed  that  Johnson  was  no  bod 
judge  of  human  character :  he  had  well  studied  the  temper  and  dispo- 
sition of  the  good  people  of  the  surrounding  country ;  and  this  made 
him  quite  aware  that  a  second  duel,  *'  spiritedly"  managed,  would  be 
one  of  the  most  efficient  prescriptions  for  wiping  off  the  stigma  of  base 
conduct. 

He  immediately  acted  on  this  resolve :  but  the  response  was  as  before 
— Mr.  Jackson  did  not  fight  duels.  Some  people  will  be  apt  to  think 
that,  as  this  result  might  have  been  anticipated,  it  was  idle  to  send  the 
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chftUenge  at  all ;  but  of  course  I  am  far  from  insiDuating  that  that  very 
expectation  might  have  rendered  Mr.  Johnson  more  ready  than  he  would 
otnerwise  have  been  with  his  pugnacious  demonstrations.  Be  this  as  it 
might,  when  the  refusal  came  he  immediately  proclaimed  Jackson  as  an 
inreterate  coward  and  scoundrel,  unworthy  of  recognition  in  the  pale  of 
decent  society. 

Extraordinary  it  is,  but  not  less  true  than  extraordinary,  this  consum- 
mate piece  of  effrontery  produced  the  effect  contemplated  oy  it.  Steeped 
as  was  Johnson  in  detected  falsehood,  forgery,  and  treachery,  no  gentle- 
man in  the  coun^  refused  him  his  hand ;  not  a  dinner-table  or  an  even- 
ing party  scouted  him  from  its  circle ;  he  was  everywhere  well  received, 
because  it  was  everywhere  understood  that  he  would  fight;  whilst 
Ae  brave,  the  well-deserving,  the  innocent,  the  victim  of  Johnson's 
villany — the  gallant  Jackson,  whose  intrepidity  in  the  Indian  war  was 
by  this  time  known  to  his  fellow-townsmen,  and  whose  conduct,  from 
first  to  last,  was  devoid  of  the  slightest  blemish,  except  so  far  as  related 
to  his  repugnance  to  the  duello,  was  slighted  and  avoided  by  these 
townsmen,  and  treated  generally  by  them  as  ''not  the  kind  of  man 
to  know." 

Such  an  anomaly  as  this — that  a  detected  villain,  of  the  most  base  stamp, 
should  carry  things  with  the  high  hand  in  reputable  society,  amongst 
honourable  men,  and  gentle,  virtuous  women,  whilst  a  worthy  and 
honest  man,  whose  worm  and  honesty  have  been  proved,  is  shunned  as 
a  social  outcast — that  such  an  outrage  upon  right  and  reason  should  be 
perpetrated,  woidd  strike  us  in  our  cool  moments  as  some  monstrous  and 
impossible  fancy ;  but  numerous  are  the  grievances,  equally  mischievous 
and  irrational,  which,  not  kings  nor  laws,  but  the  in-rooted  prejudices  of 
society,  do  daily  inflict  upon  its  members ;  and  when  I  record  the  present 
history  of  a  case  in  which  a  scoundrel  flounshes  amid  the  general  know- 
ledge of  hb  scoundrelism,  whilst  an  innocent  man  is  subject  to  insult 
and  neglect  amid  the  universal  consciousness  of  his  innocence,  I  describe 
but  one  phasis  of  an  infinitely  ramified  evil. 

VIII.       * 

The  position  in  which  Jackson  now  found  himself  could  not  last  long. 
Too  disgusted  to  struggle  with  the  current  of  prejudice  which  continued 
to  set  against  him,  he  retired  from  the  contest,  and  left  his  native  country 
for  ever.  It  is  eighteen  years  since  he  bade  farewell  to  the  shores  of 
America.  Succeeding  to  an  ample  fortune  at  the  death  of  his  father, 
whose  grey  hairs — not  a  son's  guilt,  but  a  son's  resolute  conscientiousness 
— brought  "  in  sorrow  to  the  grave,"  he  could  choose  his  place  of  resi- 
dence ;  and  he  has  long  dwelt,  beloved  and  esteemed  by  an  extensive 
drde  of  new  friends,  within  an  easy  morning's  drive  of  the  great  centre 
of  European  civilisation. 

The  veteran  Randolph  is  many  years  dead ;  and  Johnson,  reeking  with 
the  reputation  of  a  lawyer  who  loves  the  smell  of  powder,  has  long  en- 
joyed the  most  lucrative  legal  practice,  and  one  of  the  most  prominent 
public  positions,  in  his  own  quarter  of  "  the  old  State."  No  one^  more 
popular — ^no  one  more  prosperous ;  and  the  way  in  which  his  wicked- 

wa  triumphed  over  the  innocence  of  a  worthy  man  is  well-nigh  forgotten, 
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unleifl  by  a  few  of  the  very  <<  oldest  iohabitaDts/'  who  are  afilicted  with  un- 
usually long  memories. 

In  all  his  proceedings  through  life  he  has  been  successful,  sare  the  important 
exception  of  his  hope  of  a  union  with  Miss  Randolph.  Uninflnenced  oy  the 
example  of  so  many  of  her  neighbours,  that  young  lady  persisted  in  treating 
her  popular  suitor  with  open  scorn  and  contempt ;  and,  on  the  death  of  her 
father,  she  accompanied  Mrs.  Jackson  to  Europe,  for  what  object,  and  for 
whose  society,  the  ingenious  roader  may  entertain  himself  with  conjecturing. 
Enough  be  it  to  say,  that  neither  Jackson  nor  the  gentle  Eva  remain  singlei 
and  that  the  letters  of  their  surname  are,  in  this  present  year  of  graoe^  as  pre- 
cisely similar  as  can  well  be  conceived. 

But,  if  Johnson  be  a  far  more  successful  man  than  Jackson,  I  should  be  sony 
to  affirm  that  Jackson  is  not  a  moro  happy  man  than  Johnson ;  for  methink^ 
if  I  did  so,  I  should  be  affirming  that  which  is  not  Now,  if  I  be  right  in  my 
conjecture,  that  Jackson  is  the  happier  of  the  twain,  who  or  what  ia  to  be 
thanked  for  so  satisfactory  a  consummation  ?  Not,  certainly,  the  practical 
puUic  opinion  of  their  fellow-citisiens. 

Said  I  not  truly,  when  I  set  out  by  proponing  that  it  \vill  be  a  sign  of  oomiog 
good,  when  men  everywhere  decree  that  without  honesty  there  can  be  no  honoor; 
and  that  wherever  is  found  honesty,  there  honour  will  not  be  absent  ? 
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rounded  on  a  tale  in  the  <<dscam£son£'*  of  bogoaccio. 

By  G.  W.  Thornbuby, 
author  of  '' ballads  op  the  new  world." 


L 

The  fairest  jronth  in  FloroDco,  on  a  time, 
Was  Federigo,  bravest  gallant,  stoutest  knight, 

The  flower  of  courtesy  in  that  bright  clime, 
A  match  with  pen  or  sword  for  any  wight. 

He  scarcely  yet  had  reached  his  life's  full  prime, 
Yet  had  he  led  the  ran  by  Arno's  height ; 

Goonael  or  tented  field,  *twas  aU  the  same 

To  one  so  keen  in  the  pursuit  of  fiime. 

The  stoutest  lanci  in  Florence — lovely  city — 
Was  Messer  Federigo,  never  under  shield 

Throbbed  there  a  bolder  heart — the  roore'sthe  pity 
It  could  not  bring  his  lady-love  to  yield ; 

For  Bella  Monna  was  as  proud  as  prettv. 
And  loved  the  banquet-ball  and  hawking  field ; 

He  TOwed,  he  swore,  lie  strove  by  truth  and  guile, 

Yet  never  won  the  poor  gift  of  a  smile. 

But  still  his  love  grew  on,  like  some  pale  flower 
That  peers  above  the  ground,  white  with  the 
snow, 

And,  spite  of  icy  storm  and  freezing  shower, 
Waits  patiently  for  Aprirs  wanner  glow, 

And  cares  not  though  the  frowning  heavens  lower. 
But  hails  in  bright  sprmg  sides  the  radiant  bow, 

And  when  it  feels  the  breeze's  soft  caress, 

Diapkys  at  onee  Us  kmg  hid  kvelinsBa. 


She  urged  her  paUrey  faster  when  in  ngbl 
She  saw  oar  knight  by  grer  A]ber|^hia  toiw, 

Or  shut  her  eves,  as  dazzled  oy  the  h^t, 
Although  the  sun  had  loet  its  noontide  powv; 

Never  did  fickle  kdy  cross  unhappy  wight. 
Or  blast  him  with  such  frowns,  so  6mA  txA 
sour. 

*Twas  autumn,  too;  the  lapdnjgof  the  leaf 

Lent  a  still  keener  sorrow  to  fan  grief. 

Spring  might  have  noarished  hope,  th«  floweriDg 
tree 

As  with  a  voice  had  bade  him  banish  care; 
But  with  each  falling  leaf  he  seemed  to  see 

Some  bright  joy  die,  some  gaj   or   ebeering 
thought. 
And  in  its  stead  the  icicle  despair 

Cling  to  the  sapless  twi^.    Ob,  had  lie  tooght 
With  keener  eye  within  his  aiding  breait, 
He  sure  had  found  some  cure  for  sudi 


There  had  been  moro  of  hope  in  sununer  eves, 
When  the  soft  rain  in  gentle  benedietioa  £iBs 

Upon  the  thirsty  earth,  and  he  who  grieves, 
Forgets  his  care  awhile,  bearing  the  odk 

Of  wild  birds  to  their  mates,  where  clustecincleaTeB 
Arch  o*cr  the  nest,  richer  than  pdlaoe  wSDb; 

"  A  solemn  stillness  fills  the  dewy  air," 

And  all  is  calm  and  silent,  fresh  aod  £ur. 


THE  WHITE  7AL00N. 


165 


bright  warm  days  of  fragrant  June, 
«%  fiit«  had  better  far  been  borne ; 
of  bee,  the  wild  bird^s  ceaseless  tuno, 
Bfly  weaned  him  from  that  bdy's  scorn : 
Im  fves  he'd  longed  to  spy  the  moon, 
IsH  lain  for  ontbnrst  ofthe  mom. 
^fewai  none  of  these ;  'twas  deep  in  chill 
Bsber, 
ly  finding  flower  bade  him  remember. 

t  wind  whispered  soft  the  deep-loved 
«i 

crpeit  howled  it  at  his  turret-pane, 
in^  leaves  articulate  the  same, 
iong  boughs  murmur  it  back  again. 
t  DO  more  of  splintered  lance  or  fame, 
•  of  tourney  on  the  sandy  plain ; 
the  fist  of  that  great  hawker,  Love, 
I  had  become  as  gentle  as  a  dove. 

je  sunset  of  an  autumn  day,  [brow 

igfat  have  seen  hb  pale  and  troubled 
'«•  coffers,  which  the  fading  ray 
with  the  hue  of  autumn\s  soared  bough, 
ats  piled  around — all !  well  away ; 
old  steward's  cheek  there  is  a  glow, 
b  image  of  despondence  stands, 
b  thin  grey  hair — wringing  his  hands. 

hi  eyes  he  sees  the  hoarded  gold 
i  forth  from  nook  of  cabinet  and  chest ; 
10  pOes  his  eager  hand  has  told, 
I  €tt  bright  florins,  coins  of  the  west, 
from  zone,  pouch,  money*bag  unrolled, 
I »  glittering  heap  they  lie  comprest. 
Ill  rand  sires  heap  up  Uieir  treasure. 
Mattered  in  a  day's  short  pleasure  ? 

fidthfrd  servant  hast  thou  been 
18  unto  him  who's  with  the  dead. 
fer  thy  truth  and  patient  mien, 
jOBg  service  bath  bent  down  thy  head. 
in  sere  of  life  as  in  the  green. 
thr  pale  cheek  bum  with  hectic  red 
tail  thee,  ero  the  die  be  cast — 
'VQtured  when  I  throw  my  last. 

1  my  father,  with  unceasing  toil, 
froon  rich  redons  of  the  furthest  Ind, 

■  brains*  and  hands'  unceasing  toil, 
n  be  scattered  to  every  wind, 

;ha  sower  scatters  on  the  soil, 
a  richer  gain  ere  long  to  And ; 

■  that  now  in  dusty  casket  shine, 
iweet  Bella  Monna  to  be  mine." 

ann  set,  dim  twilight  fills  the  room ; 
Bum's  face  grew  darker  as  he  heard ; 
noomfnlly  upon  the  gloom, 
ling  shook  his  head,  but  not  a  word 
beuuse  he  knew  the  doom 
aa  m  their  passion  wildly  erred ; 
5  wildly  at  the  gathered  pile, 
meet  his  master's  careless  smile. 

ITO  toumcvs,  where  I  mav  outsliine 

BW-armed  Mars,  and  revelries, 

ad  dances,  where  we  may  entwine 

'  aa  the  music  fades  and  dies, 

w  in  harmony  divine, 

•qoings,  changing  like  the  smnmer's 

i,  to  awake  the  tardy  mom 

tuin  clangour  of  my  buglc-hom.''  i 


II. 

The  torches  glare  throughout  the  live-long  night ; 

They  did  their  best  to  supersede  the  sun ; 
The  pakoe-balls  swam  in  a  sea  of  light : 

With  midnight  is  the  feast  anew  begun. 
Amongst  them  all,  the  bravest,  fairest  knight, 

Was  Federigo ;  sole  unhappy  one. 
Joy  sweet  as  simmier,  and  almost  as  brief; 
Still  in  the  palace-garden  falls  the  leaf. 

But  Bella  Monna  never  cast  a  look 
On  her  poor  servant,  whose  compbuning  eye 

Gazed  on  her  face  as  though  it  were  a  book. 

And  when  her  small  white  hand  the  lover  took. 
With  the  fit  preface  of  a  deep-lu»ved  sif^ 

The  timid  air,  the  tender,  seeking  look. 

She  left  him  with  a  laugh,  as  she  would  say, 

To  some  more  fitting  saint  for  help  to  pray. 

Was  Bella  Monna  fair?  good  reader  mine. 
You  well  may  ask :  she  was  as  fair  as  wise. 

Lo  I  see  upon  the  wave  the  night-stars  shine ; 
Such  was  the  lustre  of  her  radiant  eyes. 

Her  hair,  in  flomng  stream  and  soft  entwine, 
From  under  diamond  crescent  seems  to  rise 

And  fall  in  undulations  with  the  shimmer 

Of  golden  rays  that  through  dark  forests  glimmer. 

Fortune  is  like  the  ever  restless  sea,  [sand, 

That  now  breaks  foaming  on  the  white  beach- 
Pouring  its  spoils  wrung  from  humanity. 

Blent  with  the  drowned  dead  upon  the  land ; 
Then,  with  a  howl  that  fills  eternity. 

Seizes  it  all  again  with  greedy  hand. 
Thus  the  proud  tyrant  of  a  boundless  sway 
Gives  in  one  hour,  the  next  to  take  away. 

Then  those  who  drained  his  wine  with  looks  of 
scorn, 

Condenmed  the  wicked  prodigal's  foul  waste 
Of  viands,  that  to  starving  wretches  borne. 

Famine  from  many  a  huar's  door  had  chased. 
Pity  that  thev  who  once  could  smile  and  fawn, 

Could  of  the  lavish  spendthrift's  myriad  dishes 
taste  1| 
The  bigots,  with  that  zeal  religion  recommends, 
Blotted  his  name  firom  their  long  list  of  friends. 

Out  on  such  swaUows  I  creatures  of  a  day. 

Locusts  that  strip  the  leaf,  then  leave  toe  tree ; 
Cubs  that  from  brindled  dam  speed  oJl  away. 

When  they  the  cmel  hunter's  slot-hound  see ; 
Base  herd  that  never  with  the  wounded  stay, 

But  leave  him  there  to  die  in  misery ; 
Arabs  who  spy  the  plague-spot  on  the  man. 
Then  with  a  yell  to  God  speed  on  the  caravan. 

Aha !  poor  Fulvo !  it  quite  shook  his  brain 
To  sec  ancestral  pictures  marked  for  sde ; 

iVnd  through  long  corridors  to  spy  the  train 
Of  dirtjr  rabble  pour ;  while  at  their  tail 

Came  curious  urchins,  who  he  wished  were  slab). 
Who  smeared  the  arras,  rusted  the  bridit  mail, 

Jeering  at  great  men's  fall  with  envious  pleasure. 

They  saw  the  sad  dispersion  of  the  treasure. 

It  shook  his  brain ;  he  never  did  recover. 
But  still  through  gallery  and  room  he  strayed. 

Ushering  imagined  guests ;  for  like  a  lover 
He  loved  that  house ;  and  he  still  duly  laid 

The  dinner-clotb,  with  dirfi,  and  plate,  and 
cover. 
The  very  bailiff  would  not  dare  upbraid. 

One  cold  dull  mom,  upon  his  pallet-bed 

They  found  the  poor  old  man,  cold,  stiff,  and  dead. 
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III. 
It  WIS  an  autumn  dawn,  that  stealing  out 

Of  po8tera-door,  with  cautious  look  behind, 
He  sough   his  villa,  where  he  did  not  doubt 

He  might  retire,  unseen  as  passing  wind. 
Up(»i  his  only  horse  he  sallied  out. 

Chewing  some  bitter  fancies  in  bis  mind. 
The  withered  leaves,  yellow,  and  brown,  and  red, 
Rustled  in  heaps  beneath  his  horse's  tr«id. 

The  hiding  poplars  by  the  high  wayside, 
Tall  goMen  pillars,  still  kept  on  their  leaves ; 

The  force  of  the  west  wind  they  did  disdain, 
Unconquered  till  yet  colder  grow  the  eves ; 

Upon  his  sunken  hnd  their  branches  vied 
To    shower   their  golden    largess,  which  he 
grieved 

To  take  from  those  who  not  a  leaf  could  spare  ^ 

From  summer's  bier,  summer  the  sweet  and  fidr. 

Then  he  began  anon  to  moralise. 
Watching  the  swallows  gathering   for   their 
flight; 
For  men,  when  all  is  lost,  j^w  firm  and  wise. 

He  saw  that  now,  ere  wmter's  mournful  night 
Spr«id  like  a  gathering  shadow  o*er  the  skies. 
The  lizard  seek  the  noUow  tree,  and  from  the 
sight 
Of  man  to  its  dark  shelter  the  half-torpid  snake 
Creep  stealthy,  thief-like,  through  the  rustling 
brake. 

IV. 
AbnoH  forgot,  but  still,  'tis  true,  there  clung 

To  his  heart's  fibres,  like  a  parasite. 
That  chokes   the   foster-tree,    a    thought  that 
wrung 
His  sense,  and  from  which  there  seemed  no 
flight. 
The  thing's  been  often  told,  and  often  sung ; 

He  tri^  to  root  it  up,  it  grew  in  roite; 
Yet  had  be  groped  about  in  search  oi  sooth 
Deep  in  that  muddy  well  where  wallows  truth. 

He*d  waste  the  livelong  ni^ht  in  solemn  thought, 
Untfl  the  morning  star  m  gbry  rose ; 

And  searched  and  searched,  but  found  not  what 
he  sought ; 
Then  startled  at  the  dawn,  he  doffed  his  ck>the8. 

His  only  sport — ^for  now  he  cared  for  nought — 
Was  when  the  days  grew  cold  and  brooklets 
froze, 

A  hunter's  ardour  in  his  breast  did  bum. 

With  hawk  and  pole  to  seek  the  fisher  hem. 

One  day,  when  Federigo,  buried  'mid  his  books, 
Fagot  the  speeding  lours,  forgot  his  very  being. 

His  pi^  came  running  in.  with  eager  loou, 
As  a  hem  dreaded  foe  lie  had  been  fleeing. 

'*  Fool,  art  thou  mad? — speak,  man  j  odzoMcs, 
Don't  trembling  stand  there,  thomng,  theeing." 

"  Signor,  thy  Belk  Monna,  with  a  tnun 

Of  brds  and  ladies,  scours  across  the  plain." 

Alas !  the  scarfed  wound  burst  forth  anew, 
A  spasm  keen  as  arbalast's  steel  arrow 

Stung  tus  fired  brain,  and  seemed  to  hurry  through 
To  reach  the  soul,  severing  nerve  and  marrow. 

"  They  saw  our  falcon  as  it  upinird  flew ; 
Their  hawk,  beneath  it.  seemed  a  very  sparrow. 

Oar  lady  praised  the  bird,  and  well  I  wist ; 

I  saw  no  stoater  bird  on  any  fiist." 


V. 

He  bade  them  rest  with  such  a  noble  air, 
They  gazed  in  wonder  at  the  courteous  swain, 

And  hard  they  strove,  with  fashionable  stare, 
Surprise  in  proper  boundaries  to  refrain ; 

While  Federigo,  careless  how  the^  fare. 
Runs  out  to  usher  m  the  hunting  train, 

I  wot,  with  all  his  art,  his  scanty  hoard 

Was  small  enough  to  spread  upon  the  board. 

A  sudden  thought  strikes  tfaroogih  his  trembled 
mind; 

His  favourite  bird^the  falcon— is  the  thifig. 
What  though  hb  speed's  like  the  tempest  wIm, 

His  eyes  jet  black,  and  snowr  white  nis  wiig, 
The  ladv  must  have  food,  and  he  must  find 

A  disn  for  her,  fit  for  a  sceptred  king. 
The  falcon's  on  its  perch,  intent  on  fndiig, 
Of  all  the  guests  and  clamour  little  heediigi 

But  when  it  hears  his  master's  eager  **  Hist  I" 
It  bends  its  head,  and  turns  its  mil  dark  eye 

Upon  bis  face,  and  flies  u|mmi  hie  wrist, 
And  flaps  its  wings,  as  if  prepared  to  fiy. 

Poor  senseless  creature,  little  did  it  wist 
That  death  from  such  a  hand  was  verr  nigh ! 

He  dared  not  look  again:  be  strikeetbeMow; 

His  tears  with  the  i«d  blood  together  fiov. 

The  meal  was  over,  and  the  lady  rose 
To  thank  her  host,  and  then  to  say  £u«we]L 

There's  whispering  'mong  her  train,  as  to  SadoK 
They  yet  had  aomething  which  tnej  fiun  vooU 
teU; 

A  huntsman  seemed  as  if  he  would  nropoae,  ■ 
But  a  glib  waiting-woman  broke  tne  BptXL 

"  Signer.^'  she  said,  '*  for  thou^  th;^  dreas  brpoor, 

We  see  tnou  art  no  common  drudging  boor." 

Federigo  bowed,  and  wondered  what  she'd  say. 

"  I  thank  thee  in  our  lady's  honoured  name, 
For  all  thy  courtesv.  and  wookl  repay       i ' 

By  guerdons  ana  oy  thanks  thy  fiuleBt  ^hia. 
She  has  still  one  request  she  fain  would  pray, 

Though  scarce  she  dare  to  ask  for  rtrjfitaaat^ 
Wilt  sell  thy  fair  white  frdoon  unto  her. 
And  thou  thyself  be  its  good  falconer  ?" 

Federigo  stood  like  creature  turned  to  stone. 

The  not  blood  tinged  his  forehead,  and  his  eyts 
Stared  wild,  as  if  in  tranoe ;  bat  she  aloot 

The  lady  mari^ed  him,  with  a  de^  •nrfriae 
She  conkl  not  well  conceal    With  a  low  moan 

Of  disappointed  hope^riving  to  i^ 
He  faintly  muttered,  '*  Would  Unt  I  had  teiid 
Of  thy  dear  wish  erel  had  slain  my  birdl 
'Twas  all  my  store,  and  that  I  gkdly  gvr9f 

Lrt4>looa^s 


As  I  would  shed  my  heart-blc 
treasure. 
All  danger  for  thy  smile  I'd  frseW  brwve}    ; 

Yet,  lady,  ere  thou  leave  this  oaik  grean  wood, 
One  poor  request  is  all  that  I  would  crave. 

I  am  not  what  I  seem ;  this  saddened  mood 
Is  but  the  shadow  of  a  deep  distress 
That  has  o'ercast  my  heart  in  lonelineas.^ 

More  earnest  still  the  lady  on  him  gaxed, 
And  turned  death-pale,  then  fmL  as  lie  iftotw  off 

The  hood  that  hid  his  brow,  and  all  •*»ir*^^ 
Saw  the  poor  churL  the  object  of  their  epoffj 

Kneel  humbly  at  her  feet,  until  upn&ed 
By  the  soft  hand  he  kissecL  tbeo  gaily  doff 

His  peasant  lut,  and  print  a  Uas  iipoa  tibe  fliisek 

Of  that  proud  lady,  now  grown  calm  ud  pieek. 
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Ddriho  the  winter,  which  was  unusually  mild,  the  symptoms  of  Lady 
Clara's  fiital  malady  appeared  rather  to  abate,  and  it  was  hoped,  as  the 
spring  advanced,  a  yet  more  favourable  change  might  be  expected  ;  but, 
alas !  it  was  but  the  lull  of  the  storm,  to  blow  with  greater  violence  when 
the  tired  hurricane  should  have  renewed  its  strength  from  that  temporary 
and  deceptive  pause.  The  harsh  winds  of  March  brought  back  the  old 
distressing  cough  ;  the  hectic  spot  returned  to  her  cheek,  the  glassy 
brightness  to  her  eye,  the  feverish  carnation  to  her  lip.  She  was  now 
totally  confined  to  a  movable  couch,  constructed  on  light  and  easy 
spring?,  on  which  she  was  wheeled  from  room  to  room  on  the  groimd 
floor,  the  exertion  of  being  even  carried  up  and  down  stairs  being  now 
too  fatieuing  for  her. 

All  idea  of  going  to  town  for  the  season  was  abandoned,  and  the  really 
alarmed  £Eunily  resolved  to  devote  their  whole  time  and  energies  to  endea- 
vour to  alleviate  the  sufferings  of  the  uncomplaining  but  fast  sinking 
giri,  almost  wearying  her  witn  their  constant  and  elaborate  attentions  ; 
they  hoping,  as  is  too  frequently  the  case  with  selfish  human  nature,  to 
appease  their  consciences  for  years  of  indifference  and  neglect,  by  crowd- 
mg  into  the  remnant  of  a  doomed  life  the  tenderness  which  should  have 
been  diffused  over  its  whole  space. 

Lady  Clara's  sole  remaining  earthly  delight  now  was,  to  be  drawn 
dose  to  the  open  window  in  the  fine  days,  to  inhale  the  perfume  of  the 
flowers  before  it,  and  to  gaze  upon  their  beauty  ;  and  George  perceiving 
this,  and  having  some  slight  knowledge  of  botany,  he  devoted  every 
instant  he  could  spare  from  his  other  avocations  to  the  garden,  and 
wondrously  beautiful  were  the  succession  of  early  flowers  which  charmed 
the  eyes  of  the  fair  young  invalid. 

Every  morning  a  lovely  and  tastefully  arranged  bouquet  was  bud  on 
the  little  table  r^y  for  her  when  she  should  appear  ;  every  noon  George 
was  beckoned  to,  with  a  thin  and  wasted  hand,  to  be  thanked  for  his 
welcome  offering  ;  and  every  evening  he  saw  his  gift  deposited  between 
the  rose-coloured  leaves  of  a  costly  album.  This  was  the  culminating 
point  of  poor  €reorge*s  felicity.  So  long  as  he  could  behold  her,  he  felt 
not  how  fragile  was  the  thread  which  held  her  to  life,  and  him  to  happi- 
ness; he  was  like  a  traveller  in  a  vast  and  unknown  country,  who, 
trusting  to  the  light  of  the  sun  to  guide  him  to  the  end  of  his  journey  in 
safety,  keeps  his  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  that  bright  luminary,  too  anxious 
to  perceive  its  rapid  decline,  until  the  last  faint  roseate  tint  suddenly 
sinKine  behind  the  western  clouds,  leaves  him  in  painful  and  bewildering 
obscurity.  So  when  Lady  Clara,  at  length,  became  too  ill  to  quit  her 
chamber,  and  he  saw  her  no  more,  then,  then,  he  found  himself  in  the 
midst  of  darkness,  anguish,  and  despair ;  then,  then,  he  felt  lost  in  a 
labyrinth  of  dreadful  entanglement,  without  a  clue  to  lead  him  forth  to 
the  hopeful  world  again.  What  a  blank  did  existence  now  become  to 
him !  How  irksome  its  common  routine !  How  torturing  to  be  compelled 
to  fulfil  his  expected  duties!  How  repugnant  to  aff^  only  the  cold 
eoDoem  of  the  meroenary  menial !   How  agonbing  to  choke  down  the 
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rising  sorrow  of  his  soul !  How  repulsive  the  want  of  sympathy  from 
those  around !  How  acute  the  conviction  that  he,  who  would  feel  tlie 
death  now  impending  over  that  hushed  mansion  more  than  any  other 
human  heing  on  the  face  of  this  wide  universe,  durst  not  evince  even  the 
sterile  regret  which  common  humanity  admits  for  it ;  for,  may  he,  the 
son  of  a  peasant,  bewail  for  the  daughter  of  an  earl  ? 

His  sole  consolation  was,  to  glean  by  the  promiscuous  conversalioa  of 
those  still  allowed  to  enter  her  apartment,  the  duly  state  of  Lady  Clara's 
health ;  he  learnt  by  this,  the  sleepless  nights,  the  restless  days,  the  short 
and  shorter  intervals  of  ease  she  had ;  the  resignation,  the  patience,  the 
anxiety,  the  tender  regard  for  the  comfort  of  others,  the  gratitude  for  all 
that  was  done  for  herself;  and  then  he  learnt  that  she  had  mentioned 
every  servant  one  by  one,  with  the  little  remembrances  she  designed  for 
them,  wishing  George  to  have  the  album  containing  the  withered  flowers ; 
and  then  he  learnt  that,  after  praying  fervently  with  her  family,  she  had 
dropped  into  a  calm  slumber ;  and  to  prevent  her  being  disturbed,  the 
curtains  had  been  drawn  around  the  bed ;  and  some  sat  down  to  watch  in 
breathless  and  fearful  hope ;  and  that  when,  after  a  time,  those  curtains 
were  withdrawn,  they  found  the  precious  sleeper  dead. 

On  the  second  nignt  succeeding  this  mournful  event,  and  when  all  the 
inmates  of  that  desolate  house  had  sought  a  reprieve  from  sorrow  and 
fatigue  in  the  heavy  sleep  which  comes  benignly  to  the  relief  of  the  care- 
worn and  oppressed,  save,  indeed,  the  hired  nurse  who  kept  the  vigil  of 
the  dead,  George  stole  on  tiptoe  from  his  room,  and  turning  the  handle 
of  the  door  with  noiseless  caution,  he  entered  the  apartment,  glittering 
with  its  numerous  wax  candles,  and  gorgeous  in  the  magnificent  insignias 
of  the  pomp  and  pride  of  dissolution,  and,  pale  as  death  itself,  he  stood 
beside  the  dead. 

Mrs.  Burnet  started  in  evident  alarm  at  the  unexpected  apparition  of 
the  excited  and  haggard-looking  young  man,  and  made  a  motion  towards 
the  bell  as  if  to  summon  assistajice. 

'^  Stop !"  exclaimed  George,  seizing  her  by  the  arm  and  detfdning  her, 
despite  her  struggles  to  break  from  him — ''  stop !  there  is  nothing  to  fear 
from  me.  I  am  as  harmless  as  the  angel  over  whom  you  are  now  watch- 
ing ;  would  I  was  as  insensate !  Oh !  if  you  have  any  pity,  listen  to  me 
for  one  moment ;  listen  to  me,  if  you  can  feel  for  a  creature  well-nigh 
distracted." 

*^  Well*  speak !  I  do  pity  you.  What  do  you  require  from  that  eom- 
passion  ?" 

'^  You  have  a  sou,  1  know  ;  do  you  love  that  son  ?" 

*^  Young  man,  to  ask  a  mother  whether  she  loves  a  son,  who,  from  the 
hour  of  his  birth  until  now,  has  only  been  a  source  of  joy  to  her,  ahowi 
you  can  be  light-minded  even  in  a  scene  like  this.  Go  I  you  ste  not 
worthy  to  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  dead.  But  stay ;  yoor  questioD 
may  be  intended  to  prepare  me  for  some  calamity." 

*^  No ! — ^but  to  ascertain  that  you  do  love  your  son.  1  have  no  mother 
to  love  me ;  although,  God  knows,  no  one  needs  a  mother's  love  more." 

*'  Poor  boy  I" 

<<  In  this  pocket-book  you  will  find  the  wages  of  a  whole  year— the 
only  one  of  my  servitude— the  only  money  1  could  ever  call  my  own ;  it 
is  yourfl^  every  farthing,  if  you  will  only  grant  me  one  request." 

*<  How  dare  you  presume  to  bribe  me?     That  I  am  far  from  afflneiilk 
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the  almost  repugnant  calling  which  I  follow  but  too  dearly  indicates ; 
bat  I  have  enll  the  feelings  of  a  woman  left — I  am  not  the  sordid  wretch 
you  take  me  for.  Put  up  your  money,  theo,  and  leave  the  room,  for  I  fear 
you  are  here  for  some  sinister  purpose,  to  tempt  my  fidelity,  and  perhaps 
ruin  me  by  its  deviation." 

^  I  swear  by  all  that  is  most  sacred,  that  you  do  me  most  cruel  in- 
justice by  these  surmises.  I  would  die  sooner  than  wrong  you  even  in 
thought" 

^  Speak,  then ;  what  is  your  wish  ?" 

''  To  look  but  for  one  smgle  instant  on  the  angelic  face  beneath  this 
coflSn-lid.'* 

^*  What !  the  Lady  Clara's  ?  You,  you — a  common  servant !  Im- 
possiUer 

"  Qh  I  do  not  say  so ;  for  the  love  of  mercy,  do  not  say  so !  Do  not 
refuse  a  miserable,  heart-broken  wretch  the  only  gleam  of  light  that  can 
over  shine  for  him  below.  Bethink  you,  your  own  son  may  plead  one 
day  as  I  am  plendiug  now ;  and  would  you  not  curse  the  barbarous  lip 
which  denied  him  the  innocent  consolation  of  gazing  on  the  dead  he  could 
not  offend  by  so  doing  ?" 

'*  With  what  terrible  force  you  know  how  to  touch  a  mother's  heart ! 
If  I  now  do  wrong.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  I  mean  it  not.  Come,  then, 
for  whatever  ypur  motive  may  be,  see  that  face  you  shall." 

The  pale  blue  velvet  lid  was  removed  with  a  solemn  deliberation  ;  and 
on  the  white  satin  pillow  lay,  as  if,  indeed,  in  a  calm  slumber,  the  beau- 
teous fiioe  of  the  Lady  Clara;  her  light  luxuriant  hair  fell  over  her  fore- 
bead  and  bosom,  intermingled  among  which  were  some  fresli-gathered 
lilies  of  the  valley ;  she  looked  so  tranquil  and  so  pure,  that  she  rather 
resembled  a  recumbent  image  of  repose,  sculptured  in  stainless  Carrara 
marble,  than  one  really  soon  to  perish  in  the  decay  of  the  tomb. 

George  bent  over  her  in  the  most  tumultuous  agony,  bedewing  that  un- 
conscious &ce  with  a  torrent  of  tears,  and  gathering  up  the  rich  cluster- 
ing curls,  he  pressed  them  convulsively  to  his  lips,  his  bosom,  and  then 
clasped  them  between  both  his  hands.  All  the  restraint  of  station  was 
now  forgotten  or  despised,  all  his  long  pent-up  feelings  burst  forth  with  a 
fri^tful  impetuosity  ;  he  called  upon  her  to  pity  him,  to  love  him  ;  he 
swore  that  he  would  love  her,  and  her  only,  until  he  rejoined  her  above  ; 
he  told  her  that  he  had  written  the  verses  which  had  nmg  tears  from  her, 
*  and  that  slie  had  inspired  them ;  he  told  her  of  his  tears,  his  prayers,  his 
adoration,  his  frenzy.  Never,  never,  never  was  such  an  impassioned  de- 
claration poured  into  the  living  listening  ear  of  conscious  beauty,  as  that 
which  now  fell  on  the  death-dulled  ear  of  that  inanimate  but  idolised 

Mrs.  Burnet  was  deeply  affected  by  this  awful  and  irrepressible  emotion, 
and  taking  one  of  his  now  almost  passive  hands,  she  said,  in  a  voice  of 
motherly  tenderness, 

*'  Alas,  alas  I  how  frantically  you  love  that  dead  young  creature  ! 
How  dreadful  it  is  when  rank  and  station  are  opposed  to  such  natural 
fcelings !     What  you  must  have  suffered !" 

*<  No  one  but  God  knows  that.  But  this  has  done  me  ^;ood,  this  has 
relieved  my  heart ;  this  is  a  privilegre  I  never  could  have  enjoyed  had  this 
adored  being  been  spared.     Oh,  through  life  I  shall  ble^  you  for  this ; 
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through  life  I  shall.     Look  on  her,  look  on  her,  and  say  whether  it  was 
not  as  natural  to  loye  her  as  hreathe  the  summer  air  of  heayen/' 

"  And  yet,  alas  !  such  love  was  but  madness.  Why  indulge  sudi  a 
hopeless  passion  ?  Why  did  you  not  place  your  foot  manfully  on  the  egg 
of  the  serpent,  and  not  foster  the  Tcnomous  reptile  to  maturity  to  sting 
you  to  the  death,  as  you  have  done  ?  You  must  have  known  firom  the 
first  that  all  conspired  ngainst  so  elevated  an  attachment  Love  k  not 
blind,  although  represented  as  such ;  and  you,  and  every  man  who  yields 
to  its  insidious  bondage,  is  fully  aware  that  he  is  coiling  a  chaixi^around 
him,  which  will  only  tighten  the  more  and  more  at  every  after-effort  to 
burst  from  its  thnddom." 

"  I  confess  it,  I  confess  it.  I  was  fully  conscious  of  my  folly»  yet  the 
delusion  was  too  exquisite  to  dissipate  by  reason  ;  it  was  Uke  the  manitfe 
mendicant,  who,  fancying  himself  a  king,  is  insenidble  to  his  actual 
misery.  Oh!  how  could  I  be  expected  to  arouse  from  suoh  a  dream^ 
when  my  waking  must  have  been  fraught  with  such  anguish  and  despair  ? 
It  is  beyond  human  fortitude  to  forego  the  imaginative,  which  renders  it 
indifferent  to  the  reality  of  that  cold  fact,  that  for  it,  on  this  side  heaven, 
there  is  nought  save  a  continual  struggle  after  an  unattainable  good — 
suffering,  toil,  humiliation,  and  all  the  unthought-of,  all  the  unregarded 
ills  to  which  the  poor  are  destined  in  this  land  of  inequality,  extrava* 
gance,  want,  virtue,  and  crime ! 

'^  I  loved  this  dead  lady  as  the  angels  above  are  loved,  with  a  mystical 
and  divine  affection.     I  never  thought  of  her  as  of  an  earthly  being  ;  she 
was  too  etberial,  too  spiritual  for  mere  passion  ;  she  could  only  inspire  the 
sublime  and  the  refined  emotions  of  the  mind ;  and  from  infiuioy  mine 
was  keenly  alive  to  a  strong  and  abidiog  sense  of  the  chaste  and  boanti- 
fill.     I  was  nurtured  to  adore  the  gentle  and  the  tender  by  a  mother, 
who,  although  her  lot  was  cast  among  the  pariahs  of  fortune,  was  the 
most  tender,  the  most  gentle  of  her  sex,  the  most  unoomplidning,  the 
most  enduring  of  womimkind,  the  most  tried,  and  the  most  resigned* 
I  never  heard  that  mother  laugh,  scarcely  ever  saw  her  smile  ;   but  ever 
when  she  kissed  me  a  tear  remained  on  my  cheek,  and  so  hot,  as  if  it 
came  prone  from  a  searing  and  burning  heart ;  yet  never  did  her  mdaa- 
choly  depress  others ;  I  alone  understood  it,  sympathised  with  it,  shared 
and  consoled  it ;  and  she  alone  understood,  she  alone  could  understand 
and  appreciate,  the  deep  and  holy  musings  of  the  impassioned  heart  of 
her  afflicted  and  fatally  endowed  pauper-boy.     Hence,  when  I  lost  her, 
how  easy  was  the  transition  of  all  that  heart's  intensity  to  one  equally 
suffering,   equally  submissive,  equally  sensitive !   for  it  was  not  her 
poverty  whicn  occasioned  my  mother's  sorrows,  but  the  little  congeniaU^ 
she  met  with  in  the  world,  with  her  own  secret  and  delicate  ausoeptb* 
bility.  I 

"  In  my  enthusiasm  for  the  idol  I  had  erected  for  the  fervent  adoira«> 
tion  of  my  soul,  I  thought  not  that  there  was  a  pride  which  would  spurn 
as  presumptuous  the  ardour  of  a  sincere  and  faithful  worshipper  at  the 
altar  of  the  fidrest  image  of  truth  that  ever  graced  this  false  and  artificial 
sphere ;  never  once  did  I  dream  of  a  return,  of  a  reciprocity  of  sentimeii 
between  us ;  yet  now  that  it  is  beyond  accomplishment,  I  would  shed 
this  heart's  warmest  blood  slowly  drop  by  drop  at  the  foot  of  that  rank 
which  separated  us  so  remorselefi^ly,  if  once,  only  onoe^  these  now  cold 
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i&d  rigid  fingers  had  entwined  round  mine  with  the  timid  tenderness  of 
mutual  love !" 

Again  George  bent  oyer  that  placid  corse— again  he  bedewed  it  with 
Us  tears — again  he  imprinted  a  nantic  kiss  on  its  icy  lips  and  brow — 
and  again  he  gathered  up  that  clustering  hair,  and  clasped  it  between  his 
hands  in  an  agony  of  grief  which  nearly  burst  his  heart-strings  in  twain  ! 

Mrs.  Burnet,  with  the  intuitive  tact  of  her  sex,  severed  a  long  tress 
horn  the  beauteous  mass,  and  giving  it  to  George,  she  said,  as  she  kissed 
his  forehead  with  all  a  mothei^s  affection : 

''  Let  me  implore  you  to  go  now,  for  if  we  should  be  surprised  toge- 
ther, it  would  give  the  direst  offence  to  the  noble  family  we  serve ;  for 
with  such  even  death  does  not  appear  to  level  vain  distinctions.  Go 
then,  my  poor  sorrowing  boy,  go ;  but,  remember,  if  your  mother- 
less heart  ever  needs  a  friend  in  any  of  its  future  sorrows — if  your 
motherless  pillow  ever  needs  a  nurse  to  smooth  it  in  sickness,  come  to 
Maria  Burnet ;  she  has  but  one  son,  but  her  heart  is  large  enough  to  love 
and  dierish  two !" 

IV. 

AuLSy  for  human  vanity  and  pride  !  When  each  retainer  of  his  princely 
sskabHshment  was  ostentatiously  commanded  by  the  E^l  of  Melcombe  to 
swell  the  funereal  procession  wnich  conveyed  the  mortal  remains  of  the 
Lady  Clara  Stanmore  to  the  stately  mausoleum  in  which  so  many  of  her 
noble  ancestors  reposed,  little  did  he  imagine  that  a  long  bright  curl, 
thorn  firom  the  fair  head  of  a  daughter  of  his  house,  rested  on  the  con- 
scioiis  heart  of  one  whom  he  naturally  considered  as  the  very  lowliest 
va»ai  in  that  pompous  train.  Little  did  he  imanne  that  that  vassal's 
tears  were  the  last  which  bedewed  the  death-chilled  brow  over  which  that 
ladiant  cori  so  recently  hung  like  a  morning  beam  of  light  Little  did 
he  imag^ine  that  that  vassal's  lips  were  the  last  which  pressed  the  death- 
chilled  lips  beneath  that  costly  and  elaborately-emblazoned  pall — that  his 
hand  was  the  last  which  clasped  the  death-chilled  hand  which  was  shortly 
to  moulder  away  in  the  mysterious  decay  of  the  tomb.  Had  he  believed 
such  a  desecration  of  the  dead  possible,  he  would  have  deeme<l  that  inno- 
eent  g^  hr,  far  too  degraded  to  mingle  her  polluted  dust  with  the 
unsullied  dust  of  ages ;  but  he  did  not  believe  it  possible,  he  felt  confident 
that  the  integrity  of  station  had  been  maintained  inviolate ;  and  Geor^, 
at  he  pressed  that  precious  curl  closer  to  his  bosom,  was  happy  in  the 
inerednlity  of  his  lord. 

On  the  morning  succeeding  the  mournful  ceremony,  the  various  gnti- 
(png  memorials  left  by  her  ror  them  were  distributed  among  the  domes- 
ties  by  the  countess,  in  accordance  with  the  wish  of  her  lamented  daughter. 
George  received  the  album  with  an  agitation  he  in  vain  struggled  to  con- 
oeal ;  scarcely  being  able  to  restrain  the  tear  that  arose  in  his  eye  at  the 
sight  of  the  well-known  depository  of  his  floral  gifts.  It  was  carefully 
ittled up,  and4iddre6sed  to  nim  by  Lady  Clara  herself;  and  the  countess 
eoold  but  remark,  with  a  degree  of  hauteur  which  pained  and  mortified 
kim,  as  she  placed  it  in  his  hands,  "  Young  man,  nothing  but  a  daoghter's 
dying  request  would  have  induced  me  to  mdce  ypu  so  inconsistent  a 
prasent" 

After  some  other  necessary  arrangements,  the  family  prepared  to  quit 
tfi0  scene  of  so  much  sadness  and  suffering,  hoping  by  change  and 
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excitement  to  shake  o£F  the  lingering  melancholy  and  depreflrion  atili 
attached  to  it 

The  earl  hastened  to  the  metropolis  to  plunge  into  the  cares  of  the 
senate ;  and  the  ladies  hurried  to  the  contmeut^  the  more  promptly  to 
recruit  their  health  and  spirits  ;  and  it  was  with  aroaiement,  nay,  aknost 
disgust,  that  George  beheld,  with  every  receding  mile,  how  thmr  long- 
suppressed  gaiety  returned — ^how  they  re-assiuned  their  old  tone  of  lerity 
—how,  in  fact,  they  all  and  each  appeared  to  lose  the  recollection  of  the 
fair  young  creature  so  recently  committed  to  the  graTO,  as  mere  distanoe 
placed  that  grave  further  aud  further  from  their  view.  But  it  was  not 
so  with  him ;  not  all  the  rapid  and  phantasmagorial  changes  of  foreign 
changes,  of  foreign  travel ;  not  all  the  immunity  to  folly  and  vice,  whieh 
the  universal  dissipation  around  him  sanctioned;  not  all  the  studied 
coquetry  of  Miss  Turner,  with  whom  he  was  thrown  into  constant  and  £Euni- 
liar  contact,  could  for  one  instant  allure  his  thoughts  firom  brooding  over 
that  sweet  face  as  he  had  last  contemplated  it,  in  the  angelio  serenity  of 
death.  It  was  in  his  every  waking  reverie — in  his  every  dream  of  slum- 
ber ;  on  it  his  memory  still  dwelt  with  hallowed  and  unshaken  constancy, 
and  to  behold  it  ere  long  again  in  heaven,  he  prayed  with  all  the 
fervour  of  youthful  and  devoted  affection. 

Hour  after  hour  would  he  spend  in  the  sacred  solitude  of  his  own 
humble  but  still  sanctified  room,  with  the  treasured  album  on  his  knees, 
tiuming  over  its  priceless  contents,  recalling  the  gentle  eye  which  had 
once  delighted  in  them,  and  blessing  the  gentle  heart  which  had  bequeathed 
him  such  a  legacy. 

In  it  he  found  many  a  sweet  and  improving  thought  recorded,  many 
a  register  of  secret  and  unguessed  emotion,  many  a  snatch  of  harmonioas 
song,  and  many  a  more  holy  hymn. 

In  it,  too,  he  found  not  only  all  the  faded  bouquets  which  she  had 
received  with  such  winning  condescension  from  his  hand,  but  all  his 
poetry,  copied  in  the  delicate  and  feeble  characters  of  the  £siling  invalid, 
with  fond  and  flattering  comments  on  the  beauty  and  pathos  of  the 
touching  and  truthful  sentiments  there  unfolded  ;  and  in  it  ne  also  found 
a  letter  written  by  the  expiring  girl  to  him,  and  it  was  evident,  firom  its 
almost  indistinctness,  how  near  me  felt  she  was  to  death  ere  she  ventured 
on  such  an  act 

*'  On  the  brink  of  that  grave,"  it  began,  *'  which  levels  all  distinctions 
(distinctions  too  vain,  too  empty,  to  afford  even  a  partial  mttificatioa  to 
one  so  tried,  and,  may  I  add,  so  purified  by  trial!),  I  kA  no  shame  in 
addressing  you,  in  laying  open  my  heart  to  you,  in  revealing  to  you 
that  which,  if  it  had  pleased  the  Almighty  to  have  prolonged  my  ufoy 
you  never  would  have  learnt  so  long  as  reason  retained  her  empire  over 
me  ;  not  on  account  of  any  personal  reluctance  to  declare  the  trath,  hot 
out  of  consideretion  to  the  prejudices  of  others— to  spare  those  prnudioei, 
so  sensitive,  so  easily  wounded,  so  incurable  when  wounded,  and  whioh 
are  too  deeply  rooted  to  be  eradicated  even  by  the  hand  of  jnstioe  or 
conriction, 

^'  George,  I  do  not  say  that  I  love  you  ;  I  do  not  feel  that  I  love  yoOf 
so  near  standing  face  to  face  with  my  Maker.  I  should,  indeed,  oonoeive 
it  profane  to  think  of  an  earthly  passion ;  but  I  will  confess,  and  thai 
without  hesitation,  that  in  these  my  last  mortal  hours  of  pain  and  anguish, 
I  have  derived  more  oomfort  from  your  kind  and  constant  M&atitm 
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dian  from  any  other  human  being  who  will  survive  me ;  that  I  lasiented 
when  mj  illness,  by  confining  me  to  my  chamber,  deprived  me  of  those 
soothing  attentions.  This  is,  apparently,  a  strange  confession  for  me  to 
make,  considering  our  relative  positions — nay,  in  the  estimation  of  the 
world,  a  most  uiSeminine  and  derogatory  one ;  but,  George,  I  am  not 
influenced  either  by  the  station  which  separates  us,  nor  the  world  which 
condemns  us.  I  ag^ain  repeat,  that  from  you  I  have  derived  the  moit 
consolation  in  these  my  last  remaining  days  on  earth ;  and  why  ?  because 
there  was  a  community  of  mind  between  us— a  sympathy  of  soul,  which, 
altliough  never  expressed,  was  still  clearly  and  eloquently  understood ; 
your  eyes,  your  voice,  your  whole  deportment,  intimated  it  to  me  at  first, 
and  your  verses  afterwards  fully  confirmed  the  &ot-*yes,  George,  your 
earnest,  heart-thrilling  verses,  which  I  knew  were  addressed  to  me, 
inspired  by  me,  although  you  imagined  I  was  ignorant  of  that,  and 
secretly  bewailed  my  ignorance  ; — those  verses,  which  convinced  me 
that  when  I  was  gone  horn  hence  to  be  no  more  seen,  I  should  leave  one 
heart  behind  that  would  cherish  my  memory,  one  eye  that  would  shed  a 
tear  of  the  sincerest  woe  for  my  timeless  fate,  one  tongue  to  follow  my 
ascending  spirit  above,  with  a  prayer  for  its  everlasting  beatitude  and 
peace.  To  one,  who,  like  me,  could  command  every  alleviation  in  sick- 
ness, which  wealth  could  purchase  and  rank  could  enibrce,  the  sympathy 
of  that  inferior,  whom  the  dread  of  giving  offence  held  in  continual  check, 
would  not  seem  so  inestimable  in  the  eyes  of  those  who  only  judge  from 
external  appearances,  as  I  really  found  it ;  but  it  was  the  only  genuine 
sympathy  1  met  with  during  my  brief  but  cruelly-blighted  existence. 
What  was  the  useless  and  fatiguing  luxury  by  which  I  was  surrounded  ? 
What  was  the  servile  and  too  frequently  unwillingly  fulfilled  offices  of 
those  whom  cold  duty  compelled  to  obedience,  compared  to  the  ardent, 
the  spontaneous  alacrity  with  which  you  actually  anticipated  my  wishes, 
and  studied  even  my  sickly  and  wayward  desires  ?  O  George,  you  may 
have  sprung  from  a  lowly  race,  but  your  soul  would  add  lustre  to  a  ducal 
coronet 

^^  My  father,  although  naturally  kind,  is  too  tenacious  of  the  dignity 
becoming  his  rank,  to  suffer  any  vulgar  display  of  feeling  to  evince  itself 
even  for  a  dying  child  ;  my  mother,  with  iar  less  tenderness  of  temper, 
but  much  more  worldly  pride,  is  almost  impatient  at  the  lingering  nature 
of  the  complaint,  for  which  there  seems  no  cure,  save  death,  and  which 
yet  for  decency's  sake  chains  her  to  my  pillow  ;  and  my  sisters,  instructed 
by  her  of  the  paramount  importance  of  avfuling  themselves  of  the  charm 
which  youth  lends  to  beauty,  consider  the  time  as  absolutely  lost  which 
a  suffering  sister  compels  them  to  waste  in  this  cheerless  and  unsought 
solitude.  All  this  forced  on  my  own  mind  the  painful  conviction  of  the 
burden  I  was  to  those  whom  nature  most  intended  for  my  support  and 
encouragement  under  the  afflictions  which  so  sadden  the  voung  and 
sanguine  heart,  and  all  this  also  forced  on  my  own  mind  the  contrast 
your  behaviour  afforded  ;  for  the  fiuling  eye  may  grow  dim  or  indi&rent 
to  the  outward  vanities  of  this  world,  and  cease  to  strain  afker  their 
needing  and  vanishing  possessions,  but  that  eye  must  be  covered  by  the 
impenetrable  veil  of  dissolution,  ere  it  ceases  to  discern  the  difference 
between  real  and  simulated  commiseration,  ere  it  ceases  to  strain  afUr 
tfii  looks  of  love  wluch  are  heki  the  more  dear  the  nearer  the  certainty 
oC  lofing  them  for  ever.    Thus,  then,  in  common  gratitude,  I  Csel  bound 
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to  thank  you  for  the  closing  ray  of  light  which  you  have  shed  on  the 
dark  passage  to  the  grave  of  her  who,  perhaps  (so  erring  is  human 
nature  !),  mid  she  not  heen  so  early  doomed  to  thread  its  diraiai  mam, 
might  not  have  heen  so  sensible  of  the  refulgence  which  emanated  from 
you  to  illumine  its  devious  path.  That  God  may  Uess  you  for  that 
radiance,  George — that  God  may  bless  you,  is  the  last  prayer  of  the  ex- 
piring Clara." 

George,  when  he  had  finished  this  letter,  did  not  dare  to  8ay»  '*  Then 
she  did  love  me!"  but,  folding  it  up  with  a  deliberate  and  reverential 
tenderness,  he  pressed  it  long  and  sOently  to  his  lips,  and  then,  with 
heroic  magnanimity,  committed  it  to  the  flames,  lest,  by  any  untoward 
accident,  it  might  fall  into  other  hands,  and  thus  compromise  the  im«* 
maculate  and  venerated  dead. 

At  the  expiration  of  a  year,  and  at  the  commencement  of  the  London 
season,  the  countess  intimated  her  intention  of  returning  to  England,  to 
the  servants  who  had  accompanied  herself  and  daughters  abroad.  Miss 
Turner,  however,  who  by  some  extraordioary  artifice  had  contrived  to 
ingratiate  herself  into  Uie  favour  of  the  Lady  Blanche,  the  youngest 
daughter,  so  as  to  be  engaged  by  her  in  the  capacity  of  confidential  maid, 
now  declared  that  she  intended  to  remain  in  Germany,  being  on  the 
point  of  marriage  with  the  handsome  courier  who  had  travelled  with  the 
family  from  Pans  to  Carlsbad.  This  was  a  great  relief  to  Greorge,  who, 
although  he  despised  her  vulgar  flippancy,  and  undisguised  indignation  at 
his  continued  and  marked  indifference,  still  felt,  as  it  were,  in  her  power-* 
still  felt  that  she  held  him  in  a  state  of  mentid  intimidation,  which  made 
him  at  times  extremely  miserable,  lest,  in  one  of  her  paroxysms  of  morti* 
fied  vamty,  at  being  compelled  by  his  cruelty,  as  she  admitted,  to  marry  a 
foreigner,  she  should  reveal  that  which  he  guarded  with  a  vigilant  and 
religious  tenacity — the  more  than  suspicion  she  entertained,  that  his  c<^- 
ness  to  her  proceeded  from  a  lingering  aflection  for  one  who,  although 
past  being  injured  by  a  jealous  woman,  was  still  too  sacred  an  ohjeot  t« 
nim  to  nsk  even  the  tarnishing  of  her  memory  by  such  a  discoveiy  ;  it 
was,  then,  with  no  small  satisfaction  he  bade  her  farewell  at  the  door  of 
the  *'  Goldenen  Schilde,"  ere  he  jumped  up  behind  the  carriage,  glad  of 
her  absence  in  the  rumble,  which  he  now  had  entirely  to  himself. 

Owing  to  repeated  attacks  of  cold,  which  the  constant  change  itom 
place  to  place  prevented  him  properly  attending  to,  (George's  health  had 
so  materially  declined,  that,  on  reaching  London,  the  eail  at  once  deter- 
mined to  send  him  into  the  country,  and  not,  by  exposing  him  to  the  fktigne 
which  the  incessant  round  of  pleasure  pursued  by  the  fairer  portion  of  the 
aristocracy  especially  entails  on  the  male  domestics  during  the  almost 
frantic  career  of  thoughtless  gaiety  and  folly  it  follows,  render  serious  those 
symptoms  which,  if  taken  in  time,  might  yield  to  judicious  treatment. 

"  Go,  my  good  Greorge,"  he  said — "go,  and  take  care  of  yourself;  you 
are  young,  and  youth  easily  triumphs  over  dbease." 

This  was  kind  in  the  £ku:l  of  Melcombe,  but  it  was  not  true.  Youth  is 
the  victim,  too,  too  often  of  the  disease  which  was  now  prostratmg  the 
object  of  his  considerate  commiseration.  The  obstinate  cough,  the  vrear- 
ing  lassitude,  the  loss  of  appetite,  the  burning  thirst — all,  all  told,  in  plain 
and  le^ble  characters,  that  the  insidious  malady  which  had  threatened  to 
terminate  his  ill-fated  infancy,  had  now  developed  itself  in  a  more  decided 
and  alarming  form. 
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The  change  of  air  and  quiet  did  not  produce  the  favourahle  results 
which  were  anticipated.  George  daily  became  thinner  and  more  languid, 
and,  ere  long,  he  was  pronounced  in  a  state  of  incipient  consumption. 
Then,  when  he  felt  himself  too  weak  to  perform  even  the  lightest  house- 
work—even the  lightest  work  in  his  favourite  garden,  he,  recollecting  the 
promise  of  Mrs.  Burnet,  to  comfort  his  motherless  heart  in  sorrow,  to 
smooth  his  motherless  pillow  in  sickness,  to  close  his  motherless  eyes 
in  death,  entreated  permission  to  be  allowed  to  go  to  her,  to  try  the 
healing  e£fects  of  her  kind  nursing  and  kinder  sympathy.  For  on  her 
bosom  he  knew  he  could  weep  without  restraint,  into  her  ear  he  could 
breathe  eveiy  treasured  sentence  of  that  well-remembered  letter,  with 
her  he  could  recal  eveiy  particular  of  that  last  scene,  only  witnessed  by 
themselves  and  God,  m  the  solemn  hush  of  midnight ;  and  on  her  he 
could  rely  to  fulfil  every  wish  of  his  heart  at  the  final  moment,  which  was 
not  far  distant,  when  he  should  exchange  sorrow  and  suffering  on  earth 
for  joy  and  gladness  in  heaven. 

Warm,  indeed,  was  the  welcome  he  met  with  from  her;  affection- 
ately and  untirinG;ly  did  she  exert  herself  to  minister  to  the  comfort  of  the 
poor  youth,  who  had  evidently  come  to  spend  the  remnant  of  his  short 
but  woe-fraught  days  beneath  her  peaceful  roof. 

Oh  !  what  a  haven  did  he  find  it,  after  the  storms  and  tempests  of 
igony  he  had  passed  through !  Oh !  how  soothing  to  his  agitated  feel- 
ings was  the  simple  but  persuasive  eloquence  with  which  that  meek  and 
gentle  woman  assured  him,  that  in  proportion  to  his  patience  and  resigna- 
tion under  afflictions  here,  so  would  be  his  reward  hereafter ! 

<<  My  dear  George,"  she  would  say,  as  she  pressed  his  languid  head  to 
her  bosom,  "  you  ought  to  have  no  fear  ;  you  can  have  no  fear  to  meet  that 
merciful  Being  who,  judging  from  the  heart  alone,  must  acquit  you  of 
evil.  He  will  not  condemn  you  for  that  chaste  affection  which  has  kept 
you,  through  all  the  manifold  temptations  which  assail  youth,  still  un- 
spotted from  the  world ;  as  you  have  lived  innocently,  so  must  you  die 
happily ;  for  death  is  only  rendered  terrible  by  the  compunctions  of  con- 
science ;  but  of  what  can  yours  accuse  you  r  Nothing,  my  dear  boy, 
nothing.  Just  on  the  threshold  of  existence,  when  you  were  about  to 
place  your  unwary  foot  on  the  hot  and  fiery  sands  of  the  glovnng  desert 
of  passions,  lo !  an  angel  met  you,  to  guide  you  with  the  milk-white 
hand  of  stainless,  virgin  purity  through  its  trackless  wastes,  leading  you 
firom  its  dark  and  hidden  precipices,  and  conducting  you  to  the  calm 
sequestered  valley  of  death,  whose  fresh  and  tender  verdure  is  fiuntly  illu- 
mined by  the  twilight  streak  of  the  setting  sun  of  the  cloud-crossed  raaiance 
of  time,  to  arise  for  you,  on  the  renewed  dawn  of  a  glorious  and  refulgent 
Eternity.  Soon,  oh  I  how  soon  will  you  behold  the  fur  features  of  that 
angel,  now  engraven  in  ineffaceable  characters  on  your  heart !  Soon, 
oh !  how  soon  will  yon  be  welcomed  by  her  to  that  paradise,  where  all 
distinctions  save  the  ennobling  ones  of  virtue  are  held  as  nought !  Pre- 
pare, then,  to  meet  your  God  as  it  becomes  a  Christian,  who,  supported 
by  the  hope  which  He  holds  out  to  them  that  love  Him,  and  trust  to  Him 
through  all.  Waste  not  the  precious  moments  you  may  yet  call  your 
own  in  idle  lamentations,  in  vain  and  sinful  reg^ts,  for  the  loss  of  earthly 
Midty ;  but  remember,  that  if  it  had  been  your  fcite  to  have  found  not 
one  obstacle  to  that  felicity — if  health,  fortune,  rank  had  crowned  it  with 
tiie  deareii  mortal  frQitio]:i*-stUl  you  might,  as  now,  have  been  called  away 
by  the  inezovaUe  mandatei  which  pauses  not  to  coDflider  what  ties  it 


166  NIGHT  WINDS. 

rends,  what  happiness  it  blights,  what  faiiy  fabrics  of  hope  it  demolishes. 
How  hard,  how  very,  very  hard  you  woald  ha?e  felt  that  separation 
from  the  loved  and  the  lovely  then ;  whereas  now  you  are  going  to  re- 
join her  where  separation  is  impossible,  where  the  vicissitudes  which  so 
distract  here  are  unknown,  and  where  the  humiliation  of  inferiority  and 
the  morti6cations  which  pride  heaps  on  merit  are  felt  no  more." 

George  lay  on  the  tranquil  bosom  of  this  his  more  than  mother,  in  a 
half-conscious  state  of  dreamy  and  enraptured  existence,  listening  to  the 
low  murmuring  voice,  which  sounded  like  seraphic  harmony  to  his  ears, 
and  seeing,  as  in  a  beatiBc  vision,  the  heavenly  pictures  that  voice  por- 
trayed for  him  above. 

All  pain  had  long  ceased,  the  smile  was  once  more  on  his  wan  lips, 
and  the  light  of  a  chastened  and  attempered  heart  in  his  sunk  eye. 
Memory  had  come  back  from  the  long  wanderings  of  delirium,  and  pre- 
sentcd  to  him,  with  a  poignant  but  exquisite  acuteness,  every  little  incident 
which  had  chequered  with  an  uncertain  brightness  the  short  period  of  his 
intimacy  with  Lady  Clara :  again  he  beheld  her,  in  all  her  sweet  and 
fragile  beauty ;  again  he  heard  those  words  which  breathed  as  much  love 
as  gratitude ;  and  again  feeling  for  the  rich  curl,  which  had  never  left  his 
heart  since  the  first  moment  it  was  placed  there,  he  said : 

*'  Let  it  remain,  my  mother — ^let  it  remain,  that  precious  curl,  still  on 
my  heart  when  I  am  gone."  He  closed  his  eyes  once  more,  his  head 
dropped  rather  more  heavily  on  her  bosom ;  she  looked,  and  he  was  gone, 
but  the  smile  was  still  on  his  lips ! 
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Come  they,  those  voices  loud  that  rave, 

From  caverns  'neath  the  ocean  deep, 
Or  borne  upon  the  mountain  wave, 

From  huge  rocks  where  the  scabirds  sleep. 
To  tell  of  vessel  tempest-torn, 
Or  brave  crew  watching  for  the  mom  ? 

There  seems  cold  death,  thou  burly  gale. 
In  every  bitter  blast  that  blows. 
As  on  they  speed  o'er  frost  and  snows. 
Where  once  in  sweetness  bloom'd  the  rose. 

Could  they  but  speak  and  tell  the  tale, 
Vd  ask  of  them  this  fearful  night, 
What  voices  bear  thev  on  their  flight. 
Up  from  yon  valley  clad  in  white 

Loud  cries  rise  up  in  angry  sound. 
Where  sheds  the  moon's  uncertain  light, 

To  guide  the  traveller  homeward-bound 
To  cheerful  hearths  and  fires  so  bright ; 

And  from  yon  town  in  pale  array, 

Faint  lamps  are  twinkling  far  away. 
Cold  is  the  night,  and  loud  the  storm, 

Dark  is  the  moor  my  footsteps  tread, 
And  o'er  yon  hut  in  dreary  form 

The  night-bird's  sailing  wings  are  spread. 
Where  lonely  rustic,  pale  with  fright. 
Lies  listening  through  the  stormy  niglit. 


« 
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BT  MARGABET  CASSON. 

VI. 

«  Where  is  Miss  O'Brien  ?"  exclaimed  the  indefatigable  Captain  Cun- 
ninghame,  at  breakfast  the  next  morning,  when,  after  crowding  his  plate 
with  eTery  variety  of  his  favourite  food,  selected  from  the  profusion  be- 
fore him,  ne  gazed  around  for  the  second  object  of  his  devotion,  the  fair 
Kathleen,  and  found  her  missing — the  gallant  defender  of  his  country, 
be  it  known,  was  somewhat  of  a  gourmand — "  where  is  Miss  O'Brien  ?" 
Where  is  Miss  Myrtle,  hey,  Cunninghame  ?"  sang  his  host. 
I  hope  not  a  case  of  young  Lochinvar,'*  said  Mr.  Graliam,  "  if  we 
could  by  any  possible  means  travestie  that  grim  piece  of  sense,  Osmond, 
into  so  olithe  a  cavalier.  He  was  off,  in  a  desperate  hurry,  with  the  lark 
this  morning ;  I  confess  I  begin  to  query  now,  whether  '  he  rode  all 
unarmed,  and  rode  all  alone.' 

*'  I  can  assure  you,  my  dear  fellow,"  rejoined  Captain  Cunninghame, 
helping  himself  as  he  spoke,  to  a  very  large  slice  of  the  perigord  pie, 
«  JMQbs  O'Brien  has  far  too  much  sense  to  admire  that  very  slow  young 
man ;  she  has  hardly  noticed  him,  indeed— (if  you  please.  Lady  Dal- 
lymple,  a  little  more  coffee  ?) — since  he  performed  that  very  remarkable 
act  of  madness,  that  jump  over  the  rock.  She  cares  for  him  no  more 
than — ^thao— — " 

**  Tou  do  for  that  perigord  pie,  Cunninghame,'*  put  in  George  Wilson. 
''  Now,  my  opinion  is,  she  is  enacting  the  Sleeping  Beauty,  and  taking  a 
good  spell  of  it,  moreover,  considering  how  early  she  beat  a  retreat  last 
night,  waiting  for  you,  O  valiant  captain,  as  the  '  fated  fairy  prince,' 
to  wakeu  her.  Do  you  feel  any  '  whispered  voice*  to  that  effect  r  Has 
<  the  Charm  talked  about  your  path'  through  life  ?" 

The  individual  thus  ad<uressea  was  commencing  a  reply,  when  the  door 
opened,  and  the  object  of  discussion  entering,  the  gallant  man's  words 
were,  alas !  lost  to  posterity  for  evermore,  George  Wilson  availing  him- 
self of  the  opportimity  to  add  in  a  whisper  to  Isabella, 

'^  Now,  aoes  not  Cimninghame  look  the  very  picture  of  the  ^  fairy 
prince,'  as  '  all  your  fancy  painted  him,'  Miss  Graham  ?" 

**  What»  with  joyful  eyes,  and  lighter-footed  than  the  fox,"  replied 
Isabella,  satirically  glancing  at  the  most  unfairy-like  proportions  of  the 
gentleman  before  her. 

"Decidedly  characterisms  of  the  mreat  man.  Miss  Graham,  were  a 
perigord  pie  the  object  of  his  search, '  rejoined  young  Wilson.  "  Then 
*  the  magic  music  in  his  heart  beats  quick  and  quicker,  his  spirits  flutter 
like  a  lark,'  &c,  &c.  Surely  you  must  agree  with  me ;  look  at  him 
now. 

"  You  are  certainly  what  the  schoolboys  call  '  well  up'  in  *  the  Day- 
dream,' Mr.  Wilson,  laughed  Isabella ;  "  but,  instead  of  Captain  Cun- 
ninghame, look  at  Kathleen ;  what  can  have  befallen  her  ?  There  is  no 
day-dream  there,  but  a  melancholy  waking  reality.  How  very  ill  she 
looks!" 

**  Miss  O'Brien  does  look  ill,"  replied  George,  carelessly  looking  to- 
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wards  her ;  '^  she  has  over-exerted  herself.  Indeed,  it  is  a  good  thing  lor 
ns  all  that  the  party  is  breaking  up  to-day ;  did  it  last  much  longer,  we 
should  all  require  speedily  a  small  portion  of  the  Balinaslougfa  church- 
yard ;  and  to  die,  and  haye  inscribed  on  our  tombs,  '  died  of  gaiety,* 
would  not  be  exactly  an  elevating  idea  of  ourselves,  and  would  hardly 
speak  a  useful  lesson  to  the  passers-by." 

<'  Certainly  not.  Well,  I  nope  it  is  as  you  say ;  but  to  me,  Kathleen 
looks  as  if  she  were  suffering  from  more  than  mere  iatigue.'' 

Kathleen,  as  I  ssdd,  had  entered  the  room.  She  was  deadly  pale ; 
and  her  large  dark  eyes,  which  appeared  distended  to  an  unnatural  d«^ 
seemed  to  behold  some  fearful  object  before  them,  from  which  she  ynanij 
endeavoured  to  avert  their  gaze.  What  a  contrast  she  presented  to  her 
previous  self,  as  she  used  to  be  at  that  very  breakfast-table,  when  she 
appeared  as  the  very  type  of  the  brightness  of  the  morning,  an  emana- 
tion of  its  sunshine!  Now  all  was  effort  She  took  her  place,  which  was 
vacant,  between  Sir  John  Dalrymple  and  Captain  Cunninghame ;  in- 
voluntarily she  shuddered  as  she  did  so,  and  turned  from  her  unfortunate 
admirer,  with  ill-concealed  aversion,  to  the  good-natured  baronet. 

<<  Well,  lady  fair,  where  have  you  been  ?"  said  he.  *'  Sudi  aormises 
as  to  the  cause  of  your  absence ;  such  regrets  and  lamentations !  Are 
you  breaking  us  in  gradually  to  bear  the  loss  we  must  suffer,  of  lonng  you 
entirely  ?  There  are  some  sad  blanks  already,  if  you  look  round  tlie 
table :  and  Osmond  was  off  this  morning ;  he  startled  us  all  last  night 
by  announcing  his  intended  departure.  We  hoped  he  would  have  re- 
mained some  time  longer ;  but  go  he  would  ;  and  when  his  mind  is  made 
up,  the  laws  of  the  Modes  and  rersians  are  light  in  their  unchangeable* 
ness  compared  with  his  determination." 

<'  Kathleen/*  interrupted  Lady  Dalrymple,  '^  I  hope  you  feel  rested 
this  morning,  and  ready  for  your  joinmey.     Did  you  sleep  well  ?^ 

"  Sleep  well  ? — ^me !  no — yes — why  ?"  faltered  Kathleen. 

"  Nay,  my  dear  child,  you  need  not  look  so  alarmed.  I  merely  in- 
quired, as  you  left  us  so  early." 

"  Oh,"  replied  the  g^,  looking  much  relieved ;  "  yes,  of  course 
I  did." 

'*  You  took  every  precaution,  Kathleen,  to  ensure  a  good  night's  rest," 
added  Isabella  ;  "  only  think.  Lady  Daliymple,  she  ran  away  from  the 
barrack-room,  and  went ** 

**  Never  tell  tales  out  of  school,  Miss  Graham,**  said  Sir  John,  with 
mock  gravity  (for  he  saw  how  Kathleen  was  trembling,  and  each  moment 
g^wing  paler  and  paler).  "  I  take  Miss  O'Brien  under  my  protection, 
and  will  not  have  her  teased  with  questions.  You  are  quite  worn  out,  I 
see,"  continued  he,  lowering  his  voice,  to  Kathleen.  <'  I  will  take  care  of 
you,  for  you  are  totally  unfitted  to  bear  the  raillery  of  those  laughter- 
loving,  inconsiderate  young  ladies.  I  was  telling  you  about  Osmond  : 
well,  go  he  would ;  and  he  desired  me  to  convey  nis  adieus  to  all  ihfe 
ladies,  in  which,  of  course,  you  were  included ;  indeed,  I  asked  lum  if 
there  was  no  special  message  for  you  ?" 

"  You  did.  Sir  John  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  he  replied,  *  To  Miss  O'Brien,  no;  why  ?  Bid  her  good-by 
for  me  as  to  the  rest;  unless  you  care  to  tell  her  I  feel  no  ill  effects  from 
my  leap;  in  fact,  rather  the  contrary.    I  am  sure  she  will  be  glad  to  hear 
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that,  after  tho  oompHment  the  paid  me,  in  selectbg  fM  to  accomplish  the 
&at  for  her  amusement'  And,  indeed,"  prosed  on  ^  John,  *'  I  was 
my  glad  to  hear  it,  and  told  him  I  was  certain  you  would  he  also,  for  it 
was  a  terriUe  undertaking  on  his  part.  I  think  that  was  all.  Cismond 
jf  such  a  strange  fellow,  there  is  no  making  him  out"  And  Sir  John 
Dalrymple  continued  to  expatiate  upon  him,  as  the  most  pleasing  subject 
he  coula  choose  for  poor  Kathleen's  amusement  Poor,  good-natured, 
blind  Sir  John !  he  was  never  famous  for  seeing  deeply  into  such  compli- 
cated matters  as  the  workings  of  the  human  heart,  and  little  thought 
how  every  word  he  uttered  was  as  a  dagger  piercing  the  breast  of  his 
imhappv  listener. 

The  longest  hour  will  end  at  last,  and  even  that  interminable  breakfast 
was  at  length  over,  and  Kathleen  free  from  her  unconscious  tormentor. 
Having  made  her  escape,  on  reaching  the  top  of  the  old  staircase  she 
stood  irresolute. 

"  0  TWt,  rest!  where  can  I  find  you  ?  where  can  I  go?  Oh!  to  lay 
down  my  weary  head  and  die !"  murmured  she. 

**  If  you  please,  ma'am,  what  time  will  you  have  the  carriage  round  ?* 

It  was  her  maid  in  search  of  her. 

"  The  sooner  the  better,  Morgan;  hasten  it  as  speedily  as  possible." 

**  Good  Heavens  I  Miss  O'Brien,  how  ill  you  are  looking !  exclaimed 
the  servant.  ^'  Do  lie  down,  ma'am,  please,  do  for  a  while,  ^1  the  carriage 
oomes." 

''  But  where  can  I  go  ?"  again  repeated  the  girl,  helplessly. 

"  Go,  ma'am !"  exclaimed  the  puzsled  Abigail.  '*  Why,  the  barrack- 
room  certainly  is  rather  noisy  just  now,  for  they  are  all  in  confusion 
there,  packing  up ;  but  my  little  room,  ma'am,  where  you  slept  last  night, 
is  quite  quiet" 

<<  Last  night !"  said  Kathleen,  with  such  a  look  of  horror  that  the 
frightened  servant  drew  back  in  utter  dismay.  *'  Oh,  no,  no,  never, 
Morgan,  never  can  I  enter  there  again ;  you  know  not,  you  cannot 

know ^"  Then,  recalled  to  herself  by  the  bewildered  looks  of  the  maid, 

ahe  broke  off  her  sentence,  adding,  **  But  I  am  frightening  you ;  you 
think  me  mad,  and  I  believe  I  am  myself  sometimes  ;  but  go,  Morsan, 
and  leave  me ;  I  will  wait  in  this  httle  sitting-room,  and  when  all  is 
ready,  come  and  tell  me." 

Tne  maid,  after  some  slight  hesitation,  obeyed,  telling  to  all  she  met 
how  scared  and  wild  her  young  mistress  looked,  "  as  if  she  had  seen  a 
fjbost.  Mazy,**  said  she  to  a  fellow-servant. 

VII. 

Ik  the  little  boudoir,  Kathleen  has  thrown  herself  upon  her  knees ; 
fiMt  are  her  tears  flowing,  and  with  heavy  sobs  heaves  her  mourning 
heart 

<'  Oh!  Doughs,  Douglas!"  moaned  she,  in  her  agony.  <<  Oh!  lost 
to  me  for  ever  I  gone,  gone,  without  one  kind  look— one  kind  word ! 
Oh !  to  have  seen  him  once  more,  if  but  for  an  instant,  to  tell  him  I  am 
not  the  heartless  creature  he  deems  me !  My  own,  own  Doi%las !  My 
own  !**  exclaimed  she,  starting  up,  and  her  lip  curled  ironically.  **  Mine  ! 
not  mine  now!  Pause  and  thmk  wAo  is  mine  now !  Remember  the  destiny 
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which  cold  and  hleak  lies  before  me!  Douglafl,  Douglas T  and  agluh 
she  sank  low  down  on  the  ground,  to  moan  his  name,  to  call  in  rain,  to 
upbraid  her  own  mad  folly;  ''and  to  leave  me  tkat  message,  those 
cruel  words,  and  so  to  part  ror  ever!" 

Again  her  solitude  interrupted — no  peace,  no  rest  any  longer  for 
Kathleen.  She  was  raised  from  the  ground ;  her  head  was  rested  oti 
Lady  Dalrymple's  kind  shoulder,  and  lorin^  words  showered  fast  iqKm 
that  poor  sad  neart:  ''  My  darling !  my  Kathleen !  tell  me;  let  me  com- 
fort you,"  and  so  on,  but  in  vain  ;   only  tears  and  heavy  sighs  replied. 

Suddenly,  with  a  wild  shriek,  the  girl  tore  herself  m>m  the  protecting 
arms  of  her  friend.  "  O  God !  There,  there!  Look  before  you  there! 
There  they  are  again! — one ! — all !  Horror,  horror!  Oh,  save  me  ! — ^in 
mercy  save  me  from  them !"  And  with  another  wild,  heartrending  shriek, 
burying  her  face  in  the  folds  of  the  dress  of  her  terrified  companion, 
Kathleen  sank  feinting  on  the  floor.  From  this  she  recovered  but  to 
relapse  into  insensibility.  Again  did  one  attack  follow  the  other ;  at 
length,  worn  out  and  esdiausted,  she  opened  her  eyes  only  to  beg  to  be 
taken  home,  to  leave  that  place ;  she  could  not — she  would  not  remain 
there — it  was  too  dreadfol.  In  vain  did  they  remind  her  how  unfitted 
was  her  state  of  health  for  travelling  ;  in  vain  did  they  attempt  to  soothe 
her — to  tell  her  that  they  would  send  for  her  parents — do  all,  everytlunf 
for  her.  She  was  deaf  to  all  entreaties ;  go  she  must  '*  She  coola  not, 
she  said,  ''  remdn  another  night  there.''  And  so  vehement  did  she 
become,  that  at  last  even  the  medical  aid  they  had  summoned  to  attend 
her  agreed  it  was  better  she  should  go,  that  her  will  should  not  be 
thwat^ ;  and,  accompanied  by  Isabella,  for  whom  she  had  coticeived  a 
warm  friendship,  Kathleen  left  Balinaslough  Castle. 

There  is  ever  a  saddening  feeling  attendant  upon  the  breaking  up  of 
a  large  merry  party  ;  for  then  what  has  been  the  joyous  pi^esent,  enters 
into  the  regions  of  the  past,  and  takes  its  place  amongst  the  landmark 
which  stand  in  that  shadowy  region  to  remind  the  traveller,  as  he  pursues 
his  journey  up  the  hill  of  life,  of  what  he  has  left;  behind,  as  he  now  and 
then  halts  m  his  weary  ascent  to  turn  round  and  gaze  on  the  dim  vistts 
of  the  country  through  which  he  has  wandered ;  or,  as  monumental 
stones  in  the  graveyard  of  memory,  marking  the  resting-place,  and 
keeping  fresh  and  g^en  the  remembrance  of  our  buried  and  loat^— omr 
heart's  joys  and  sorrows.  And  to  Kathleen  how  doubly  sad  the  grief  she 
was  now  experiencing  !  A  landmark,  a  monumental  stone,  w^d  this 
time,  indeed,  stand  forth  in  her  memory,  visible  from  every  Bp6t  wbitiielr 
her  soul's  travelling  might  lead  her  ;  throughout  her  whole  lue  must  she 
turn  thither,  but  no  brightness  would  cling  to  it ;  rather  as  the  wayside 
cross,  to  mark  where  rests  the  murdered  body  on  the  lone  dreary  road, 
would  it  gleam  to  her,  than  as  the  shrine  whither  the  worshipper  would 
turn  to  remember  past  vows  and  happiness,  and  feel  more  holy,  mot^ 
pure  for  the  remembrance!  Sad  indeed  was  her  return  home,  and 
grievous  was  it  for  her  loving  parents  to  behold  the  change  wrought  in 
tneir  dariing.  Before,  though  fond  of  gaiety  and  society,  still  contented 
did  she  ever  seem  with  the  quiet  pleasures  of  her  home ;  now,  change 
seamed  to  be  her  only  wish-^a  perpetual  desire  to  wander  from  place  to 

Slace.    "  She  only  lived,"  she  said,  "  to  meet  her  destiny,**    They  p(jn- 
^ted  on  her  woros,  but  they  miderstood  them  not. 
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VIII. 


**'  ISABELLA)  I  ctm  bear thifl  no  longer!'*  exclaimed  Kathleen  one  evening, 
as  she  entered  the  room  where  her  friend  was  quietlj  amusing  herself 
with  her  book  by  the  fireside ;  *'  it  is  killing,  is  this  life — torturing — 
harrowing ;  and  I  cannot  live  thus  1'* 

Isabella  looked  up  astonished.  ^'What  is  torturing  and  harrowing 
you,  dear?^ 

The  ghrl  answered  not.  She  was  standing  by  the  fire,  gazing  on  its 
burning ;  suddenly  she  crossed  the  room  to  the  window,  and  holding 
back  the  curtain,  looked  earnestly  on  the  darkening  sky.  ''  How  chill  it 
til  looks!"  she  said ;  <<  wretched  and  dismal !" 

*'  A  November  evening  is  never  a  very  lively  object  to  gaze  upon," 
remarked  Isabella. 

"  Why  did  you  itAvr  the  curtain,  Isabel  ?" 

"  To  shut  out  the  very  dreariness  of  which  you  complain,  and  to  forget 
the  howling  of  that  weary  wind,"  replied  her  friend. 

"  I  like  it)*'  said  Kathleen ;  <'  it  is  the  only  thing  I  care  for  now  ;  it 
sounds  like  the  spirits  in  prison  lamenting  for  their  sins.    I  live  when  I 
hear  that  dismal  moaning.'' 
Isabella  sazed  at  her  anxiously, 

'<  May  I  leave  the  curtain  undrawn,  Isa?**  continued  Miss  O'Brien. 
"  Yes,  dear,  if  you  will ;  but  surely  it  is  not  wise  to  indulge  in  these 
morbid  fimcies,"  said  she,  as  Kathleen  continued  to  gaze  upon  the  night. 
*^  They  grow  upon  you,  and  they  make  you  so  dissatisfied.  I  would  not 
wish  to  teach  you,  my  own  Kathleen  ;  but  were  you  to  force  yourself  to 
roost  them  as  they  arise,  you  would  be  the  happier.  The  life  of  all  pre- 
sento  ditties  to  be  fulfilled." 

**  Duty  !"  muttered  Kathleen,  as  she  threw  open  the  window  and  leant 
from  it-^*'duty!  I  tell  you,  Isa,"  pursued  she,  as  she  impetuously 
closed  it  a  few  moments  after,  and  advanced  once  more  to  the  side  of  her 
friend—*'  I  tell  yott,  Isa,  there  is  but  one  cfv/y  left  for  me ;  thefe  is  no 
fbture  for  mej  but  remorse  and  sadness !" 

**  Kathleen,"  said  Isabella,  hardly  knowing  what  to  say,  how  to  Com- 
fort tlMi  ^)|  so  motimfrd  did  she  stand  before  her,  "  if  you  Would  only 
tell  me  the  cause  of  your  sorrow — if  you  would  only  let  me  comfort  you. 
Sympathy  must  assuage,  if  it  cannot  remove  the  gnef  confided  to  it.' 

Miss  O'Brien  oontbued  to  airange  the  ornaments  on  the  mantelpiece. 
At  Utft  i  *'  Are  your  nerves  tolerabfy  strong,  Isa  ?" 
"  Tolerably  so,"  replied  Isabella,  lautthing ;  "  but  why  ?" 
**  Nay,  it  is  no  laughing  matter ;  they  must  be  strong,  ere  yon  cast 
isteit  to  me." 

*^  Befieve  me,  dear,  my  love  for  you  would  make  them  strong  as  you 
eoold  wish  them^  were  it  necessary ;  but  I  do  not  fear  your  trying  them 
80  ywry  terribly.'* 

**  I  e«me  to  yoit  this  evening,  Isabella,"  pursued  Kathleen,  following 
out  her  aim  train  of  thought,  and  hardly  noticing  her  friend's  words, 
**  for  the  purpose  of  telling  you  all ;  but  my  heart  begins  to  £eu1  me  now. 
I  Itftve  longed,  pined,  to  tell  my  sin-^my  punishment ;  but  before,  the 
woids  haive  died  on  my  lips ;  now,  you  shall  hear  all.    But  ao  not  mock 
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me,  do  not  laugh  at  me ;  my  tale  is  true,  however  incredulous  you  may 
deem  it  necessary  to  be.*' 

*'  I  will  not  mock  or  laugh  at  you,  Kathleen ;  trust  in  me.** 

*'  Then,  sit  here,  by  this  window ;  the  fireside  is  no  place  for  such  a 
tale  as  mine.  Here,  with  this  dreary  scene  before  us,  I  can  tell  you 
better  all  I  have  to  tell ;"  and  placing  herself  on  the  floor,  at  the  feet  of 
her  friend,  with  her  head  leaning  on  Isabella's  knees,  and  her  face  turned 
on  the  dull  gloomy  night,  Miss  O'Brien  began :  ^'  Perhaps  you  never 
knew,  never  even  surmised,  Isa,  that  I  loved  Douglas  Osnnond  ?  Yet  so 
it  was.  I  had  given  him  my  whole  heart — I  loved  him  as  I  can  love^ 
and  that  is  intensely.  Durine  my  brief  dream  of  happiness  I  felt  an 
altered  being, — higher,  better  impulses  were  mine,  and  I  felt  the  secret 
of  my  life's  destiny  was  solved.  I  lost  his  love  !  By  my  own  rash  act 
I  dashed  my  happiness  to  nothincpess,  even  as  it  first  became  my  own. 
Like  the  fabled  *  Cup  of  Edenhall,*  it  bore  'vnth  it  all,  aU  my  better 
nature,  my  nobler,  finer  feelings.  I  lost  all  command  over  myaeli ;  I  felt 
reckless  and  lost."  She  paused,  then  resuming :  '*  Do  you  rememberi 
Isabella,  our  return  to  the  terrace,  and  Sir  John's  legend,  and  your  re- 
peating it  to  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  well—but  why?" 

*'  Did  it  never  strike  you,  Isa,  why  I  left  the  barrack-room  the  last 
night  I  spent  at  Balinaslough, — why  I  was  so  ill  afterwards?'* 

**No." 

<<  Isabella,  I  tried  the  spell !  In  earnest  I  fulfilled  what  was  so  laugfaingly 
suggested  to  me, — I  went  to  the  Haunted  Well !" 

"Kathleen!" 

*'  Yes,  I  went.  I  could  not  bear  the  sea  of  uncertainty  on  which  I  wai 
tossing, — I  resolved  to  know  the  worst.     I  went,  and  paid  the  penal^— ^ 

oh,  how  dearly  paid  it ! — of  my  insane  folly ! As  I  turned  npm 

the  scene  of  my  midnight  wandering,  I  felt  wild  with  spirits.  The 
having  accomplished  my  object  imparted  a  new  life  to  me ;  and  as  1 
retraced  my  steps,  so  lovely  appeared  the  night,  so  quiet  and  cloudless 
now,  though  but  a  short  time  before  so  different,  1  felt  I  could  havii 
lingered  there  for  hours ;  I  felt  no  fear — strong  was  my  heart,  my  yeiy 
pulses  calm  ; — ^but  prudence  forbade  the  wish,  and  fearing  the  discovery 
of  my  nocturnal  rambling,  I  hastened  onwards  to  the  terrace  door.  I 
gained  it  in  safety,  and  arrived  at  the  small  room,  which  was  now  mine. 
I  felt  very  tired,  and  so  inclined  to  treat  the  whole  matter  as  a  jesL  afUr 
the  disregard  paid  to  my  repeated  invocations  at  the  well-side,  I  haridly 
cared  to  complete  the  charm ;  yet,  with  scarcely  a  thought,  I  did  hang 
the  still  drippmg  handkerchief  on  the  chair,  and  I  soon  feu  asleep.  Now^ 
listen,  Isa,  exclaimed  Kathleen,  as  she  raised  her  head  from  its  recum- 
bent position,  and  fixed  her  eyes  eagerly  on  Miss  Graham's  &oe.  ^I 
know  not  how  long  I  slept,  when  I  was  wakened  by  a  slight  sound,  'aody 
to  my  dread,  I  saw  the  door  slowly  opening.  My  room  was  very  smal^ 
and  I  could  see  around  the  whole  of  my  little  domain  at  one  glance.  Ifot 
an  instant,  I  forgot  all,  and  thought  some  one  had  mistaken  iheir  way; 
but  I  saw  the  handkerchief,  and  I  saw  the  dark  form  wfaidi  entered  so 
noiselessly,  and  I  remembered  then  I  It  glided  in,  witih  its  hce  tumecl 
from  me — ^in  shape  resembling  a  man,  but  yet  so  unearthly — an  inda- 
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aetOiable  horror !  It  advanced  quiet  and  still  to  the  fireside.  Do  you 
tremble,  Isa  ?  I  did  not,  after  my  first  fear ;  for  I  thought  it  was  Douglas, 
and  I  felt  so  wickedly  happy  that  my  prayer  had  been  heard.  This  was 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed ;  so  near,  it  almost  touched.  It  bent  over  the 
haadkerchie^  and  then  turning  round,  it  fixed  its  spirit  eyes  on  me !  Oh, 
Heaven  help  me,  Isabel!  the  agony  of  that  moment! — it  was  not  him — 
not  Douglas,  for  whom  I  had  perilled  all — that  I  beheld,  but  a  stranger, 
-~one  on  whom  my  eyes  had  never  yet  gazed !  Slowly  as  it  had 
entered,  the  demon-figure  left  my  room,  and  I  was  alone  once  more 
— kmely  in  spirit  as  in  reality." 

*^Yoa  were  dreaming,  dear,'*  said  Isabella,  soothingly,  to  her  now 
eicited  companion. 

'^^Dreamine!  I  knew  you  would  think  it  a  dream;  but  it  was  no 
dream,  Isabella.  Remember  what  I  had  done ;  I  had  invoked  the  Evil 
One,  and  I  was  answered.  But  interrupt  me  not ;  you  know  not  all — 
jet  more  has  to  be  told  of  that  night  of  terror.  I  am  naturally  brave* 
hearted,  and,  wound  up  to  an  unwonted  pitch  of  excitement,  I  did  not 
iSeel  the  fear  I  might  have  anticipated.  I  shed  bitter  tears  then — I 
euinot  now ;  and  I  lay  there  thinking  of  my  lost  love,  and  upbnuding 
my  fate,  rather  than  trembling,  as  many  would  have  done.  1  believe  1 
most  have  slept  again  from  pure  exhaustion,  but  only  again  to  open 
my  eyes  to  the  same  awaking.  As  the  door  once  more  turned  on  its 
Uoges,  I  confess  I  did  tremble,  and  tried  to  hide  from  my  view  the 
ip{>roaching  object ;  but  no,  fixed,  chained  to  the  spot,  my  eyes  involun- 
tanly  remained.  Again  the  dark  shadow  entered — agam  was  its  face 
hidden  to  me.  To  add  to  the  horror  of  the  scene,  the  fire  was  nearly 
htrnt  out,  and  the  moonlight  alone  shone  into  the  apartment,  making 
Mdi  object  look  more  ghastly  in  its  pale  sickly  beams.     An  awful  still- 

reigned,  and  the  silence  in  the  movements  of  my  ghostly  visitor 
a  fearful  thing  to  witness ;  he,  like  his  predecessor,  occupied  himself 

the  fatal  handkerchief ;  but  soon  raising  his  face  to  my  affinghted 


gaae,  with  a  smile  of  demoniacal  triumph,  revealed  to  me — oh,  Isabel ! 
Sold  me  close— oh,  Isabel,  Isabel! — ^the  abhorred  features  of  Captain 
Ouminghame !  I  tried  to  scream,  but  utterance  seemed  deprived  to  me, 
pnd  with  a  laugh  of  unearthly  mockery  the  form  vanished  from  before 
me.  Again  I  had  foregone  him.  I  seemed  rivetted  to  the  spot ;  I  could 
not  rise  ;  I  could  not  summon  assistance.  My  only  idea  was  to  watch 
ttat  little  door,  to  learn  what  new  terrors  were  thereat  to  enter.  At 
length  I  gathered  courage  to  lean  forward  and  snatch  the  handkerchief 
from  its  resting-place,  to  throw  it  on  the  floor,  to  the  utmost  limit  of  the 
room ;  more,  I  could  not  do,  the  door  again  opening,  and  once  more  my 
ppeetre  fate  appeared.  Even  then  I  felt  fresh  hope  rise  amid  my  dread. 
It  might  be  him  at  last,  and  the  thought  made  me  bold.  The  figure 
•dyanced,  it  leant  over  the  chair,  and,  oh,  Isabel!  it  proceeded  on  to 
wbere  lay  the  handkerchief;  it  raised  it  from  the  ground,  and  again  it 
&ohg  over  the  chair,  and  turning  towards  me,  it  seemed  to  gaze  with  a 
nielancholy  reproachful  look  as  I  lay  there,  anxiously  hoping  yet  fearing 
to  see  its  face.  It  was  not  him,  Isabel.  I  knew  it  not ;  I  caj^  not  to 
know.  Since  it  was  not  Douglas,  what  mattered  it?  I  had  sacrificed 
Sfe,  hope,  joy — all,  aU,  to  be  miserable,  blighted,  for  ever !  No  hope, 
no  repentance  henceforward  for  me.    Hush  1  not  yet  Isabel "  (as  she  saw 


174  THE  HAUNTED  WELL. 

her  friend  about  to  speak).  *'  As  he  vanished — this  sad,  grave  one-«« 
round  the  house  there  waded  a  piteous  cry,  and  then  at  intervak  three 
times  repeated,  came  the  sound  as  of  a  requiem  for  the  dead,  and  agiun 
that  waning  cry,  and  I  could  bear  it  no  longer — I  fainted.  When  I 
recovered,  we  sun  was  shining  brightly,  the  birds  singing,  all  nature  fiux 
and  glorious ;  yet  there  before  me  was  the  reminder  of  tne  horrors  I  had 
witnessed — the  first  object  my  waking  eyes  beheld  was  the  handkerchief! 
I  have  got  it  now,  Isabel — I  treasure  it.  A  fearful  relic,  is  it  not,  to 
worship  ?  But  whenever  I  feel  an  aching  remembrance  at  my  heart  for 
one  I  dearly  love — and  strange  as  it  may  seem,  a  remembrance  will  oome, 
a  hope  will  break  forth  occasionally,  spite  of  all — I  look  at  my  handker- 
chief and  as  the  frost  shnvels  the  leaves  and  flowers,  my  hopea  fiak, 
sere  and  withered,  before  my  relic.  My  maid  came  in  almost  imme- 
diately on  my  awaking,  and  I  learnt  from  her  my  absence  firom  the 
barrack-room  had  been  discovered.  But  I  oared  not  now.  What  was  it 
to  me,  the  things  surmised  or  said  of  me  ?  I  had  learnt  my  £Eite^-I  was 
uncertain  no  longer — I  knew  all.  Could  I  bear  all?  How  1  had  strength 
to  rise,  to  dress,  to  go  down  stairs,  I  know  not ;  but,  with  a  kind  of 
desperation,  go  through  it  I  did,  and  more  dead  than  ^ve  descended  to 
the  breakfast-room.  You  know  the  rest.  It  is  a  strange  weird  tale, 
Isabel,  is  it  not?'*  said  Kathleen,  suddenly,  looking  earnestly  at  ber 
friend. 

**  Frightful,  indeed,  my  darling ;  most  horrible." 

''Do  you  wonder  I  was  ill  after  this,  Isa? — that  even  my  nervei 
gave  way  ?" 

'*  No,  dear ;  but,  trust  me,  it  was  but  a  dream*— a  phantom  raised  by 
your  own  over-excited  imagination." 

<<  Isabella,  vou  shall  not  call  it  so.  I  knew  how  it  would  be ;  that 
none  would  oelieve  me,  all  would  deem  it  such ;  but  it  was  not^-that 
fearful  sight  was  no  vision.  Had  it  been  such,  would  not  familiar  faeof 
have  stood  before  me,  not  stranger-forms  ?  Oh,  Isabel  1  you  know  lU)^ 
may  you  never  know,  the  misery  to  wake  without  a  hope,  to  lie  down  ia 
sorrow,  to  have  a  past  to  which  you  dare  not  turn;  a  present,  objectkat; 
a  future,  which  if  it  has  an  object,  is  but  to  meet  it,  and  then  to  be  at 
rest  Do  not  weep  for  me,  Isabel,"  continued  she,  as  IsabeUa's  tears  rail 
thick  and  fast  at  the  sad  picture ;  *^  tears  are  not  for  me.  I  have  told 
you  this  that  you  may  help  me,  that  you  may  tell  my  parents — not  this 
tale,  for  either  they  would  disbelieve  it,  or  else  they  would  be  miMrabW— 
but  to  tell  them  that  I  must  leave  this  place — thiat  I  must  wander  fordi 
to  seek  my  fate — ^that  I  shall  go  mad  if  I  remain  here !  And^  Isabel, 
you  must  stay  with  me ;  I  cannot  bear  to  part  with  you,  my  d«ir,  kind 
Isabel ;  and  now  that  your  brother  is  going  to  be  married,  het  canaat 
need  you  long^.  I  am  very  sad,,  very  heart-broken.  You  will  sti^ 
with  me,  will  you  not,  Isabel  ?" 

And  her  parents  have  complied  with  her  wishes,  and  her  friend  leoouMiia 
with  her;  and  from  09e  chiuageful  scene  to  auother  wandeos  that  poor 
restless  one ! 
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Chapter  II. 

In  d  Yftulted  chamber  above-stairs  stood  my  bookshelves;  a  room 
secluded  and  sombre,  but  dear  to  me,  as  it  was  nlled  with  loved  associa- 
tions of  the  past.  There  I  had  dwelt  for  many  months  without  a  com- 
panion, visited  sometimes  by  Ippolito,  who,  the  brother,  the  likeness,  the 
monrner  pf  the  departed,  was  precious  to  my  eyes ;  and  also,  thoug^h 
less  freauently,  by  Musonio,  who  know  himself  to  be  ill  suited  to  console, 
and  so  kept  away.  He  analysed  g^ef  itself — ^grief  which  may  mean  a 
world's  destruction  ;  the  soul  a  prey  to  its  own  hunger  and  thirst ;  or 
hope  left  wingless  in  the  ashes  of  its  extinct  fires.  He  analysed  grief  I 
At  such  a  moment  what  comfort  could  his  philosophy  bring  to  the  too 
patient  listener,  to  the  unhearted  ?  what  cheer  could  it  afford  out  of  the 
unspeakable  desolations  of  its  distant,  always  coming  scenes  ?  Meantime 
its  promises,  so  grand  and  immortal,  its  edicts,  in  themselves  an  ever- 
vanrinff  God,  contrasted  but  hopelessly,  save  to  intellects  entire  like  his, 
witn  the  domestic  joys  of  a  heaven  which  a  better  Scripture  foretels  to  be 
at  hand.  Happy  was  Musonio;  his  was  the  reasonable,  far-feeling, 
placid  hope ;  his  the  timc-outrunninff  thought,  acquiescing  as  it  advanced 
an  the  cold,  just  order  of  an  impartial  and  smiling  Power.  But  thus  I 
saw  it  not ;  my  children,  who  were  oden  with  me,  forbade  that  we  should 
be  so  parted ;  and  my  love  of  glory  refused  to  launch  its  inheritance  on 
«horelc^  time.  And  when  I  looked  into  their  faces,  and  thence  looked  for- 
ward to  meeting  their  mother  in  heaven,  I  saw  all — felt  all  that  was 
it  in  childhood,  and  all  that  was  needed  to  confirm  hope  in  a  life  of 
ieaa  to  come.  In  philosophical  fisuth,  as  Musonio  so  often  had  told 
there  may  be  a  peculiar  conviction ;  if  it  be  convincing  as  that  which 
attests  but  the  truth  of  parental  love,  it  is  strong  indeed. 

Ippolito  at  this  time  became  my  parish  priest,  and  was  therefore  always 
near  at  hand.  He  was  my  comfort.  There  was  a  freshness  in  his  thoughts 
on  divine  subjects,  which  could  not  fail  to  prove  a&;reeable  to  one  who  nad 
lad  the  sjaritual  Ufe  I  had  done,  and  to  whom  the  subliroest  ideas  were 
(t^ryiiliftr  objects.  The  charm  of  his  conversation  was  in  not  adopting  the 
parlanoe  of  the  schools,  but  in  expressing  himself  in  plain  modem  lan- 
guage^ unaccompanied  by  outward  signs  of  piety,  save  such  as  the  sin- 
cerity of  the  soul  involuntarily  expressed. 

Giuditla  remaned  with  the  children,  but  only  approached  me  in  leading 
them  to  and  fro.  Thanatos,  the  tamest  of  the  household,  was  among  my 
visitors  ;  in  him  reason  no  lonc^r  showed  itself,  though  an  active  instinct 
and  often  watchful  if  not  turbulent  eye,  remained  behind.  He  had  his 
dreadS|  and  they  gave  evidence  of  their  relation  to  past  events.  The 
sight  of  a  rope  made  him  shudder,  and  he  could  not  be  induced  to  ^p- 


176  VELTHIKAS;  OB^  THB  ORDEAL  OF  AACSZFICB* 

proach  the  church,  or  eyen  the  oellar-door,  as  if  sooh  revived  in  him  a 
remembrance  of  die  ordalia  he  had  gone  afaready  through,  while  he  wif 
miable  to  distingiiish  between  them  and  their  repethioD. 

Abarbanel  had  disappeared  since  that  night.  z 

No  visitoirs  came  from  the  neighbouring  villas ;  yet  I  was  not  dome  I 
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Bear  thy  distresses,  Adonai,  Adora  is  fair  among  the  immortal  as  she' 
was  once  among  the  daughters  of  earth.     I  owe  her  more  than  was  eytar- 
before  due  from  me  to  another,  so  elevating  has  been  the  infloenoe  shet 
has  exercised  over  me  by  her  example.    Travelling  was  my  xeH^on ;  it? 
was  my  form  of  worship.     Piety  is  the  ardent  conception  of  a  ifiviae' 
benefactor  :  some  ask  its  lesson  of  themselves,  within  the  lesser  seeking 
-^«s  in  a  temple — ^the  presence  of  the  greater.     But  never  within  my 
own  being  could  I  gain  a  glimpse  of  the  supreme  Presence ;  it  is  not 
palpable  tibere ;  while  the  Omnipresence  I  encountered  everywhere,  as  I 
journeyed  to  and  fro.     I  ascended  not  the  ladder  of  the  firmament  only* 
as  some  are  wont,  in  reiterated  prayer,  but  also  climbed  up  the  moun-l 
tains,  body  and  soul,  accepting  the  testimony  of  them  as  well  as  of  thil' 
heavens,  that  there  was  a  Grod. 

I  shrank  from  forcing  things  on  high  into  the  service  of  so  humUet 
a  thing  as  &ith ;  for  when  Night  came,  she  herself  declared  the  Etemalr 
with  bunting  tongues  and  sentences  of  light;  and  by  day  He  madr 
Himself  seen.  I  dared  not  do  more  than  watch;  could  I  track,  th^ 
Creator's  steps  into  the  invisible  ?  The  pursuit  was  vain  :  none  but  the 
foolish  pry  into  the  buds  of  the  unblown  season,  futurity.  To  tiokibr 
its  virgin  precincts,  into  whose  unfurnished  chambers  the  Eternal  him*^ 
self  penetrates  not  until  the  fulfilment  of  universal  morrow,  brings  repul*  !- 
sion  to  the  weak,  and  such  as  they  only  are  willing  to  encounter  a  seoondt 
time ;  for  who  cannot  see  that  by  stretching  into  unborn  time,  we  entetl 
a  darkness  ;  and  that  to  live  in  the  present  is  the  visible  example  of  God^ 
to  all  his  woiks  ?  Futurity  comes  to  us  by  appointment,  closes  upon  ^i 
faster  than  we  can  look  on  ;  and  vain  is  the  man  who  attempts  a  premsKt 
ture  passage  through  its  shadowy  doors.  H 

There  are,  doubUess,  many  feelings,  and  among  them  the  longinvs  ofi: 
hope,  and  prayer,  which  seem  to  penetrate  it,  to  peep  through  keyholes 
in  those  noiselessly  slammed  gates  of  time,  which  move  in  the  darkn^ 
and  shut  out  human  audacity.  In  such  eaves*droppings  of  the  wnkf 
there  is  nothing  overheard ;  eyes  gape  uselessly  over  the  monatroaaf 
void :  but  how  different  the  flood  of  soul  which,  as  a  dayligfat«-c8lB4t 
embraces  and  anoints  the  feet  of  the  Most  High !  Give  me  uiis,  and  noti 
the  heaving  tumult  of  spirit  which  dashes  forward  blindly,  like  th*- 
lover  into  forbidden  arms,  and,  conscious  of  rebuke,  recedes  with  faeavyf 
murmur. 

Give  me  the  works  of  God :  let  me  still  observe,  imptove,  and  wander; 
To  Aula  did  I  not  stray  aud  find  a  new  faith,  to  which  my  present  hopasr: 
are  shaped  ?    Did  I  not  witness  Adora's  life  ?    Judge  not  from  what  I 
write  in  praise  of  present  time,  that  neidier  the  past  nor  the  fritois  enters 
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into  my  80«l :  the  part  reaches  me  through  a  thousand  years  in  the  mere 
bowlings  of  die  wind ;  the  future  dawns  upon  me  at  sunset — as,  simmer- 
ing in  the  west,  its  ruby  glow  calls  up  its  picturesque  expression  within 
me ;  and  then  I  border  on  the  home  or  those  afiur. 

But  Adoia  asked  for  more  than  this ;  she  went  higher  for  her  wisdom. 
What  to  me  another  country  was,  as  a  source  of  inroiration,  another  soul 
was  to  her :  she  had  not  travelled  as  I  had  done,  and  yet  she  saw  univer- 
sal truth  the  most  distinctly.  For  the  put  and  its  vain  back-bodings 
shuddered  through  her  in  the  unreconcilea  shriek  of  death,  as  through  me 
in  the  tempest ;  the  future  declared  itself  to  her  in  the  hopes  and  thanks- 
givings of  the  poor,  among  whom  she  dwelt,  as  to  me  in  the  firewell  of 
the  evening ;  hers  the  sense  of  doing,  mine  of  seeing  right.  And  though 
both  are  associated  vrith  sentiments  divine,  hers  was  the  higher  lot;  she 
walked  in  the  inner  presence  of  the  Almighty. 

Chapter  III. 

Hast  thou  been  a  bankrupt — at  a  fonner  period  a  merchant-prinoe, 
the  wonder  of  younelf  and  of  the  world,  then,  fallen  from  that  eminence, 
lord  of  your  journals  no  more,  your  affairs  in  the  possession  of  strangers  ? 
l%ough  not  your  master  now,  but  in  other  hands,  is  there  no  weight 
moved  from  your  breast^  no  enemy  to  slumber  chased  from  your  bed  ? 
The  evil  hour,  more  dreaded  than  the  secret  ceremony  of  death,  is  past ; 
the  ^^agnee  is  encountered  in  triumph ;  the  spirit,  in  its  keen  and  aeonising 
reiiance  on  a  silent  Heaven,  is  encouraged,  received,  sustained ;  the  dread 
of  censure  no  longer  affixed  like  a  millstone  about  the  soul. 

Than  this  the  heart  is  subject  to  a  worse  bankruptcy, — the  ordeal  of 
^fliich  I  have  passed  through ;  for  what  is  bleeding  pride  and  the  dread  of 
pity  to  bear,  compared  with  the  consciousness  of  how  small  a  dividend  there 
IS  left  of  hope  when  the  heart  is  broken  ?  Its  poundage  is  not  sufficient 
t6  purdiase  one  consoling  ray  for  the  sacrament  of  the  last  dark  struggle. 
It  u  then,  indeed,  that  to  be  in  other  hands,  to  experience  responsibility 
no  kmger,  is  a  respte ;  but  who  dwells  upon  the  earth,  who  traffics  with 
the  ocean  vrinds  and  grains  a  calm  out  of  their  tempest,  who  holds  pro- 
fitable dealings  with  las  God  towards  enlarging  the  crippled  soul,  that 
he  should  have  been  proclaimed  umpire  in  each  latter  age,  and  have  been 
able  thus  easily  to  wind  up  the  affairs  of  human  nature  ? 

Who? 

As  I  thoneht  thus  within  the  cahn  yet  more  perturbable  depths  of  my 
being,  I  touched  a  chord ;  the  curtains,  whose  folds  hid  my  picture,  flew 
faaek  like  rolling  clouds ;  the  glorious  answer  was  present — ^the  Saviour  on 
the  Crois ! '  Into  his  awful  keeping  I  had  resigned  my  spirit  And  as  I 
looked  with  weakness  and  inspiration  on  the  figure  so  divinely  fidr,  the  smile 
of  which  had  do  mortal  resemblance,  for  it  expressed  entire  salvation  from 
both  transitory  and  eternal  ills,  a  slight  noise  behind  me  became  audible, 
and  interrupted  my  reverie.  I  turned  my  head,  and  looked  with  dreamy  eyes 
upon  a  dagger.  At  the  moment  when  the  curtain  moved  back,  and  ex- 
posed the  Cnieifixion9  a  weapon  had  been  pointed  at  me ;  but  on  the  repre- 
sentation, so  fearfully  real,  of  the  Saviour,  the  dagger  fell  from  an  unnerved 
ann;  the  offsnder  prayed  for  pardon,— not  of  the  God  he  had  ofiended,  but 
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of  me*  It  was  ScotoqcodcoIo  ;  be  it*  was,  who^  oome  to  Ulke  big  r^vengfb 
had  been  dbarmed  thus  b^  a  superstitious  dread,  and  had  sunk  down 
on  his  knee  before  the  object  of  my  adoration.  Placing  mv  took  on  the 
harmless  weapon,  I  bade  the  murderer  depart  in  peacoi  and  {tvonble  mj 
consciepce  no  more. 

But  what  a  scene  ensued!  The  brigand  had  left  me  quietly,  aoi 
uttering  a  word.  As  I  paced  the  room  in  agitation,  I  heard  suddeply  a 
frightful  howliog,  as  of  a  human  yoice,  followed  by  the  deep,  almost  sub- 
terraneous hayings  of  the  bloodhounds.  Startled  by  these  poises,  I  hunM 
to  a  window  commanding  the  view  of  the  north  terrace,  with  its  pnci^ 
pitous  overhanging  wall  and  the  rocky  bed  of  the  torrenti  and  flung 
open  the  casement,  whence  I  beheld  Thanatos,  with  bended  daws  and 
the  looks  of  a  beast  of  prey,  ia  pursuit  of  Scoronoonoolo,  i^d  bowling  as 
he  flew  forward.  The  bandit  was  scared,  he  hesitated  as  ha  ran,  ai)d 
trembled  violently  when  he  stopped  to  consider  his  course.  He  was 
defenceless ;  it  was  evidently  his  hour  of  doom,  when  the  strong  is  afraid 
of  the  weak ;  the  strong  in  body,  the  strong  in  crime,  but  no  longer  the 
resolute. 

The  will  bad  for  an  instant  flagged,  and  ere  he  could  look  round  him, 
a  coi^le  of  bloodhounds,  standing  as  high  as  his  shoulder,  led  the  attack 
and  fell  upon  him,  while  Thanatos,  into  whose  nostrils  the  robber's  deter- 
mined spirit  seemed  to  breathe,  followed  close  behind,  urging  on  the  dogs 
by  most  direful  efforts,  and  simultaneously  execrating  his  foe  from  the 
deep  of  a  swollen  hate.  With  the  bark  of  the  dogs  he  mingled  yells 
pitched  from  his  own  throat  into  dreadful  concord;  then,  standing  in  an 
attitude  of  defiance,  and  making  gesticulations  far  removed  from  human, 
he  looked  on  the  result  in  triumph. 

While  this  scene  was  enacting,  I  shouted  to  tiie  combatants  ;  the 
hoarse  noise  of  the  torrent  drowned  my  voice,  and  in  an  instant  the  dogs 
were  on  the  wall,  to  a  narrow  ledge  behind  which  Scoronconcolo  bad  re- 
treated ;  they  attacked  him  with  all  their  force,  and  without  delay  zoUad 
over  the  steep  with  him  into  the  waters  below. 

This  I  witnessed  from  the  balcony  :  the  robber  had  bllen  about  a  hun- 
dred and  forty  feet ;  midway  between  the  pan^t  and  gulf  he  boundad 
off  from  a  huge  buttress,  near  which  the  flight  of  steps  makes  a  turn, 
and  thence  was  projected  to  the  torrent,  into  the  midst  of  whose  bissingi 
he  fell  dead. 

The  hounds  with  frightful  agility  recovered  their  leg^  and  leaped  down 
the  steps ;  sometimes  they  rolled  over,  and  again  found  their  feet,  some- 
times glided  with  headbng  force  down  the  steep.  Scoronooncolo  had 
scarce  reached  the  bottom,  when  one  of  the  dogs  rolled  into  the  flood 
exhausted,  and  was  nmidly  carried  down  with  the  stream  ^  but  the  other, 
with  more  success,  made  way  against  water  and  rock  to  the  body}  and 
finding  it  motionless,  except  as  it  swayed  to  and  frx>  in  the  midst  of  toum 
against  a  projecting  barrier,  crouched  upon  it  and  panted  incessantly; 
while  its  eye  met  its  own  silent  laugh  above  reflected  on  the  fiuae  td 
Thanatos. 

The  fate  of  Scoronconcolo^  so  sudden  and,  unhappily,  ao  deaervedt 
ranked  among  the  most  distressing  events  of  my  career ;  but  there  was 
a  species  of  gross  justice  in  it,  too,  incurred  as  it  had  been  at  the  inffti^ 
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gation  of  Thanatos,  of  whose  passions,  otherwise  scathed  and  redaoed  to 
shadow,  the  last  refuse  thus  appeared  to  be  revenge.  The  thirst  of  that 
feverish  malady,  that  delirious  impulse,  was  slaked  in  ecstasy,  and  suicidal 
was  its  rapture ;  for  from  that  period  up  to  death  the  soul  whence  it  arose, 
once  so  worthless,  and  fit  th^  only  to  manure  the  barren  soil  of  hell,  was 
ridded  of  evil  dedres,  all  of  which,  by  unparalleled  injuries  and  crimes, 
were  finally  extinguished ;  and  thus  mutilated  within  himself,  and  the 
fence  thus  narrowed  round  his  moral  world,  he  became  affectionate  to  those 
around,  and  devoid  of  offence. 

I  was  not  myself  free  from  a  species  of  fascination  at  the  robber's 
death,  than  whose  end  his  burial  was  no  less  wild  and  sublime,  rivetting 
me  to  my  chamber,  as  if  through  its  means  I  had  been  spelUbound,  to  look 
into  an  associate's  future,  and  to  moralise  on  ways  divine. 

The  bones  of  the  robber,  inaccessible  to  all  attempts  at  rescue,  were 
washed  by  the  stream  ;  and  their  flesh  became  a  prey  to  vultures,  which, 
from  their  Alpine  retreats,  or  from  their  nests  on  the  lofty  oaks  of  Sar- 
dinia, had  penetrated  the  sky,  and  descended  on  the  rocks  of  Aula.  It 
was  a  species  of  funereal  service  undertaken  by  Nature  in  the  absence  of 
mourners,  and  performed  by  her  out  of  her  ample  leisure,  with  those  mute 
accompaniments  of  winter  boughs  and  of  simbeams  which  make  a  dirge 
in  every  valley  where  none  but  the  already  thoughtful  would  suspect  a 
grave.  Strange  were  the  rites ;  they  ceased  ofit€^  and  yet  never,  for 
when  they  stopped  they  went  on  in  the  mind  i  and  strange  was  the  dress 
and  the  form  of  those  spirits  of  death,  whom  Nature  sent  up  into  sun- 
light to  do  her  work 

Spirits  Elect  of  Death,  Winged  Mutes,  to  gorge  was  your  decent 
appointment,  conscious  of  no  outrage  in  your  avocations,  not  disgusting 
to  the  Scenes  I  I  observed  their  doings  daily ;  read  their  acts  as  words, 
while  I  conned  over  these  their  proceedings — texts  of  the  deep  volume 
whose  meaning,  when  seen,  none  dare  doubt,  whose  fiat  none  need 
dispute. 

Nature's  pall  is  the  waving  grass ;  her  cenotaph  is  the  sli^.  She  is 
herself  the  chief  Mourner.  She  has  her  fasts ;  and  though  in  the  retire- 
ment of  her  secret  haunts,  they  are  symbolised  far  and  wide.  Is  not  the 
winter  her  hungry  time-— a  season  of  sackcloth  and  ashes  ?  Does  she 
not  mourn?  Every  flake  of  snow  is  an  emblem  put  forth  by  her  of 
souls  drifted  through  eternity.  Nature's  pall  is  not  black,  save  when 
her  luminaries  hold  the  feast  of  Chaos,  and  are  away.  How  suitable 
then  is  her  mourning,  the  uniform  of  her  Mutes ! — suitable  to  death,  and 
winged  for  ascension.  How  sombre  is  its  expression!  The  head  and 
breast  of  the  Death-Bird  are  in  mourning  for  the  young,  who  are 
always  dying ;  these  parts  being  clothed  in  a  short  white  down,  while  a 
lightly-tinged  ruff  forms  a  coUar  of  long  and  slender  feathers,  which 
betray  every  motion  of  the  aur.  Then  comes  the  vast  body  and  pinions, 
of  brown  and  jaundiced  hue,  tinted,  like  autumn,  to  mourn  for  the  worn- 
out  and  dissolute,  who  are  dead ;  while  the  quills  and  tail  only  are  bkck, 
like  a  bit  of  crape  worn  upon  the  arm  of  the  soldier  or  the  heart  of  the 
poor.  -And  there^  where  the  robber  lay,  rested  many  of  these  spirit-fiorms 
of  Mmtate  upon  their  grey  legs,  at  the  half-solemn  rites,  their  naiel  eyes 
and  yellow  b«iks  speaking  the  silent  eulogium  over  flesh,  the  tawny 
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group  relieved  in  the  background  by  naked  overbanring  branches,  aad 
estalnished  in  picturesque  attitudes  in  the  shadow  of  uiat  valley  of  Ufe. 

Such  was  the  example  that  I  witnessed  of  a  death  and  burial  sublimely 
done;  such  was  the  sorrowing  march  performed  by  Nature  over  h^ 
dead.  But  though  her  function  be  to  laugh  in  her  earnest  hours,  she  is 
never  like  the  human  mourner,  who  laughs  not,  yet  rejoices ! 

Thanatos  sat  fitun  mom  till  sunset  on  the  parapet-wall,  watching  t)ie 
manoeuvring^  of  those  birds  of  prey. 

"  Ippolito  !**  exclumed  I,  '*  these  last  few  days  have  been  passed  by  me 
in  the  study  of  a  natural  Theology — a  subject  awful  as  revelation,  and 
than  which  no  other  science  bett^  demonstrates  a  fiu-sigfated  Providence. 
It  teaches  those  who  look  into  it,  not  the  goodness  only,  but  the  ven- 
geance, too,  of  an  Almijgh^  !** 

With  trembling  hana  I  pointed  to  the  torrent. 

Chapter  IV. 

The  bones  of  the  robber  had  long  bleached;  the  skull  had  been 
bowled  down  by  the  stream ;  the  ribbed  trunk  trundled  over  the  rocks  like 
a  hoop,  to  be  no  more  seen. 

All  had  entered  on  its  change :  the  children  were  grown  up  into  youth, 
Ippolito  was  a  dignitary  of  the  Church ;  Thanatos  had  at  lenfl;th  attended 
divine  service  without  dread,  a  rope  no  longer  made  him  shudder.  Sava-i 
telli  and  the  world  I  had  abandoned,  having  determined  never  to  see  him 
more,  nor  to  visit  in  his  dissipated  circle. 

At  this  time  Musonio  was  greatly  advanced  in  years,  and  one  evening 
Ippolito  arrived  suddenly  at  the  castle,  to  acquaint  me  that  the  philoso- 
pher considered  his  end  to  be  drawing  nigh,  and  had  expressed  a  wish  to 
eee  me.  I  therefore  posted  to  Florence,  in  company  with  Ippolito,  and 
hastened  to  his  dwelling  in  the  Via  di  Bisogno.  We  came  to  a  vault  m 
the  house,  from  which  IppoUto  removed  some  loose  masonry,  and  exposed 
a  trap-door,  which  he  opened,  and  bade  me  descend.  I  was  encouraged 
to  do  so  by  Musonio's  voioe  from  beneath,  much  as  I  was  surprised  at 
this  procedure. 

A  low  spiral  flight  of  steps  admitted  us  to  a  large  apartment  of  a  cir- 
cular form,  the  wall  and  ceiling  of  which  were  covered  with  antique 
characters.  On  one  side  of  the  marble  floor  issued  a  flame,  which  it 
seemed  was  volcanic,  and  arose  from  an  inflammable  stratum  which  the 
philosopher  had  discovered  below ;  similar  in  kind  to  that  of  Moute  di 
Fo,  ana  to  the  far-femed  irruptions  of  fire  which,  in  Persia,  form  the 
basis  of  a  religious  creed.  On  the  other  side  was  Musonio,  seated  on  a 
sarcophagus,  enveloped  in  a  mantle,  and  with  a  countenance  pale  and 
transparent.  His  eye  had  lost  its  brightness,  as  if  the  remiuning  function 
of  its  feeble  lieht  were  to  conduct  the  soul  it  served  to  the  shades. 

*^  This,"  said  the  philosopher,  "  is  my  last  abode.  I  have  lived  in  the 
sacred  lore  of  the  Etruscan,  and  amidst  its  marvellous  revelations  I  will 
repose.  No  one,  except  yourself  and  Ippolito,  who  conducted  you  hither, 
is  acquainted  with  this  place,  the  work  of  my  early  youth.  Preserve  my 
secret,  that  it  may  last  through  your  day ;  permit  me  not  to  be  interred 
with  men.  Here,  as  among  the  mightiest  and  most  ancient,  let  me  lie. 
in  peace ;  for  though  our  tombs  are  far  apart,  though  lands  and  water 
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interFene  between  them  and  me,  there  is  a  symmetry  even  in  death 
wbich  connects  the  great.  Their  mansions  are  alike ;  iad  their  nride  of 
idf-snstaining  immortality  has  everywhere  the  same  austere  and  awful 
stillness.  Hence,  as  I  beueTe,  I  shall  rise  agiun  ;  it  is  the  fidth  of  the 
Etmscans.  They  knew  that  Ceres  reigned  below  ;  that,  though  their 
bodies  might  lie  in  state  for  thousands  of  years,  their  return  to  life 
would  not  be  retarded,  but  that  there  was  a  time  fixed  for  the  event  by 
precedents  known  to  the  Universal.  A  return  to  their  former  life  of 
gk>ry,  whose  shadow,  too  vast  for  space,  was  cast  over  time,  that  future 
iges  might  receive  it,  and  feel  its  greatness. 

**  Re^)ectmg  my  funereal  rites,  as  I  must  die  to-day,  let  me  to-morrow 
be  embalmed  after  the  most  approved  model.  Here  you  will  find  the 
implements  and  the  spices ;  the  crooked  iron,  the  sharp  stone,  the  cassia, 
ana  the  myrrh.  When  seventy  days  are  finished,  place  me  within  my 
sarcophagus,  and  close  the  masonry  above  my  tomb. 

"  Oh,  my  fiiend,"  siud  Ippolito,  at  this  juncture,  "  what  is  to  become 
of  your  soul  ?" 

^That  is  shortly  to  be  a  matter  of  observation,'*  said  Musonio;  ^*  and 
as  there  is  no  link  in  this  cycle  to  connect  the  chain  of  past  memory 
with  the  present,  I  cannot  now  answer  the  question.  If  it  sleeps,  it  is 
but  a  nap ;  and  however  long  it  may  take  for  things  to  work  round 
aeain,  the  delay  is  inappreciable.  Is  not  the  endless  recurrence  of  new 
births,  though  thus  lonc^  apart,  the  same  thing  as  living  for  ever  ?  For 
time  itself  is  most  plentifol.'* 

''  The  love  which  you  have  of  your  capadous  mind,''  observed  I, 
**  makes  you  adore  the  idea  of  being  again  wnat  you  now  are ;  but  if  you 
were  me,  it  would  give  you  a  distaste  for  your  doctrine.** 

''True,"  said  Musonio;  '<and  when  I  was  like  you,  I  thought  as  you 
do^  and  died  a  Christian ;  and  when  you  were  like  me,  you  maintained 
my  doctrines  and  belief." 

•«  When  was  that  ?'  1  said. 

*^  It  happens  once  in  every  cycle,  of  course ;  until  we  have  been  every- 
thing else,  we  cannot  expect  to  be  ourselves  again.'* 

*'  Then  you  maintain  that  sometimes  you  are  me,  and  I  am  you ;  and 
that  these  things  happen  at  the  same  time  ?** 

^  At  the  same  tune,  as  at  present,  and  at  separate  times,  for  every 
existing  form  must  be  placed  m  every  relation  before  the  finite  series  of 
dianges  is  rung.  Hence  it  is  I  love  you ;  you  are  another  self.  Hence 
I  love  all  things,  and  looking  calmly  on,  avoid  both  praise  and  blame,  as 
fior  as  is  compatible  with  the  temper  I  possess  to-day." 

*^  These  are  strange  ideas,"  I  said. 

^  They  are,  indeed,"  said  Musonio ;  '^  at  least  in  the  present  period  of 
tins  cycle ;  but  of  course  they  prevail  universally  in  their  proper  tmn. 
In  this  there  is  notiung  peculiar,  any  more  than  in  their  opposites  being 
prevalent  at  this  time.** 

**  But  if  what  is  true  and  what  is  false  has  an  equal  success,  and  pre- 
viOs  in  turn,  how  is  the  true  to  be  distinguished  ?** 

^  It  carries  vrith  it  a  very  peculiar  conviction,'*  said  Musonio. 

*'  Yet  the  conviction  of  those  who  hold  opinions  totally  adverse,  if  as 
stroi^. 

**  Certainly,"  sud  Musonio  ;  '<  but  there  is  a  peculiarity  still  about  the 
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ocmyictiOQ  of  truth,  not  communicable,  and  which  not  many  have  the 
power  to  feel ;  a  faculty  not,  however,  associated  always  with  the  highest 
order  of  mind,  for  sometimes  the  weakest  intellects  possess  it  as  if  acd* 
dentally,  while  the  strongest  have  not  an  idea  that  it  exists.  It  is  only 
by  this  peculiar  conviction  that  final  truth  is  accepted  by  the  mind.  One 
miui  says  there  is  a  first  cause,  another  not ;  one  says  matter  was  made, 
another  not ;  both  are  convinced,  one  is  correct,  and  that  one  only  has 
that  conviction  which  I  speak  of." 

**  You  suppose,  then,  that  man  actually  attains  in  all  things  to  perfect 
knowledge?" 

"  Yes,  although  by  conviction  only,  and  at  intervals,  which  are  not 
brought  together  by  memory ;  the  affkirs  of  the  universe  being  too  vast 
fer  a  part  to  represent  the  whole  at  one  time." 

••  why  should  not  memory  imite  the  parts  of  the  entire  history  ?" 

^<  Because  the  spiritual  phenomena  of  the  universe  cannot  become  thus 
concentrated  in  one  ;  such  would  produce  theocracy,  and  therefore  not  be 
in  harmony  with  our  republican  forms  of  nature.  A  certain  welfare  at- 
taches to  the  passing  forms  of  things,  as  well  as  to  their  complete  results 
in  every  cycle ;  in  the  former  each  in  each,  in  the  latter  all  in  all,  is  per- 
fected. Therefore  our  final  welfare  cannot  be  judged  of  in  time ;  it  would 
be  inconsistent,  accordingly,  for  you,  who  diner  from  me  now  in  opinion 
through  organic  laws,  to  remember  that  you  once  were  like  me.  It  would 
disturb  the  harmony  of  passing  events,  and  destroy  all  confidence  in  the 
philosophy  best  suited  to  our  present  state.  And  now,  my  dear  friends, 
I  must  cease,  for  my  breath  ftuls  me.  When  you  think  of  me,  remember 
that  in  no  other  system  than  that  which  I  have  taught  is  justice  perfect  in 
practice;  it  has  enabled  me  to  look  on  unconcerned  while  the  moth 
perishes  tn  the  flame." 

**  I  see  that  you  have  accomplished  the  great  purpose  of  your  existence*^ 
said  I,  '< which  belonged   to    thought  alone;   for  your  conviction  IS 


smcere." 


*<  When  death  attends  us,"  replied  he,  *'  we  love  to  have  flatterers  at 
our  side  ;  I  find  that  praise  is  sweet  to  the  dying  ear.  Perhaps  it  is  or- 
dained so  to  bC)  that  when  we  enter  on  our  long  trance,  our  new  feelings 
may  begin  where  our  old  ended-^in  cheerfulness  of  spirit." 

I  Was  deeply  affected  at  the  calm  manner  of  the  philosopher,  and  at 
the  minuteness  with  which  he  had  durected  his  solemn  rituals  to  be  per- 
formed. I  prMsed  his  cold  hand,  and  promised  to  attend  fiiithfully  to  his 
last  commands.  When  he  had  finished  speaking,  he  sank  back  on  the 
sarcophagus,  and  stopped  breathing.  I  placed  him  carefully  in  an  atti- 
tude of  rest,  and  loolang  on  the  face  which  intellect  had  so  illumed,  I 
said,  with  a  conviction  not  always  ready  at  hand, 

"  Thy  soul  will  occupy  that  grand  aoode  again !" 

I  pelrceived  at  that  moment  the  meaning  of  his  philosophy ;  it  was  deep  ; 
but  did  it  fathom  eternity? 

**  Let  us  walk  humbly  in  life,"  said  I, ''  and  death  will  be  our  best  in- 
structor." 

I  ahnost  thought  the  corpse  stiurted  at  my  words. 
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Chaftisr  v. 

IrPOUTO  assisted  m^  to  fulfil  Musonio's  injunctions.  We  embalmed  the 
^iUpBe  after  the  fiuhion  of  the  ancients ;  the  body  having  been  submei^ed 
in  nitre  for  seventy  days,  and  treated  properly  with  spices,  we  swathed  it 
II  eotton;  we  then  pliu^  it  within  its  case,  an  antique  model  of  superior 
Urtand  deposited  it  within  the  sarcophagus. 

The  Aula  palace^  at  which  we  remained  during  this  visit  to  Florence, 
Ml  not  been  inhabited  except  at  brief  intervals  for  many  years.  I  passed 
ihroagh  its  chambers  as  a  stranger  might  have  done  who  had  known  it 
fM  in  former  years.  It  looked  strange,  and  while  I  stayed  there,  scarcely 
Qtl  its  novel  aspect,  for  many  as  were  the  days  I  had  passed  in  its  halls, 

a  were  not  my  happy  days ;  the  one  who  made  me  happy  had  been 
I  there.  It  is  an  agreeable  mansion,  built  on  a  stupendous  scale,  not 
B0i  as  a  place  of  security  than  as  a  dwelling.  Both  quadrangles  are  or- 
amented  with  statues  and  fountiuns,  and  the  apartments  are  almost  un- 
iT&lled  in  the  taste  and  magnificence  they  display.  The  treasures  of 
iiiiting  and  sculpture  which  they  contain,  besides  antique  gems  and  pre- 
ioos  stcmes,  Bte  the  envy  and  admiration  of  the  great.  In  my  private 
XMns  there  is  still,  among  other  works,  a  bust  of  ^schylus,  designed  and 
sidptiired  by  my  hand  when  I  was  young;  for  antiquity  has  handed  us 
own  no  original ;  and  among  the  frescoes  which  I  had  traced  upon  the 
'tflS)  are  to  be  observed  the  tt)ck-chained  Prometheus,  enduring  torture 
I  Ae  midst  of  the  vast  and  ragbg  deep  t  the  rapt  Cassandra,  who  has 
ol  yet  given  utterance  to  the  mighty  woe ;  the  suppliants  in  attitudes 
f  p&lTV  asking  safety  of  their  relation  Jove ;  Electra  unwilling  to  resign 
hm  urn  ;  and  ^gisthus  about  to  lift  the  veil  from  Civtemnestra.  In  these 
etineations  I  had  tried  to  combine  in  some  degree  tne  effect  of  sculpture 
riA  pabting ;  f<M^  in  the  drama  of  the  ancients  the  characters  are  all 
lie  and  motion  as  we  peruse ;  but  when  we  cease  to  read  and  the  scenes 
«come  acts  of  memory,  all  motion  is  arrested,  and  the  actors,  falling 
ato  endless  groups,  seem  to  petrify  into  living  marble. 

The  rooms  were  replete  with  antique  forms;  there  was  scarcely  a 
oodem  object,  indeed,  in  these  chambers,  though  one  exception  was  to 
le  found  in  a  conspicuous  model  of  the  Campanile,  that  work  of  purest 
ochitecture,  whose  beauty  as  we  look  up  seems  to  reach  the  undeco- 
ated  heavens !  I  loved  ancient  things,  and  indulged  myself  in  their  ac- 
niisition;  they  not  only  removed  my  vision,  but  my  entire  being  from 
lie  present.  The  past  is  the  only  foreign  station  in  time  that  can  afford 
leBght  without  excitement ;  its  objects  are  so  tranquil !  Things  which 
fere  once  plebeian  have  acquired  a  look  of  nobility  fVom  having  so  long 
leen  in  repose. 

All  seemed  strange  ;  but  looking  out,  I  saw  the  full  moonlight  upon 
he  outer  court  from  the  window  of  these  apartments,  and  I  was  solemnly 
track  with  its  returning  familiarity — the  resemblance  that  all  bore  still 
o  the  scene  when  Orazio  fell  on  the  same  pavement  below,  to  breathe  no 
note  the  air  of  starlight.  No  strangeness  hovered  about  me  any  more — 
he  heavens  looked  uie  same  as  when  they  witnessed  my  brother's  blood 
ipon  the  stones  underneath  me. 
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I  tamed  my  eyes  away,  and  in  doing  so  my  name  somided  in  my  ear  in 
a  tone  softer  than  human ;  I  looked  again  into  the  court.  There  me- 
thooght  I  saw  suddenly  the  figure  of  Orazio  on  the  flowing  pavement,  in 
the  posture  in  which  1  last  heheld  him,  gasping  and  pale.  He  made  me 
a  sign  to  hasten  to  him,  and  so  strong  was  the  iuusion  that  I  went 
below. 

When  I  reached  the  court,  the  figure  was  no  longer  there ;  the  rtmoge- 
ness  had  for  a  moment  come  back  to  me ;  but  when  I  turned  to  go  away,  my 
name  sounded  as  before,  and,  looking  back,  my  sister's  husband  lay  before 
my  eyes  i^in.     He  gazed  at  me  mildly,  yet  with  looks  lustrous  and 
earnest.     I  held  out  my  hand,  and  asked  how  I  could  make  him  amends 
for  the  past.     But  he  looked  conscious  of  me  only,  not  of  my  words  or 
movements.     I  dared  not  touch  him,  but  when  I  saw  his  youthful  fisoe, 
not  older  than  if  he  had  died  yesterday,  I  knew  that  it  was  but  a  spectre 
of  the  mind,  and  hastened  away  with  a  resolution  not  to  return. 

The  apparition  was  nightly  visible ;  it  did  not  haunt  me,  but  appearmS. 
only  on  the  spot  it  was  associated  with.  Yet  every  evening,  by  painful 
cunodty,  I  was  impelled  to  the  window,  and  I  felt  how  gpreatlj  I  wi 
changed !  I  looked  not  on  the  figure  widi  triumph,  as  I  once  hayd  don 
bat  with  remorse  truly  ineffiible.  Few  with  a  mind  resembling 
susceptible  of  the  deepest  shades  of  woe,  have  committed  sins  so 
mentous  as  to  call  for  the  utmost  penitence  of  th^r  nature :  fow, 
fore,  can  share  my  distress. 

As  I  looked,  the  recollection  of  Giuditta's  prophetic  words,  u 
many  years  before  in  the  madhouse,  came  over  me.     I  remembered 
she  then  said  we  should  meet  ag^in,  and  we  had  met  in  trouble.     Wj 
not  the  loss  I  then  sustained  the  first  instalment  of  that  dire  oom^ 
tion  which,  as  her  words  foretold,  would  be  required  of  me— the  sacrifi 
of  the  Beloved  for  the  Forsaken  ? 

And  now  what  meant  this  apparition  of  Orazio,  except  that  the 
victim  was  to  be  soon  summoned  ? 
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The  shades  of  night  had  fidlen  on  Downham  manor-house,  and  with 
an  aching  heart,  and  a  strong  presentiment  of  ill,  Mistress  Nutter  pre- 
pared to  quit  the  little  chamber  which  had  sheltered  her  for  more  than 
two  months,  and  where  she  would  wilUngly  have  breathed  her  latest  sigh, 
if  it  had  been  so  permitted  her.  Closing  the  Bible  she  had  been  reading, 
-she  placed  the  sacred  volume  under  her  arm,  and  taking  up  a  smidl 
hanme  containing  her  slender  preparations  for  travel,  extinguished  the 
taper,  and  then  descending  by  a  secret  staircase,  passed  through  a  door, 
foshioned  externally  like  a  cupboard,  and  entered  a  summer-house,  where 
she  found  old  Crouch  awaiting  her. 

A  few  whispered  words  only  passed  between  her  and  the  huntsman, 
and  informing  her  that  the  horses  were  in  waiting  at  the  back  of  the 
garden,  he  took  the  bundle  from  her,  and  would  fain  have  relieved  her, 
also,  of  the  Bible,  but  she  would  not  part  with  it,  and  pressing  it  more 
closely  to  her  bosom,  said  she  was  quite  ready  to  attend  him. 

It  was  a  beautiful  starlight  night ;  the  air  soft  and  balmy,  and  laden 
with  the  perfume  of  the  flowers.  A  nightingale  was  singing  plaintively 
in  an  adjoining  tree,  and  presently  came  a  response  equally  tender  from 
another  part  of  the  grove.  Mistress  Nutter  could  not  choose  but  listen, 
and  the  melody  so  touched  her  that  she  was  half  suffocated  by  repressed 
emotion,  for,  alas !  the  relief  of  tears  was  denied  her. 

Motioning  her  somewhat  impatiently  to  come  on,  Crouch  struck  into  a 
sombre  alley,  edged  by  clipped  yew-trees,  and  terminating  in  a  planta- 
tion, through  which  a  winding  path  led  to  the  foot  of  the  hiU  whereon 
the  mansion  was  situated.  By  daylight  this  was  a  beautiful  walk,  afford- 
ing exquisite  glimpses  through  the  trees  of  the  surrounding  scenery,  and 
commanding  a  noble  view  of  Pendle  HiU,  the  dominant  point  m  the 
prospect.  But  even  now  to  the  poor  lady,  so  long  immured  in  her  cell- 
like  chamber,  and  deprived  of  many  of  nature's  choicest  blessings,  it 
appeared  delightful.  The  fresh  air,  redolent  of  new-mown  hay,  banned 
her  pale  cheek  and  feverish  brow,  and  allayed  her  agitation  and  excite- 
ment. The  perfect  stillness,  broken  only  by  the  lowing  of  the  cattle  in 
the  adjoining  pastures,  by  the  drowsy  hum  of  the  dor-fly,  or  the  rippling 
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of  the  beck  in  the  yalley,  further  calmed  her ;  and  the  soothing  infltienoe 
was  completed  by  a  contemplation  of  the  serene  heavens  wherein  were 
seen  the  stany  host,  with  the  thin  bright  crescent  of  the  new  moon  in 
the  midst  of  them,  diffusing  a  pearly  light  around  her.  One  blot  alone 
appeared  in  the  otherwise  smiling  sky,  and  this  was  a  great,  ugly,  black 
cloud,  lowering  over  the  summit  of  Pendle.  Hill. 

Mistress  Nutt«r  noticed  the  portentous  cloud,  and  noticed  also  its 
shadow  on  the  hill,  which  might  have  been  cast  by  the  Fiend  himself,  so 
like  was  it  to  a  demoniacal  shape  with  outstretched  wings ;  but.,  though 
shuddering  at  the  idea  it  suggested,  she  would  not  suffer  it  to  obtain 
possession  of  her  mind,  but  resolutely  fixed  her  attention  on  other  and 
more  pleasing  objects. 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  foot  of  the  hill,  and  a  g^te  admitted 
them  to  a  road  running  by  the  side  of  Downham  beck.  Here  they  found 
the  horses  in  charge  of  a  man  in  the  dark  red  livery  of  Nicholas  Asshe- 
ton,  and  who  was  no  other  than  Tom  Shaw,  the  rascally  cock-master. 
Delivering  the  bridles  to  Crouch,  the  knave  hastily  strode  away,  but  he 
lingered  at  a  little  distance  to  see  the  lady  mount ;  and  then,  leaping  the 
hedge,  struck  through  the  plantation  towards  the  hall,  ofainkiiig  the 
money  in  his  pockets  as  he  went,  and  thinking  how  cleverly  he  had 
earned  it.  But  he  did  not  go  unpunished ;  for  it  is  a  tatimctioin'to 
noord,  that  in  ^aUdn^  throng  the  woods  he  was  caught  in  a  gin  pltteod 
there  by  Crouch,  which  held  him  fast  in  its  iron  teeth  till  moming,*  when 
he  was  discovered  by  one  of  the  under-keepers  while  going  fais  rounds, 
in  a  deplorable  condition,  and  lamed  for  life. 

Meanwhile,  unconscious  either  of  the  manner  in  which  she  had  bon 
betrayed,  or  of  the  punishment  awaiting  her  betrayer,  Miitreea  Nutter 
followed  her  conductor  in  silence.  For  a  while,  the  Toad  contnmed  by 
.Ae  aide  of  the  brook,  and  then  quitting  it,  commenced  a  long  and  tedious 
•ecent,  running  between  high  banks  fringed  with  trees.  Toe  ovevhang- 
ing  boughs  rendered  it  so  dark  that  Mistress  Nutter  could  searsely  diBtm- 
voish  the  old  huntsman,  though  he  was  not  many  yards  in  advanoe  of 
her,  but  she  heard  the  tramp  of  his  horse,  and  that  was  enough. 

All  at  once,  where  the  boughs  were  thickest,  and  the  road  daikest, 
she  perceived  a  small  fiery  object  on  the  bank,  .and  in  her  alarm  called 
out  to  the  huntsman,  who,  looking  back  for  a  moment,  laughed,  and  toU 
her  not  to  be  uneasy,  for  it  was  only  a  glow-worm.  Afihamed  of  heridle 
fears,  she  rode  on,  but  had  not  proceeded  far,  *when  looking  affain  at  tiie 
bank,  she  saw  it  studded  with  tne  same  lights.  This  time  she  did  not 
call  out,  or  scream,  but  gazed  steadily  at  the  twinkling  'fires,  hoping  to 
get  the  better  of  her  fears.  Her  alarm,  however,  rose  to  absolute  tenor 
as- she  beheld  the  g^ow-worms — if  glow-worms  they  were — ^twist  together 
and  form  themselves  into  a  flaming  brand,  such  as  she  had  seen  in^her 
-  yision,  grasped  by  the  angel  who  had  driven  her  horn  the  gates  of  Paradiw. 

Averting  her  gaae,  she  would  have  hastened  on,'  but  a  hand  snddefdy 
laid  upon  her  bridle  held  back  her  horse ;  and  she  then  perceived- srtnl 
daric  man,  mounted  on  a  sable  steed,  riding  beside  her.  The  supernatBEld 
*oharacter  of  the  honeman  wasnuurifest,  inasmoeh  as  no  Boand:«waB  oanssd 
■by  the  tread  of  his  steed,  nor  did  he  appear  to  be  visiUe  to  CnmehTishKi 
'.the hitter  k)oked  back.  Mistress  Nuttermaintaiped  her  seal  with  difliiriQi . 
^fihe>  wellknew  wIuFwaa her  cosspanion. 
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**ikhy  Aliae  Nnlter,"  saadAe.horaamany.at  Itngih,  m  a  lowrdaep  tone^ 
*Sjoa  hsLie  chosen  to  shnt  yonnelf  up  in  a  narrow  oell^ixke  a  led^se^  for 
Bora'tlian  two  months,  denying  yourself  all  sort  of  enjoyment,  practising 
seyerest  abstinenee^  and  passing  your  whole  time  in  useless  prayop— «y, 
ussiisj/  for  if  you  were  to  pray  mun  now  till  doomsday — oome  when  it 
wfllyva  thousand  years  hence  or  to*morrow — ^it  will  not  save  you.  When 
you  s^pMd  that  bond  to  my  master,  sentence  was  recorded  against  you, 
and  no  power  can  recal  it.  Why,  then,  these  unavailing  lamentations  ? 
Why  stter  pn^fBrrwhich  are  rejected,  and  supplications  which  are  scorned? 
flbaJce  off  tins  weakness,  AHce,  and  be  yourself  again.  Once  you  had 
pride  enough,  and  a  little  of  it  would  now  be  of  seryice  to  you.  You 
would  then  see  the  folly  of  this  abject  conduct — humbling  yourself  to  the 
dust  only  to  be  spumed,  and  suing  for  mercy  only  to  be  derided.  Pray 
ask>ud  and  ju  long  as  you  will,  the  ears  of  Ueayen  will  remain  eyer  deaf 
to  you." 

-*^I  hope  otherwise,"  rejoined  the  lady,  meekly. 

^  Do  not  deceiye  yourself,"  relied  the  horseman.  '^  The  term  granted 
yon  by  yonr  compact  will  not  be  abridged,  but  it  is  your  own  fault  if  it  be 
not  extended.  Your  daughter  is  destroying  herself  in  the  yain  hope  of 
saying  you.  Her  prayers  are  unayailing  as  your  own,  and  recoil  from  the 
Judgment ISirone  unheard.  The  youth  upon  whom  her  affections  are  fixed 
is  strieken  with  a  deadly  ailment.   It  is  in  your  power  to  save  them  both." 

Mistress  Nntisr  groaned  deeply. 

"it-is  in  yoor  power,  I  say,  to  aaye  them,^  continued  the  horseman, 
'^  by  returning  to  your  aUeg^iance  to  your  master.  He  will  forgiye  your 
disobedraDee'if  you  proye  yourself  zealous  in  his  service ;  will  restore  you 
toiyonr&rmer  worldly  position;  ayenge  you  of  your  enemies  ;  and  ac- 
modish  all  you  may  desire  with  respect  to  your  slaughter." 

^'  He  cannot  do  it,"  replied  Mistress  Nutter. 

*** Cannot!"  echoed  the  horseman.     *' Try  him!     For  many  years  I 

we  seryed  you  as  familiar  ;  and  you  have  never  set  me  the  task  I  have 
fialed  to  execute.  I  am  ready  to  become  your  servant  again,  and  to  offer 
you  a  yet  larger  range  of  control.  Put  no  limits  to  your  desires  or  ambi- 
^•oo.  If  you.are  tired  of  this  narrow  sphere,  take  a  wider.  LfOok  abroad. 
Bnt  do  not  shut  yourself  up  in  a  narrow  cell,  and  persuade  yourself  you 
■me  aooomplishing  yonr  ultimate  deliverance,  when  you  are  only  wasting 
precious  time,  which  might  be  more  advantageously  and  hi  more  agree- 
ably emidoyed.  While  laughing  at  your  folly,  my  master  deplwes  it ; 
jmd  lie  has,  therefore,  sent  me,  as  to  one  for  whom,  notwithstanding  all 
'derelictions  £rom  duty,  he  has  still  a  regard,  with  an  offer  of  full  forgave- 
aaas,  provided  you  return  to  him  at  once,  and  renew  your  covenant, 
fBOviog  yonr  sincerity  by  casting  from  you  the  book  you  hold  under 
yomrann. 

"  Your  snares  are  not  laid  subtly  enough  to  catch  me,"  replied  Mistress 
Mnkter.  '<  I  will  never  part  with  this  holy  volume,  which  is  my  present 
^aafrgnard,  and  on  whidi  I  build  my  hopes  of  salvation — ^hopes,  which 
'yanr^very  proposals  have  revived  witnin  toy  breast,  for  I  am  well  assured 
<fmir  matter 'would  not  make  them  if  he  ielt  confident  of  his^  power  over 
me.  No ;  I  defy  him  and  you,  and  I  command  you,  in  Heaven's  name, 
itagai^eaae,-JHul  to  tempt  me  no  bnger !" 

nAMAe  wfloia  wane  uttered,  withiahowl'of  rage  and  mortification,  like 
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ihe  roar  of  a  wild  beast,  the ''dark  horseman  and  his  steed  ▼anished. 
Alarmed  by  the  sound,  Crouch  stopped,  and  questioned  the  hidy  as  to  hi 
cause,  but  receiving  no  satisfactory  explanation  from  her,  he  bade  her 
ride  quickly  on,  affirming  it  must  be  the  boggart  of  the  dough. 

Soon  after  this  they  again  came  hpon  Downham  beck,  and  were  about 
to  cross  it,  when  their  purpose  was  arrested  by  a  joyous  barking,  and  the 
next  moment  Grip  came  up.  The  dog,  it  appeared,  had  been  shut  up  in 
the  stable,  his  company  not  being  desired  on  the  expedition,  but,  oon* 
triviug  in  some  way  or  other  to  get  out,  he  had  scented  his  master^s 
course,  and  in  the  end  overtaken  him.  Crouch  did  not  know  whether  to 
be  angry  or  pleased,  and  at  first  gave  utterance  to  an  oath,  and  raised  his 
whip  to  chastise  him,  but  almost  instantly  the  latter  feeling  predominate^ 
and  he  welcomed  the  faithful  animal  with  a  few  kind  words. 

*<  £y  suppose  theaw  thowt  ey  couldna  do  without  thee.  Grip,"  he  said, 
**  an  mayhap  theaw'rt  reet." 

They  are  now  across  the  beck,  and  speeding  over  the  wide  brown 
waste.  The  huntsman  warily  shapes  his  course  so  as  to  avoid  any  lime- 
stone quarries  or  turf-pits.  He  points  out  a  jack-o'-lantern  dancing 
merrily  on  the  s\n*face  of  a  dangerous  morass,  and  tells  a  dismal  tale  of  a 
traveller  lured  into  it  by  the  delusive  light,  and  swallowed  up. 

Mistress  Nutter  pays  little  heed  to  him,  but  ever  and  auon  looks  back, 
as  if  in  dread  of  some  one  behind  her.  But  no  one  is  visible,  and  she 
only  sees  the  great  black  cloud  still  hovering  over  Pendle  Hill. 

On — on«t— they  go ;  their  horses'  hoofs  now  splashing  through  the  wet 
sod,  now  beating  upon  the  firm  but  elastic  turf.  A  merry  ride  it  would 
be,  if  their  errand  were  different,  and  their  hearts  free  from  care.  The 
air  is  fresh  and  reviving,  and  the  rapid  motion  exhilarating.  The  stars 
shine  out,  and  the  crescent  moon  is  still  glittering  in  the  heavens,  but  the 
black  cloud  hangs  motionless  on  Pendle  Hill. 

Now  and  then  some  bird  of  night  flies  past  them,  and  they  hear  the 
whooping  of  the  owl,  and  see  him  skimming  like  a  ghost  over  the  waste. 
Then  more  fen-fires  arise,  showing  that  other  treacherous  quagmires  are 
at  hand  ;  but  Crouch  skirts  them  safely.  Now  the  bull-frt)g  croaks  in 
the  marsh,  and  a  deep  booming  tells  of  a  bittern  passing  by.  They 
see  the  mighty  bird  above  them  with  his  wide  heavy  wings  and  lone 
neck.  Grip  howls  at  him,  but  is  instantly  checked  by  his  master,  and 
they  gallop  on. 

They  are  now  by  the  side  of  Pendle  Water,  and  within  sight  of  Rough 
Lee.  What  tumultuous  thoughts  agitate  the  lady's  breast !  The  ground 
she  tramples  on  was  once  her  own ;  the  woods  by  the  river  side  were 
planted  by  her ;  the  mansion  before  her  once  owned  her  as  mistress, 
and  now  she  dares  not  approach  it.  Nor  does  she  desire  to  do  so,  for  the 
sight  of  it  brings  back  terrible  recollections,  and  fills  her  again  with  de- 
spair. 

They  are  now  close  upon  it,  and  it  appears  dark,  silent,  and  deserted. 
How  different  frt)m  what  it  was  of  yore  in  her  husband's  days — ^the  hus- 
band she  had  foully  slain.  Speed  on  old  himtsman  ! — ^lash  your  panting 
horse,  or  the  remorseful  lady  will  far  outstrip  you,  for  she  rides  as  if  the 
avenging  fruies  were  at  her  heels. 

She  is  rattling  over  the  bridge,  and  Crouch,  toiling  after  her,  and  with 
Grip  toiling  after  him,  shouts  to  her  to  moderate  her  pace.     She  looks 
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iick  ttid  Middfl  die  ffiim  old  house  frowning  hSk  vfoa  her,  aadiianies 
mm.  Hmitman  and  dog  aie  left  behind  be  owUe^  hmi  die  steep  aeaeot 
soon  eompek  her  to  decken  speed,  oad  they  oome  np^  Cionch  mfcumg 
lustily 9  and  Grip,  widi  his  tongue  out  of  his  month,  tioqMng  as  if  foot- 


Hie  Toad  now  leads  through  a  thicket.  The  horses  stamlile  freqnendy, 
tat  the  stones  are  loose,  and  the  footing  oonsequendy  wieeitain.  Oooeh 
has  a  foil,  and  ere  he  can  remonnt  the  lady  is  gone.  It  is  useless  to  hnny 
after  hei^  and  he  is  proceeding'  dowly,  when  Grip,  who  is  a  little  in  ad- 
vmce,  grovds  fiercely,  and  looks  hack  at  his  mastsr,  as  if  to  intimate  that 
danger  is  at  hand.  The  huntsman  presses  on,  but  he  is  too  late,  i(  indeed, 
he  coold  at  any  time  ha^e  rendered  effectual  assistance.  A  clearing  in  tke 
thicket  shows  him  the  lady  dismounted,  and  surrounded  by  sereral  wikl-look- 
ing  men  armed  with  calivers.  Part  of  the  band  bear  her  shrieking  off,  and 
the  rest  fire  at  him,  but  without  effect,  and  then  chase  hin  as  far  as  the 
steepest  part  of  the  hill,  down  which  he  dashes,  followed  by  Grip.  Ar- 
riiFed  at  the  bottom,  be  pauses  to  listen  if  he  is  punued,  and  hearing 
nothing  further  to  alarm  him,  debates  with  hhnself  what  is  best  to  he 
done  ;  and,  not  liking  to  alarm  the  Tillage,  for  that  wovld  be  to  betray 
lEstress  Nutter,  he  gets  off  his  horse,  ties  him  to  a  tree,  and  with  Grip 
doae  at  his  heels,  commences  the  ascent  of  the  hill  by  a  different  road 
firom  that  he  had  previously  taken. 

Meanwhile,  Mistress  Nutter's  captors  dragged  her  forciUy  towards  the 
tower.  Their  arms  and  appearance  left  her  no  doubt  they  were  depre- 
dators, and  she  sought  to  convince  them  she  had  neither  money  nor 
▼ahiables  in  her  possession.  They  laughed  at  her  assertioos,  but  made 
no  other  reply.  Her  sole  consoladon  was  diat  they  did  not  seek  to 
deprive  her  of  her  Bible. 

On  reaching  the  tower,  a  signal  was  given  fay  one  of  the  foremost  of 
the  band,  and  the  steps  being  lowered  from  the  hig^  doorway,  she  was 
compelled  to  ascend  them,  and  being  pushed  along  a  diort  passage, 
obscured  by  a  piece  of  thick  tapestry,  hot  which  was  drawn  aside  as  she 
advanced,  she  found  herself  in  a  circular  chamber,  in  the  midst  of  which 
was  a  massive  table  covered  with  flasks  and  drinkingpHmps,  and  stained 
widi  wine.  From  the  roof,  which  was  croseed  by  great  black  beams  of 
oak,  was  suspended  a  lamp  with  three  burners,  whose  light  showed  that 
the  walls  were  garnished  with  petronels,  rapiers,  poniards,  and  other 
murderous  weapons ;  besides  diese  there  were  hung  from  pegs  long  riding 
cloaks,  sombreros,  vizards,  and  other  robber  accoutrements,  including  a 
variety  of  disguises,  from  the  clown's  frieze  jerkin  to  die  gentleman's 
velvet  doublet,  ready  to  be  assumed  on  an  emergency.  Here  and  there 
was  an  open  valise,  or  a  pair  of  saddle-bagfs  widi  their  contents  strewn 
about  the  floor,  and  on  a  bench  were  a  dice-box  and  shuffle -board,  showing 
with  die  flasks  and  goblets  on  the  table  how  the  occupants  of  the  tower 
passed  their  dme. 

A  steep  ladder-like  flight  of  steps  led  to  the  upper  chamber,  and  down 
diete,  at  the  very  moment  of  Mistress  Nutter's  entrance,  descended  a 
stalwart  personage,  who  eyed  her  fiercely  as  he  leapt  ivpon  the  floor, 
"niere  was  something  in  the  man's  truculent  physiognomy,  and  strange 
and  oblique  vision,  mat  reminded  her  of  Mother  Derodike.    • 

^' Welcome  to  Malkin  Tower,  madam,**  said  die  rohberiritb  a  giia,  SRsd 
TOL.  xxn.  s 
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doffing  his  cap  with  affected  courtesy.  ''  We  have  met  before,  but  it  is 
many  years  ago,  and  I  dare  say  you  have  forgotten  me.  You  will  guess 
who  I  am  when  I  tell  you  my  mother  occupied  this  tower  before  m©." 
Finding  Mistress  Nutter  make  no  remark,  he  went  on. 
"  I  am  Christopher  Demdike,  madam — Captain  Demdike,  I  should  say. 
The  brave  fellows  who  have  brought  you  hither  are  part  of  my  band,  and 
till  lately  Northumberland  and  the  borders  of  Scotland  used  to  be  our 
scene  of  action,  but  chancing  to  hear  of  my  worthy  old  mother's  deat^  I 
thought  we  could  not  do  better  than  take  possession  of  her  '  stronghold, 
which  devolved  upon  me  by  right  of  inheritance.  Since  our  arrival  here 
we  have  kept  ourselves  very  quiet,  and  the  country-folk  taking  us  for 
spirits  or  demons,  never  approach  our  hiding-place;  while,  as  all  our 
depredations  are  confined  to  distant  parts,  our  retreat  has  never  been 
suspected." 

"  This  concerns  me  little,"  observed  Mistress  Nutter,  coldly. 
*^  Pardon  me,  madam,  it  concerns  you  much,  as  you  will  learn  anon. 
But  be  seated,  I  pray  you,'*  he  said,  with  mock  civility,  "  I  am  keeping 
you  standing  all  this  while." 

But  as  the  lady  declined  the  attention,  he  went  on. 
*'  I  was  fortunate  enough,  on  first  coming  back  to  this  part  of  the 
country,  to  pick  up  an  acqu^ntance  with  your  relative,  Nicholas  Asshe- 
ton,  who  invited  me  to  stay  with  him  at  Downham,  and  was  so  well 
pleased  with  my  society  that  he  could  not  endure  to  part  with  me." 

'*  Indeed!"  exclaimed  Mistress  Nutter,  "  are  you  the  person  he  called 
Lawrence  Fogg  ?" 

'^  The  same, '  replied  Demdike ;  ^*  and  no  doubt  you  would  hear  a  good 
report  of  me,  madam.  Well,  it  suited  my  purpose  to  stay ;  for  I  was  veiy 
hospitably  entertained  by  the  squire,  who,  except  being  rather  too  nmcn 
addicted  to  lectures  and  psalm-singing,  is  as  pleasant  a  host  as  one  could 
desire  ;  besides  which,  he  was  obliging  enough  to  employ  me  to  borrow 
money  for  him,  and  what  I  got  I  kept,  you  may  be  sure." 

"  I  would  willingly  be  spared  the  details  of  your  knavery,**  said  IVGs- 
tress  Nutter,  somewhat  impatiently. 

'^  I  am  coming  to  an  end,"  rejoined  Demdike,  '^  and  then,  perhaps,  you 
may  wish  I  had  prolonged  them.  All  the  squire's  secrets  were  committed 
to  me,  and  I  was  fully  aware  of  your  concealment  iu  the  hall,  but  I  could 
never  ascertain  precisely  where  you  were  lodged.  I  meant  to  carry  you 
off,  and  only  awaited  the  opportunity  which  has  presented  itself  to- 
night." 

"  If  you  think  to  obtain  money  from  me,  you  will  find  yourself  mis- 
taken," said  Mistress  Nutter.  ''  I  have  parted  with  all  my  possessions." 
"  But  to  whom,  madam  ?"  cried  Demdike,  with  a  sinister  smile — "ta 
your  daughter.  And  I  am  sure  she  is  too  gentle,  too  tender-hearted,  to 
allow  you  to  suffer  when  she  can  relieve  you.  You  must  get  us  a  gpod 
round  sum  from  her,  or  you  will  be  detained  here  long.  The  dungeons 
are  dark  and  unwholesome,  and  my  band  are  apt  to  be  harsh  in  their  treat- 
ment of  captives.  They  have  found  in  the  vaults  some  instruments  of 
torture  belonging  to  old  Blackburn,  the  freebooter,  the  efficacy  of  which 
in  an  obstinate  case  I  fear  they  might  be  inclined  to  try.  You  now  begin 
to  see  the  drift  of  my  discourse,  madam,  and  understand  the  sort  of  men 
you  have  to  deal  witn — barbarous  fellows,  madam — inhuman  dogs  !"  • 
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And  he  laughed  coBisefy  at  his  own  jocnlarity. 

'*  It  may  pat  an  end  to  this  discussion/'  said  Mistress  Nutter,  firmly, 
'*  if  I  dedftre  that  no  torture  shall  induce  me  to  make  any  such  demand 
from  my  daughter." 

^*  You  thii:^,  perhaps,  I  am  jesting  with  you,  madam,"  rejoined  Dem- 
dike. 

'*  Oh !  no,  I  helieve  you  capable  of  any  atrocity,"  replied  the  lady. 
*'  You  do  not,  either  in  feature  or  deeds,  belie  your  parentage." 

"Ah!  say  you  so,  madam?"  cried  Demdike.  "You  have  a  sharp 
tongue,  I  find.  Courtesy  is  thrown  away  upon  you.  What,  ho !  lads — 
Kenyon  and  Lowtou,  take  the  lady  down  to  the  vaults,  and  there  let  her 
haye  an  hour  for  solitary  reflection.  She  may  change  her  mind  in  that 
time. 

"  Do  not  think  it,"  cried  Mistress  Nutter,  resolutely. 

"If  you  continue  obstinate,  we  will  find  means  to  move  you,"  re- 
joined Demdike,  in  a  taunting  tone.  "  But  what  has  she  got  beneath 
ner  arm  ?  Give  me  the  book.  What's  this  ? — a  Bible  !  A  witch  with 
a  Bible  !     It  should  be  a  grimoire.     Ha  !  ha !" 

"  Give  it  me  back,  I  implore  of  you,"  shrieked  the  lady.  "  I  shall  be 
destroyed,  soul  and  body,  if  I  have  it  not  with  me." 

"  What !  you  are  a&aid  the  devil  may  carry  you  off  without  it — ho  ! 
ho  !"  roared  Demdike.  "  Well,  that  would  not  suit  my  purpose  at 
present.  Here,  take  it — and  now  off  with  her,  lads,  without  more 
ado!" 

And  as  he  spoke,  a  trap-door  was  opened  by  one  of  the  robbers,  dis- 
closing a  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the  subterranean  chambers,  down 
which  the  miserable  lady  was  dragged. 

Presently,  the  two  men  re-appeared  with  a  grim  smile  on  their  ruf- 
fianly countenances,  and,  as  they  closed  the  trap-door,  one  of  them 
oberved  to  the  captain  that  they  had  chsuned  her  to  a  pillar,  by  re- 
moving the  band  from  the  great  skeleton,  and  passing  it  round  her 
body. 

"  You  have  done  well,  lads,"  replied  Demdike,  approvingly,  "  and  now 
go  all  of  you  and  scour  the  hill  top,  and  return  in  an  hour,  and  we 
will  decide  upon  what  is  to  be  done  with  this  woman." 

The  two  men  then  joined  the  rest  of  their  comrades  outside,  and  the 
whole  troop  descended  the  steps,  which  were  afterwards  drawn  up  by 
Demdike.  This  done,  the  robber  captain  returned  to  the  circular 
chamber,  and  for  some  time  paced  to  and  fro,  revolving  his  dark  schemes. 
He  then  paused,  and  placing  his  ear  near  the  trap-door,  listened,  but  as 
no  sound  reached  him,  he  sat  down  at  the  table,  and  soon  grew  so  much 
absorbed  as  to  be  unconscious  that  a  dark  figure  was  creeping  stealthily 
down  the  narrow  staircase  behind  him. 

"  I  cannot  get  rid  of  Nicholas  Assheton,"  he  exclaimed  at  length. 
*^  I  somehow  fancy  we  shall  meet  again;  and  yet  all  should  be  over  with 
him  by  this  time. ' 

"  Look  round  I"  thundered  a  voice  behind  him.  '^  Nicholas  Assheton 
is  not  to  be  got  rid  of  so  easily." 

At  this  unexpected  summons,  Demdike  started  to  his  feet,  and  recoiled 
aghast,  as  he  saw  what  he  took  to  be  the  ghost  of  the  murdered  squire 
standing  before  him.     A  second  look,  however,  convinced  him  that  it 
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was  no  phantom  he  hehdd,  boi  a  Imag  maii»  anaad  for  wmgemio^  and 
deiermmed  upon  it. 

<'C>et  a  weapon,  villain,'*  cried  Nidiolas,  in  tones  of  rowgatiutij 
fury*     "  I  do  not  wish  to  take  unfair  advantage,  even  of  thee.** 

Without  a  word  of  reply,  Demdike  snatched  a  sword  from  the  wall, 
and  the  next  moment  was  engaged  in  deadly  strife  with  the  aqam 
They  were  well  matched,  for  hoth  were  powerful  men,  both  expert  in  Urn 
use  of  their  weapooa,  and  the  combat  might  have  been  protracted  and  of 
doubtful  issue  but  for  the  irresistible  fury  of  Nicholas,  who  assaulted  his 
adversary  with  such  vigour  and  determination  that  he  speedily  drove  him 
against  the  wall,  where  the  latter  made  an  attempt  to  seize  a  petioMl 
hanging  beside  him,  but  his  purpose  being  divined,  he  received  a  limil 
through  the  arm,  and,  droppmg  his  blade,  lay  at  the  squire's  mercy. 

Nicholas  shortened  his  sword,  but  forbore  to  strike.  Seizing  his  enemy 
by  the  throat  he  hurled  him  to  the  ground,  and  planting  his  Knee  on  his 
chest,  called  out,  <'  What,  ho,  Nance  r 

« Nance r  exclaimed  Demdike;  ''then  it  was  that  mischieyoin jade 
who  brought  you  here  ?" 

^*  Ay,"  replied  the  squire,  as  the  young  woman  came  quickly  down 
the  steps,  '*  and  I  refused  her  aid  in  the  conflict  because  I  iAt  certain  of 
*  mastering  thee,  and  because  I  would  not  take  odds  even  against  aoch  a 
treacherous  villain  as  thou  art" 

'^  Better  despatch  him,  squire,'*  said  Nance ;  ''  he  may  do  yo  m  mitp 
chief  yet" 

*<No-— no,"  replied  Nicholas;  '^he  is  unworthy  of  a  gentleman's 
sword.  Besides,  I  have  sworn  to  hang  him,  and  I  will  keep  my  wovd. 
Go  down  into  the  vaults  and  liberate  Mistress  Nutter,  while  I  bind  him, 
for  we  must  take  him  with  us.  To-morrow  he  shall  lie  in  LaBcaater 
Castle  with  his  kinsfolk." 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,"  muttered  Demdike. 

"  Be  on  your  guard,  squire,"  cried  Nance,  as  she  lifM  a  small  lamp^ 
and  raised  the  trap-door. 

With  this  caution,  she  descended  to  the  vaults,  while  Nicholas  kx>ked 
about  for  a  thong,  and  perceiving  a  rope  dang^ng  down  the  wall  near 
him,  he  seized  it,  drawing  it  with  some  force  towards  him. 

A  sudden  sound  reached  his  ears— clang !  clang  !  He  had  rang  the 
alarm-bell  violently. 

Clang !  clang !  clang  I    Would  it  never  stop  ? 

Taking  advantage  of  his  surprise  and  consternation,  Demdike  got 
from  under  him,  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  rushing  to  the  doorway,  instantly 
let  fall  the  steps,  roaring  out,  ^*  Treason  I   To  the  rescue,  my  men !  to  tM 


rescue!" 


His  cries  were  immediately  answered  from  without,  and  it  was 
from  the  tumult  that  the  whole  of  the  band  were  hurrying  to  hia 
assistance. 

Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost  by  the  squire.  Plunging  through  die 
trap-door,  he  closed  it  after  him,  and  bolted  it  underneath  at  the  very 
moment  the  robbers  entered  the  chamber.  Demdike*s  rage  at  finding 
him  gone  was  increased  when  all  the  combined  efforts  of  Us  men  fiukia 
in  fbnung  open  the  trap- door. 

'*Take  hatchets,  and  hew  it  open,"  he  cried  ;  ^<  we  must  Iwve  thtOL 
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I  haye  heard  there  is  a  secret  outlet  helow,  and  though  I  have  never 
heen  able  to  discover  it,  it  may  be  known  to  Nance.  I  will  go  outside 
and  watch.     If  vou  hear  me  whistle,  come  forth  instantly." 

And,  rushing  forth,  he  was  making  the  drcuit  of  the  tower,  and  ex- 
amining some  bushes  at  its  base,  when  his  throat  was  suddenly  seized  by 
a  dog,  and  before  he  could  even  utter  an  exclamation,  much  less  sound 
his  whistle  or  use  his  arms,  he  was  g^ppled  by  the  old  huntsman, 
and  dragged  off  to  a  considerable  distance,  tne  dog  still  clinging  to  his 
throat 

Meanwhile,  Nicholas  had  hurried  down  into  the  vaults,  where  he  found 
Nance  sustaining  Mistress  Nutter,  who  was  half  fainting,  and  hastily  ex- 
piaining  what  had  occurred,  she  consigned  the  lady  to  nim,  and  then  led 
the  way  through  the  central  range  of  pillars,  and  past  the  ebon  image, 
mitil  she  approached  the  wall,  when,  holding  up  the  lamp,  she  reyeabd 
m  blaek  marble  slab  between  the  statues  of  Blackburn  and  Isole.  Pressing 
against  it,  the  slab  moved  on  one  side,  and  disclosed  a  flight  of  steps. 

"  Go  up  there,**  cried  Nance  to  the  squire,  **  and  when  ye  get  to  th* 
top,  yo'n  find  another  stoan,  wi'  a  knob  in  it.    Yo  canna  miss  it.  Go  on." 

"  but  you !"  cried  the  squire.     "  Will  you  not  come  with  us  ?" 

**  Ey'n  come  presently,**  replied  Nance,  with  a  strange  smile.  **  Ey 
ha  summat  to  do  first.  That  cunning  fox  Demdike  has  set  a  trap  fo' 
liimsel  an  aw  his  followers, — and  it's  fb'  me  to  ketch  'em.  Wait  fo* 
me  about  a  hundert  yorts  fro*  th'  tower.     Nah  nearer — yo  onderstand." 

Nicholas  did  not  very  clearly  understand,  but  concluding  Nance  had 
some  hidden  meaning  in  what  she  said,  he  resolved  unhesitatingly  to 
obey  her.  Having  got  clear  of  the  tower,  as  directed,  with  Mistress 
Nutter,  he  ran  on  with  her  to  some  £stance,  when  what  was  his  surprise 
to  find  Crouch  and  Grip  keeping  watch  over  the  prostrate  robber  chief. 
A  few  words  from  the  himtsman  sufficed  to  explain  how  this  had  come 
about,  but  they  were  scarcely  uttered  when  Nance  rushed  up  in  breathless 
hastes,  crying  out — "Off!  further  off!  as  yo  value  your  lives !" 

Seeing  from  her  manner  that  delay  would  be  dangerous,  Nicholas  and 
Crouch  laid  hold  of  the  prisoner  and  bore  him  away  between  them^  while 
Nance  assisted  Mistress  Nutter  along. 

They  had  not  gone  far  when  a  rumbling  sound  like  that  preceding  an 
earthquake  was  heard. 

All  looked  back  towards  Malkin  Tower.  The  structure  was  seen  to 
rock — flames  burst  from  the  earth — and  with  a  tremendous  explorion 
heard  for  miles  around,  and  which  shook  the  ground  even  where  Nicholas 
and  the  others  stood,  the  whole  of  the  unhallowed  fabric,  from  base  to 
summit,  was  blown  into  the  air,  some  of  the  stones  being  projected  to  an 

extraordinanr  distance. 

A  mine  charged  with  gunpowder,  it  appeared,  had  been  laid  beneath 
its  vaults  by  Demdike,  with  a  view  to  its  destruction  at  some  future 
period,  and  this  circumstance  being  known  to  Nance,  she  had  fired 
the  train. 

Not  one  of  the  robbers  vnthin  the  tower  escaped.  TTie  bodies  of  aD 
found  next  day,  crushed,  burned,  or  frightfully  mutilated. 
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Chapter  I. 

There  are  few  people  who  have  travelled  through  North  Wales  with 
any  eye  for  the  heautiral  or  love  of  the  suhlime,  hut  remember  the  Yale 
of  Festiniog.  From  the  top  of  the  Merionethshire  mountains,  that  belt 
it  in  like  old  grim  warriors,  jealous  guardians  of  some  enchanted  beauty* 
a  wonderful  panorama  is  presented  to  the  view.  From  the  Hawks 
Mountain,  or  the  White  Mountsdn,  or  Moel  Gwdion,  or  Myndd  Mawr, 
the  river  Dwyrd  may  be  seen  winding  its  way,  singing  like  a  released 
captive,  as  from  some  dark  rift  in  its  parent  rock  it  makes  its  way  with 
gladness  to  the  ocean  weltering  in  the  horizon.  Before  us  lies  Cardigan 
Bay,  and  one  side,  beyond  the  vast  clouded  pile  of  Snowdon,  the  sea- 
coast  of  Caernarvon,  glowing  in  the  sun.  Every  spot  is  surrounded  by  a 
halo  of  legendary  recollection:  here  runs  the  half-obliterated  Roman 
road,  there  the  line  of  the  first  English  march. 

So  hemmed  in  is  this  beautiful  vale,  that  lies  calm  as  a  tarn,  hollowed 
out  between  these  giant  mountains,  that  at  once  guard  and  hide  it  from 
the  rest  of  the  world.  Here  turbulent  chieftains  have  waved  the  dragon 
banner ;  here  the  steel-clad  chivalry  of  the  Normans  have  encamped ; 
and  here,  long  before,  have  the  Roman  legions  won  their  way  from  their 
strong  station  of  Segontium,  the  ruins  of  which  may  still  be  seen  without 
the  walls  of  Caernarvon.  'Tis  one  of  the  fairest  ana  most  peaceful  of  the 
Welsh  valleys ;  more  calm  and  pastoral  than  the  savage  grandeur  of 
Uanberis,  more  retired  and  wild  than  the  modernised  Llangollen.  The 
rude  village  of  miners  at  the  head  of  the  vale,  the  cataract  of  the  Cynval 
below,  the  wooded  heights,  the  rippling  stream,  now  gliding  gently  on, 
now  chafing  in  with  obstructing  rocks  that  bar  its  progress  to  its  inevitable 
goal,  all  contribute  to  make  the  scene  one  highly  characteristic  of  a 
mountain  country.  The  approach  to  this  hidden  spot  Nature  has  care* 
fully  barred  against  intruders;  for  her  wildest  beauties  are  to  be  seen 
only  by  the  spell  of  labour  and  of  love.  The  country  is  savage,  bare,  and 
broken,  beautifully  wooded,  while  here  and  there  large  masses  of  rock^ 
that  no  time  can  crumble,  shivered  by  frost,  and  lightnings,  and  the- 
thunderbolt  from  the  mountains  above,  rise  up  from  the  thick  under- 
wood, clouded  over  with  purple  heather,  while  from  fissures  in  its 
surfi^e  springs  up  the  beautiful  foxglove,  like  a  flag  waving  from  a 
ruined  tower  at  the  present  day.  The  bare  tracts  are  divided  by 
rough  stone  walls,  loosely  built,  straggling  in  irregular  lines,  bemossed 
with  age,  and  flecked  and  stained  with  white  lichen,  like  the  anoint 
ramparts  of  a  rock  fort,  covered  with  trailing  bramble  and  toothed  fern, 
where  the  grouse  hide,  and  which  nod  mocking  over  the  ruin,  waving  in 
the  wind  to  salute  the  passing  traveller.  Through  the  mossy  banks 
oozes  forth  limpid  water,  trickling  down  in  diamond  drops,  or  rippling 
down  with  a  gentle,  gushing  sound  that  refreshes  the  ear  Hke  the 
memory  of  music.  So  it  is  by  every  road  and  on  every  mountain: 
"  Deep  answers  unto  deep  at  the  sound  of  their  water-pipes."  So  it  is 
throughout  Wales  :  torrent  shouts  to  torrent,  cataract  roars  to  cataract^ 
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stream  calls  to  stream,  and  rivulet  whispers  to  rivulet,  while  the  deep- 
Toiced  thunder  of  the  storm  overhead,  on  some  day  of  elementary  tummt, 
fleems  like  the  cry  of  some  chiding  angel  to  the  spirits  of  the  waters. 
Around  this  vale  stretch,  in  undulating  masses,  the  contorted  roots  of 
Snowdon,  the  bare,  desolate  marshes  of  Fort  Madoc,  above  which  Harlech, 
once  the  dwelling-place  of  kings,  looks  over  the  sea. 
•I'  Bound  the  vale  itself,  mountains  covered  thick  with  the  oak  slope  down 
to  the  narrow  and  rocky  bed  of  the  Dwyrd,  while  to  the  distant  north 
ike  great  White  Mountain  towers  above  its  brethren,  who  have  seen  wild 
iteds  pass  beneath  their  eyes — scenes  of  murder  and  of  patriotism  in  their 
Hooy  recesses  and  darksome  caverns.  Here  and  there  a  black  crag,  dark 
li'if  seared  by  the  thunders  of  centuries,  recals  scenes  which  the  cul- 
tivated fields,  yellow  with  the  harvest,  or  green  with  the  youth  of  spring, 
befie.  In  these  hanging  woods  lie  unknown  beauties,  and  from  their  in- 
'■lost  heart  comes  up  the  rush  of  concealed  streamlets  or  the  roar  of  the 
fidling  rapid.  The  Dwyrd  is  a  type  of  the  mountain-stream  in  its  most 
perfect  loveliness.  Foamine  along,  it  wanders  careless  as  a  younker 
or  a  prodigal,  chafing  at  the  rocks  that  block  up  its  bed  and  shine 
Arough  its  pure  waters,  and  washing  over  their  black  and  polished 
snrfiEice ;  here  rippling  over  pebbled  shallow,  where  the  fish  leap  at  the  fly, 
■ow  lashed  to  rage  by  some  strong  barrier,  through  which  it  forces  a  way 
beneath  huge  piles  of  stone,  from  which  grow  wild  flowers  that  nod  over 
the  tiny  wave  and  mirror  their  neglected  beauty  in  the  crystal,  like  a 
Yiliage  maiden  at  Eve*s  first  mirror;  now  in  gloomy  silence  or  calm  re- 
pose, weary  with  the  con6ict  so  lately  ended,  and  so  soon  to  be  renewed, 
flowing  softly,  and  lingering  in  deep,  black,  silent  pools  overhung  by 
aodding  hazels,  or  lit  up  by  the  gleam  that  the  silver  shaft  of  the  birch 
dirows  upon  the  momentary  darkness ;  haunts  for  the  water-spirit,  bath 
fior  the  wood-nymph,  favourite  resorts  of  the  Welsh  peasant-angler,  who 
Imows  well  that  under  mossy  stem  and  rotting  log  lurk  what  he  tells  us, 
flU  very  bad  English,  are  "  vary  big  trouse"  (brellyll)  :  on  goes  the  stream 
tinoagh  so  varied  a  pilgrimage  to  the  wide  ocean,  bursting  out  from  its 
dark  haunts,  where  toe  sun  seldom  breaks  through  the  star-proof  covering 
of  matted  boughs  to  rejoice  ag^in  in  the  sunlight  and  purer  air,  like  a  re- 
leased captive,  to  where  the  trees  form  but  a  light  woven  tabernacle  above 
its  head.  And  through  the  shifting  golden  light  of  emerald  it  flows  be- 
tween broad  deep  banks,  through  meadows  fringed  with  wild  thyme,  where 
the  bee  dwells  the  summer  day  through,  and  in  the  hottest  noon,  when 
the  reaper  ever  sleeps,  the  glistening  dragon-fly  and  the  yellow-banded 
Ay  skim  over  its  surface,  or  swell  the  silver  sound  of  falling  waters  with 
toe  tiny  but  shrill  hum  of  their  minstrelsy.  And  in  every  field  around  are 
little  rills,  pouring  in  their  little  tributes  of  dark  peat  waters  gathered 
from  the  swamp  and  the  morass  ;  and  if  you  climb  any  of  the  mountains 
that  rise  above  the  vale,  making  your  way  with  much  difficulty  and  some 
danger,  by  dint  of  sure  eye,  firm  foot,  and  trusty  hand,  clambering  over 
loose  rocks,  the  haunt  of  foxes,  you  will  hear,  long  ere  you  have  reached 
your  watch-tower,  the  sound  of  water-springs  distilling  through  the  thick, 
green,  soft  moss  beneath  your  feet ;  and  if  you  scoop  it  away  with  your 
hand,  as  a  Druid  might  have  done  as  he  clomb  to  his  rock-altar,  you 
will  see  the  pure  lymph  come  bubbling  up  between  your  fingers  till  it 
ierms  a  little  tarn  around  you,  where  the  wolf  and  the  eagle  have  drunk 
ages  ago. 
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Butil  is  to  m  spoieren  ttili  mon  hma^iMf  and  ioim  yaids  to  ilia    ^ 

of  the  vale^  on  the  river  Cynyal,  that  we  would  tarn  lead  jml     Ifc  li  a 

wmnD.  sninmer  ereningy  and  the  swallows  are  iddminiagfor  their  ftef  Oftr 

the  marshy  uid  dewy  meadows.     The  Cynval  is  ntoii^  in  a  deep  gki^ 

hidden  by  dark  woods,  through  whidi  a  winding  and  ecaroel  j  defined 

path  leads,  by  broken  steps  of  rock,  to  a  small  plateau,  hoDg  over  hy 

shelving  masses  of  rock,  half  hid  by  underwood  aiid  wiiidmg  looti  of  Uie 

trees  that  cling  together  above,  scarody  wide  enough  to  afibrd  footing  ht 

eoe  person.     Below  you — sheer  below  yon — without  one  ebstade  faetweoi 

you  and  death  but  a  frail  bush,  or  mikr  flower,  ffupes  a  deep  naimir 

chasm,  waUed  by  precipitous  and  smooth-surfaced  rodks,  of  a  reddiah  tiii^ 

as  if  the  hue  of  sunset  were  petrified  upon  them.     On  the  other  side^  aad 

hdow  you,  arched  over  and  rendered  dusky  and  gloomy  by  tiie  dcfilh  ef 

shade,  a  waterfall  leaps  madly  down,  pouring  a  foaming,  narrow  flood  of 

water  over  rough  angular  masses  of  black  rock,  that  are  all  but  hidden  kff 

the  silver  veil  of  spray  that  bubbles  up  into  the  air  to  catch  the  rare  ssk* 

beam,  and  form  in  rainbow-hues  another  and  a  still  more  transient  fbtM 

of  beauty,  or  to  glisten  at  night  in  the  moonbeam  like  a  torrent  ef 

molten  silver,  flashing  in  bright  radiance  through  the  coal-blai^  fbliagi^ 

thrown  into  a  shade  deeper  than  that  of  noon-day.  To  the  double  ledge  of 

rock  it  steals  along  as  if  it  were  heedless  or  unconscious  of  its  dancer,  tii 

with  a  roar  and  a  splashing  torrent  it  fidls  to  the  narrow  chasm  hoi ov; 

afW  gaining  which,  like  one  in  tiie  calm  triumph  of  escape,  and  that 

.  has  lefb  its  baffled  enemies  hr  in  the  rear,  with  spent  fury  and  abaiid 

ioKe  it  steals  along  the  vale  in  open  day,  a  brawling  streamlet  as  peaeeM 

and  nmsdess  as  its  fellows.     Less  sublime  and  terrific  than  the  Puit^A  of 

South  Wales,  the  falls  of  the  Cynval  have  an  exquisite  beauty  and  en- 

rivalled  grace,  that  steal  imperceptibly  to  the  heart     Their  gentle  vweis 

the  very  whisper  of  Nature  herself.     How  beau^fiil  it  was  now  ie  lk% 

ealm  peaoefnlness  of  a  June  evening,  when  a  regnal  sunset  was  ghjwisig 

overhead  and  reddening  the  western  trees,  and  throwing  a  melancholy,  de» 

parting,  diminishing  light  upon  the  ceaseless  torrent !  There  is  someUing 

wondrous  in  the  ceaseless  volume  of  water,  with  its  surging  Grander,  lis 

dewy  spray,  and  embowered  rocks,  with  ^eir  dim,  obscmre  receose%  Khi 

caverns  in  which  the  wood-nymphs  sport,  and  the  grey  eraga  peoring 

forth  amid  the  sunlit  wood. 

Follow  this  stream  up  the  valley,  and  every  foot  you  traverse  preseatt 
new  scenes  of  beauty,  eternally  varying.  Now  it  steals  along,  cieepi^ 
forth  wondroosly  from  deep  red  pools  in  the  hollows  of  crags  woffi 
smooth  by  the  torrents  of  centuries,  from  whence  it  rages  along  as  ifaoM 
water^irit  had  invested  it  with  all  the  power  of  evil,  and  sweepinjg 
massive  fragments  in  its  course,  falls  foil  forty  feet  to  the  bed  beknr'^ 
now  splashing  in  tawny-coloured  volumes,  edged  with  foam,  over  sfadi# 
of  taUe-rock,  and  now  stealing  in  a  deep  but  narrow  current  under  fast 
horizontal  crags  that  bridge  over  and  almost  choke  the  stream.  ;' 

Equally  varied  in  character  are  the  precipices  that  edge  the  bank;^ 
BOW  sloping  in  wooded  Hers  to  the  vrater's  edge  ;  now  in  perpeedieidlii^ 
ramparts  of  immense  height,  that  seem  to  shut  out  the  very  sdr  of  heaved; 
again  in  sloping  and  broken  ramparts  of  unequal  kei^t,  sinking  g^raduattf 
to  the  stream's  brink.  What  a  wild  chorus  the  waters  make  !<^-Sie  full  St^ 
pason  ei  the  torrent^  the  silver  ripple  of  the  rill  that  drips  down  the  pre- 
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the  distant  plunging  and  intermittent  thunder  of  the  cataract,  and 
Jbfli  throhbin^  plunge  of  the  nearest  fall. 

JBut  the  wildest  scene  of  all  is  when  the  stream  grows  deeper,  and  more 
fitful,  and  is  half  swallowed  up  in  deep  '^  pots,"  as  the  peasants  call  them, 
which  the  summer's  |heat  dries  up,  and  the  winter's  OTcrflowing  fills 
again,  wearing  year  by  year  a  deeper  channel  in  the  rock,  and  slowly 
aoUowing  out  a  new  course  for  the  impetuous  pent-up  water.  Here  from 
^  naiddle  of  its  bed,  rises  a  grey  throne  of  rocks  almost  isolated  from 
the  bank,  on  whose  rough  summit  of  some  ten  feet  g^ow  a  thousand  wild 
flowers,  which  shed  their  leaves  upon  the  water,  and  are  borne  down  by 
jljhe  tiny  waves  that  are  dashing  ever  unceasingly  round  its  base,  as  if 
IJhouting  for  its  victims,  and  cover  the  narrow  line  of  stone  that  binds  it 
to  the  shore. 

.  On  this  pinnacle,  still  attainable  by  the  lonely  fisherman,  who  clambers 
If  here  to  throw  his  line  with  grater  advantage  into  the  ripple  below, 
aad  sit  by  the  hour  in  mute  communion  with  the  spirits  of  the  wood,  the 
air}  and  water,  that  seems  to  lurk  around  him,  and  to  be  in  vocable  by  a 
mil  sufficiently  powerful.  Tradition  says  some  magician,  in  league  with 
AiKillyon,  sat  here  and  hurled  his  curses  into  heaven.  Her^  a  kelpie  might 
imisper  weird  secrets  to  the  water-wreath,  who  shrieks  over  the  drowning 
tnveller  when  the  storm  is  at  the  wildest,  and  who  waves  in  yon  red  pool 
iti  long,  black,  dishevelled  locks,  weltering  amid  the  discoloured  foam, 
now  that  the  over-shadowy  rock,  over-lit  so  brightly  by  the  golden  moon, 
sheds  a  deeper  shadow  upon  the  spot,  when  the  storm  has  lulled,  and  the 
heavens  grow  blue  again  as  you  look  up  from  this  chasm. 

Truth,  however,  in  this  case,  as  is  usual,  little  less  romantic  than  fiction, 
affirms  that  this  magician,  who  bore  the  homely  name  of  Hugh  Lloyd, 
was  an  old  Ironside  of  Cromwell's  army,  who  retired  to  these  his  native 
solitudes  to  die  in  peace.  It  was  in  such  places  as  these — wild  spots  left 
unfinished  by  Nature,  and  still  half-chaos — the  Scotch  Covenanters  assem- 
bbd  to  pray  in  secret,  the  sound  of  their  shrill  psalmody  drowned  by  the 
soar  of  the  waters.  Far  above  this  spot,  which  is,  indeed,  immediately  con- 
tigiious  to  the  cataract,  the  stream  is  joined  by  another  rill  that  joins  it  at 
#  light  angle,  leaps  to  meet  it,  dashing  its  waters  in  a  thin  veil  over  a 
broad  tabular  rock,  and  after  this  junction  flowing  on  together  in  peace- 
fid  union,  like  a  calm  old  age  after  a  stormy  and  tempestuous  youth.  A 
SsSe  higher  up,  among  the  hills,  there  is  another  fall  of  a  very  different 
slMuracter.  Here  to  the  left,  at  the  foot  of  crag  and  mountain,  embedded 
m  marsh  and  bog,  covered  with  rush  and  peat,  and  intersected  by  cuttings 
oCdeep  black  water,  are  many  lakes  vbited  only  by  fishermen,  their  shores 
Strewn  with  grey  pebbles,  treeless,  bare,  and  desolate.  To  the  right,  the 
ooontry  slopes  into  broad,  bare,  smooth,  precipitous  green  hills,  like  moun- 
taiDS  turfed  over. 

Here,  between  two  of  these  green,  rounded,  unbroken  hills  of  enormous 
height,  and  where  the  trustiest  mountaineer  can  scarcely  get  a  foothold, 
tbrough  a  very  narrow  black  pass  a  torrent  of  yellow  water  pours  its 
fiNuning  stream  over  a  fall  of  some  forty  feet,  with  a  sound  quite  appalling 
ia  that  drear  loneliness  of  solemn  solitude.  Below  it  sinks  into  a  dark 
^hpnoel,  black  as  Lethe  with  the  oozings  of  the  peat  swamps.  It  is  a 
l^santiful  sight  to  see,  towards  sunset,  a  storm  beat  up  hither  from  the  sea ; 
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breaking  through  lurid  cioudff  djed  red  with  thunder/ihe  van  at  times;  fike 
these,  y/iH  burst  with  all  its  splendour,  forced  hj  lome  enTioa»  elodd, 

bent — 

To  dim  his  ^loiy  and  to  stain  the  track 

Of  his  bright  passage  to  the  ocddcnt,  • 

and  shedding  a  rich  and  concentrated  lustre  on  the  peak  of  one  momi- 
tain  alone,  like  some  priest  pouring  on  a  monarch's  head  the  royal  bene- 
diction, invests  it  for  a  iew  short  moments  with  sill  the  glory  bf^Sinai 
at  the  moment  of  Transfiguration.  Then  suddenly  a  mist  of  grey 
darkness  drives  up  the  valley  from  the  sea,  and  in  an  instant  the  rain 
poors  down  in  drenching  torrents  on  the  luckless  traveller  and  fisherman 
or  miner  returning  from  his  labour  in  the  evening.  It  blows  past,  and 
again  a  golden  vapour  of  clouded  radiancy  flashes  past  .us  stealthily  ;.the 
storm  following  on  its  track  like  a  pursuer.  It  seemed  like  those  cloddfl,  at 
first  no  higher  than  a  man's  hand,  and  afterwards  large  enough  to  cover 
the  earth,  that,  in  the  Khoran,  Mahomet  says,  God  has  sent  at  sundry 
times  and  in  divers  places  to  destroy  some  sin-spotted  city. 

But  a  thousand  apologies  to  the  reader  for  so  long  a  pre&ee  of  poetical 
musings,  which  seemed  to  the  writer  almost  necessary  to  strike  toe  key- 
note of  the  tale. 

Chapter  II. 

It  was  almost  the  sunset  of  a  June  evening,  16 — ^  when  a  man  mmfat 
have  been  seen  seated  in  a  meditative  attitude  on  the  throne  of  rock  which 
we  have  before  mentioned.    He  looked  anxiously  at  the  setting  sun,  took 
off  his  plumed  hat,  Itud  it  beside  him,  drew  his  provant  rapier,  flashed  id  in 
the  sunbeams,  drew  a  pistol  from  a  secret  hiding-place  beneath  his  short 
cavalier  coat,  cocked  it,  handled  the  lock,  and  put  it  back  into  its  lorkii^ 
comer.  He  stood  up,  and  looked  up  at  a  path  scarcely  visible  in  the  under- 
wood but  to  a  practised  eye,  but  nothing  stirred.   He  shook  his  head  like 
one  dissatisfied  with  his  glance  :  **  Duw  a  dis^n"  (God  is  enough),  lie 
muttered  with  the  voice  of  one  who  despaired  of  his  cause,  but  has:all 
depending  on  a  ventiurous  stake';  and  then  he  bent  his  head  upon  his  hand, 
his  dark  plume  falling  over  and  hiding  his  features,  with  the  sunyght 
felling  upon  his  noble  face,  overcast  wim  such  a  deep  air  of  melaneholy, 
he  might  have  seemed  to  a  poet  a  fallen  monarch  musing  over  his  fiUe^ 
or  our  own  first  Charles  deploring  the  fury  and  fanaticism  of  his  sabjeots 
in  one  of  his  solitary  hiding-places.  The  stranger  was  of  a  fair  complexion ; 
a  keen  eye  and  features  almost  Grecian  in  the  beauty  of  their  [outline ; 
over  his  forehead  and  shoulders  fell  dark  clusters  of  hair,  hanging  upon 
his  rich  lace  collar,  and  which  contrasted,  as  the  old  painters  knew  so  well, 
with  the  dark  velvet  of  his  doublet,  and  the  soft  shadows  thrown  by  his 
short  cloak.     But  his  meditations  lasted  not  long ;  for  a  sound  caoght 
his  ear  in  the  thick  copse  on  the  right  bank  above.     The  practised  tar 
of  the  soldier  heard  it  above  even  the  fall  of  the  torrent.     In  a  maaieiit» 
with  the  practised  foot  of  a  mountaineer,  and  of  one  who  had  scaled  the 
rude  ramparts  of  nature  and  the  weak  stone  piles  with  which  man 
attempts  to  baffle  his  brother-worm,  in  an  instant  he  had  hid  faimsdf 
behina  the  largest  rock,  watching  the  cause  of  the  disturbenee  with  the 
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cool  detenmnaticm  of  one  practised  in  warfare,  and  with  the  keen,  fiery 
eye  of  the  panther  waiting  oeside  some  forest  pool  for  its  prey. 

In  the  swifhiess  of  descent,  a  gust  of  wind  caught  the  broad  brim  of 
the  cayalier's  hat,  and  whirled  it  &r  into  the  calm  surface  of  the  stream, 
dowft  which  it  floated  towards  the  fall ;  at  the  moment  it  fell,  a  louder 
rostling  was  heard  among  the  trees,  and  from  behind  a  sudden  turn  of 
the  rock,  rich  hung  with  trailing  ivy  and  rude  tapestry  of  the  birdweed  and 
tiie  flowering  clematis,  stept  forth  a  man,  who,  by  his  sombre  buff  band, 
red  jerkin,  steel  scull-cap,  and  polished  corselet,  seemed  to  be  a  dis- 
jnonnted  trooper  of  the  parUamentary  faction.  Trampling  away  to  the 
water's  edge  with  an  eagerness  that  a  stolid  and  sour  face  would  seem 
scarcely  to  promise,  he  dipped  a  heayy  halberd  that  he  held  in  one 
hand  into  the  stream,  and  drew  the  fugitive  hat  towards  him.  On  the 
▼ery  edge  of  the  fall  he  arrested  it,  not  without  difficulty  keeping  his 
footing  on  its  slippery  stones  half  covered  by  the  water.  Lifting  it  in  his 
hand,  and  wringing  the  water  from  the  dark  plume,  he  looked  at  it  with 
a  gaze  as  expressive  of  astonishment  as  any  face  could  display  that  never 
bn^htened  at  anything  but  the  sight  of  a  full  tankard,  and  whose 
faniin  has  been  addled  by  discourse  of  interminable  length  firom  the  lips 
of  the  arch-rebel  Cromwell  himself.  Then,  with  the  air  of  a  huntsman 
who,  following  slot,  has  traced  a  wounded  deer  by  blood-drops  to  the  very 
next  covert,  he  commenced  a  diligent  search  for  the  wearer  of  the  vain 
adornment.  Tightening  his  belt,  getting  his  halbert  ready  as  if  it 
were  a  musket  in  his  hand,  and  clapping  on  his  sallet,  or  morion, 
firmer,  the  Puritan  retraced  his  way  slowly  to  the  path  which  led  to  the 
firont  of  the  pulpit  rock ;  observing  the  flowers  trodden  down,  and  the 
boshes  beaten  aside  as  if  by  a  heavy  tread,  he  half  shouted  some  Scrip- 
tural form  of  rejoicing  over  an  outwitted  enemy,  but  checking  himself 
with  difficulty,  he  pursued  his  search  with  all  the  steady  and  inflexible 
perseverance  of  an  old  hound  certain  of  the  scent,  but  for  a  moment 
thwarted.  Screening  his  eyes  with  his  hand  from  the  red  rays  of  the 
«0tting  sun,  he  strained  them  to  catch  a  glance  of  some  companion  whom 
he  seemed  to  expect;  with  his  eyes  he  beat  over  twice  every  inoh  of 
thicket  l^at  could  conceal  a  lurking  foe.  Then,  apparently  satisfied  with 
Ibe  vigilance  of  his  search,  he  seemed  to  think  that  on  the  other  side,  if 
at  all,  lay  the  ambush.  For  a  moment  he  stood  uncertain,  one  foot  on  a 
■tone  half  covered  with  the  water,  the  other  booted  foot  on  the  rock  of  the 
diore,  his  head  bent  forward  like  an  Indian's  on  a  war-party,  his  ear  tense 
and  strained  to  catch  the  faintest  whisper  of  danger  that  might  be  borne 
upon  the  breeze,  or  that  might  pierce  the  deafening  thunder  and  the  cease- 
wm  plunge  of  the  water.  It  was  a  fine  sight  to  see  that  hard  stem 
soldier,  with  every  sense  braced,  every  faculty  drawn  at  once  into  action ; 
with  the  cautious  instinct  of  a  veteran,  the  trooper  prepared  for  the  ^ord ; 
n&buekling  his  sword,  lest  its  metal-mounted  sheaui  should  clink  against 
the  rocks,  he  held  it  in  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  he  quickly  divested 
'Inmself  of  his  corslet,  and  hid  it  beneath  a  bush,  lest  the  sun's  lUys  glit- 
tering on  its  polished  surface  should  catch  the  eye  of  some  fugitive, 
Inrking,  perhaps,  even  now,  like  a  hare  trembling  in  its  form,  waiting, 
«B  if  fascinated,  for  the  captor. 

Bat,  for  a  moment,   when  all  these  preparations  were  eoofipleted,  he 
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stood,  like  VM  light-armed  and  equipped  for  a  Btorm!i<g  party,  in  hesita- 
tion. Over  the  mind  eren  of  tiua  rude  soldier  crept  a.  shadow  of  Teat, 
'<it  niperstitioiB  few— o(  &w  ratlisr  of  immortal  ths.!i  of  mortal  foes. 
-FaDBticism  had  in  him  ratlwr  faeight«iied  than  repressod  the  spirit  of  th^ 
ytge.  In  dial  moment,  like  the  flash  of  hvaveo's  Hrc.  vAme  up  if)  bij 
Woiory  thoDgliU  of  tales  that  he  bad  heard  tj-  wintor  heartbs~of  sainflj 
encountering  the  enemy  of  manlund  in  wild  scenes  like  this,  where  they 
liad  sought  tD  eioape  from  the  persecutions  of  their  fclliu-nieD.  The 
Voldier  was  one  of  those  enthusiastt  who  formed,  at  this  early  ]«rir>d  of  his 
ptogreis  to  supreme  power,  the  »ery  sonl  of  Cromwell's  armv.  lie  believed 
that  the  mtlennivim  was  at  hand,  and  that  Christ  ivaited  oqIv  for  the 
total  defeat  of  the  Dragon  by  the  follonets  of  the  Lamb,  to  Ascend  tO 
earth,  attended  by  all  the  crowned  companies  of  the  hlessed.  And  it 
-was  thought  of  all  the  muster  that  the  deril  was  malting  of  his  forces 
amongst  whom  Chaiiea  Stuart  those,  "gifted  in  the  word"  belidrra 
'•rould  not  be  last,  lance  pasiado,  that  now  filled  his  mind.  But  he 
irered  his  hand,  as  if  defying  his  invisible  antagonist,  and  exclumiog 
half  aloud,  "There'll  be  hotter  work  than  this  in  Armageddon,"  stroiU 
across  the  stream.  The  second  step  was  above  his  boot-tops;  the  thitd 
it  ran  shallower;  and  with  difGculty  sat'ing  himself  from  a  fall,  aa  his 
sword  fkw  out  of  his  hand,  with  something  very  like  a  curse,  the  son  of 
C(un  stof^d  for  his  weapon,  that  had  fallen  some  feet  off,  with  a  ringing 
noise,  npon  a  ledge  of  rook  hidden  by  about  an  inch  of  water.  Witt 
eager  eye,  and  heart  throbbing  with  excitement  but  not  with  fear,  tba 
cavalier  had  watched  erery  motion  of  his  unconscious  foe ;  not  a  muscle 
of  his  face  had  moved  without  his  knowledge;  already  he  had  clearly 
descried  his  intentions,  aud  sadsiied  himself  that  he  had  as  yet  no  tus- 

e~  non  of  his  hiding-place.  His  heart  beat  so  loud  that  It  seemed  to 
ock  with  violence  against  his  breast;  he  could  not  choose  but  hear  iL 
Another  stride,  and  the  soldier  had  put  bis  very  foot  upon  tha  roc^ 
behind  which  he  crouched ;  he  must  clamber  over,  one  ready  foot  on  the 
nearest  tufts  of  purple  heather  and  scented  thyme,  one  hand  above  hii 
head  on  the  rough  tnfta  of  broom  that  grew  irom  a  higher  clefl.  It  waj 
the  tame.  Drawii^  his  swoid,  he  plunged  it  into  the  defenceless  hreut 
of  the  climber.  Slowly  his  grasp  relaxed,  heavily  he  sank  backward,  itA 
feR  wi^  a  groan  and  a  de^  plunge  on  the  rock  below,  the  huge  body  of 
the  dying  man  unking  with  a  deep,  dull,  hollow  sound,  like  that  §o  wdl 
Vnown  to  ti>oee  who  have  seen  a  burial  at  sea  ;  and  the  scale  clasp  of 
bis  steel  cap  breaking  and  coming  off  in  lus  fall,  and  the  helmet  rin^i^ 
fts  it  sank  upon  some  concealed  rock  in  the  bed  of  the  torrent.  He  never 
rose  again;  not  even  a  groan  showed  that  a  soul  had  passed  into 
«temity. 

So  sudden  had  been  the  scene,  so  true  the  blow,  so  providential  ^ 
eseape,  that  the  cavalier,  for  a  moment,  remained  as  if  entnmced,  ganag 
raitne  corpse  that  looked  up  at  him,  with  pale,  distorted  face,  through  the 
dear  water,  which  the  blood,  welling  from  the  mouth  and  from  a  deep 
wound  in  the  breast,  slowly  discoloured  and  turned  to  purple.  IIm 
shrill  scream  of  a  large  Iiawk  that,  with  that  wonderful  instioct  aod 
quickness  of  ear,  sight,  or  smell,  had  already  caught  the  scent  of  death 
RnUDd  him,  like  some  inoorpprated  form  of  sorrow,  it  hovered  about  his 
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head,  as  if  it  would  attack  the  living  since  the  dead  were  not  to  be  seen. 
With  a  tameness  that  seemed  almost  superaatural  at  the  moment,  it 
perched  for  a  second  upon  a  rock  near,  on  which  some  drops  of  blood 
had  ^Jlen,  and  then  flew  again,  wheeling  inquiringly  around.     With  a 

3uick  impatience,  the  cavalier  drew  his  pistol  from  the  breast  of  his 
ouUet,  and  was  about  to  fire  at  the  bird,  when  he  lowered  the  point  and 
replaced  it,  with  a  smile,  in  his  doublet. 

^<It  is  well — I  had  forgot,*'  he  said;  ^*God  prompts  the  poor  bird 
to  scent  out  the  blood  with  which  man  bedews  his  earth.  Let  the 
trout  of  the  torrent  prey,  if  he  will,  on  the  flesh  of  this  beggarly,  scurvy 
man-hunter." 

"  The  blesang  of  the  Lord  and  his  saints  be  on  thee,**  cried  a  deep, 
low  voice  from  the  thicket,  that  had  not  waved  or  rustled  with  his  ap- 
proach, and  an  elderly  man,  clad  in  a  cassock  and  band,  advanced,  and 
waved  his  hand  in  greeting  from  the  shore.  His  features  had  a  benevo- 
lent cast,  overshadowed  by  the  misfortune  that  had  fallen  on  his  own  roof- 
tree  as  on  the  kingdom  at  large,  or  both  together,  and  his  cheek  was 
hollow,  as  if  concealment  and  scanty  food  bad  helped  to  dull  the  eye. 

*'  Welcome,  good  minister  of  Christ,**  said  the  cavalier,  with  a  tone  of 
glad  recognition.  **  What  tidings  bringest  thou  from  Caernarvonshire  ? — 
are  the  true  men  strong  ?** 

''  God  be  thanked,  they  are,  though  for  fourteen  days  I  have  lurked 
like  an  outlaw  in  a  poor  hut,  hemmed  in  by  bog  and  marsh,  with  no 
richer  viands  than  a  black  loaf  once  in  four  days,  and  no  better  Xeres 
than  some  water  as  black  as  ink.  And  you.  Sir  Charles,  where  tarried 
your 

"  I  have  lain  perdu  for  some  five  days — they  seemed  centuries — in  a 
wood-lof);  above  the  stable  of  a  poor  cotter,  some  dozen  miles  from  hence, 
as  merry  as  a  scurvy  rogue  in  the  pillory,  or  a  bear  with  a  chain  round 
his  middle.  But  when  I  was  just  sharpening  my  rapier  for  a  foray,  I 
heard  the  jingle  of  sword  against  steel-bound  saddle  and  stirrup.  I 
looked  forth  through  a  hole  no  bigger  than  a  mouse's,  that  I  had  made 
for  breathing,  when  I  saw  a  troop  of  horsemen,  whose  leader  I  knew  was 
loyal  to  the  backbone.  I  leaped  out ;  such  a  leap  as  no  Pagan  ever 
effected,  and  joined  them,  and  told  my  tale.  Never  was  friend  welcomed 
more  cheeringly,  for  he  had  heard  that  a  pike  had  ended  my  days  at 
Kaseby.  Never  shall  I  forget,  good  doctor,  the  angry  ringing  of  their 
swords!  Never  bride  heard  marriage  bells  with  more  delight.  Half 
dead  with  cramp  and  dulness,  I  longed  for  a  change ;  and  would  have 
greeted  with  joy  even  a  band  of  d — d  fanatics,  though  they  had  come  to 
strike  off  my  head,  which  now  seems  firmer  on  than  ever,  after  the  loose 
way  in  which  it  has  been  on  since  yesterday  se'nnight.  The  leader  told 
me  that  they  were  sent  with  provisions  from  Caernarvon,  with  orders  to 
break  into  Harlech  Castle  now  beleaguered  by  that  cursed  malignant, 
Mytton ;  and  they  had  heard  that  the  people  hereabouts  were  enraged 
at  the  exactions  of  the  besiegers,  and  had  by  them  concealed  arms,  which 
they  would  use  had  they  a  leader." 

"  The  glad  news  reached  me  too,"  said  the  doctor,  sitting  himself 
down,  like  one  worn  out  with  watching,  on  the  nearest  rock,  "in  my  dog- 
kennel,  and  hearing  that  this  lonely  place,  whither  a  well-affected 
peasant  led  me— by  token,  I  paid  him  with  my  last  broad  piece  and  my 
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blessing — I  determined  to  tarrj  here,  and  offer  a  prayer  to  H[eaveiL&c 
the  success  of  our  cause,  wmch  is,  God  knoweth,  so  righteous.  B 
wanteth  but  five  minutes  to  the  hour,  and  we  are  to  be  under  the  north 
bastion  ere  eight,  disguised  as  waggoners,  and  driving  carts  cohered 
with  canvas  and  dnfting^  of  hay,  but  concealing  stalwart  men,  and  a 
goodly  store  of  petards,  if  there  be  need  of  such  things.  BaadaQ 
me,  Sir  Charles — pardon  one  who  loveth  thy  honoured  house,''  said  .the 
doctor,  suddenly  rising,  from  his  seat,  and  throwing  himself  on  his  knees, 
and  seizing  the  hand  of  the  astonished  gentleman. 

'^  Get  up,  get  up,  good  doctor ;  such  attitude  becomes  not  one  of  thy 
sacred  profession.  Get  up,  good  doctor,'*  echoed  a  clear,  youthful  voice 
of  a  gallant  stripling,  as  he  leaped  from  behind  the  covert  of  a  hawthorn 
bbri),  and  fell  upon  his  Other's  neck.  ^*  Forgive  me,  sire,  and .  foxgive 
the  doctor,  who  did  but  conceal  what  he  feared  too  hastily  to  diaolose.'' 

^^  I  forgive  thee,  with  all  my  heart,"  said  the  father,  pausing  for  a 
moment,  in  astonishment,  and  brushing  back  the  rich  clustering  loda 
that  hid  the  fine  open  brow  of  the  young  gallant  who  stood  before  him 
in  all  the  pride  and  purple  light  of  youth,  flushed  ¥rith  excitement,  and 
with  his  eyes  sparkling  with  love  and  admiration  at  rejoining  his  fiBrther. 

^^  But,  by  all  the  saints,  what  brought  thee  hither,  my  boy  ?" 

"  The  love  of  God  and  my  king,"  replied  the  stripling,  drawing  his 
rapier  and  flashing  it  proudly  in  the  setting  sunhght  "  I  was  like  a  firiar 
cooped  up  in  gloomy  cloister,  or  pace  quadrangle,  where  traitors  prison 
Idngs,  and  cobblers  aim  at  crowns— bloody  crowns  they  shall  have,  I 
trow." 

*'  Dost  thou  not  remember,  Charles,  what  immgrtal  Will's  Richaard 
saith  ? — 

No  hand  of  blood  or  bone 

Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  sceptre. 

Unless  he  do  profane,  steal,  or  usurp. 

Well)  what  didst  thou  do  -when  thou  left  gown  for  corselet^  and  flat  a^ 
for  helm  ?" 

^'  Why,  I  sped  down  as  fast  as  horse  would  carry,  or  rather  seme  half- 
dozen  ;  for  some  three  good  hacks  fell  dead  on  the  road,  in  spite  of  sops 
of  wine,  as  Henved  used  to  tell  us  to  give  at  such  times.  Damian  called 
together  the  tenantry ;  armed  them  all ;  turned  off  two  fellows  who 
would  sing  Fbalms  and  expound  the  Word  as  they  followed  the  plough; 
left  behind  old  Jennings,  who  is  too  weak  for  harness ;  and  brought  me 
the  rest  into  these  fastnesses,  where  I  thought  we  might  strike  a  hard 
blow  for  our  pious  but  unfortunate  king." 

<'  Indomitable  Don  Quixote !"  said  the  father,  turning  his  head  to  hide 
a  tear  of  pride.  **  And  how  many  buff-clad  men  hast  thou  brought 
at  thy  back  to  follow  the  old  banner  ?" 

<*  But  a  poor  dozen,  father ;  and  lame  Tomkins  is  one  of  them,  for  he 
would  not  stay  behind,  though  it's  all  over  with  him  if  his  horse  is  shot ; 
even  to  hard -ridmg  Jenkins  and  the  keeper's  boy.  Long  John,  who  knocked 
over  the  sparrow  at  a  hundred  paces  with  a  musquetoon.*' 

"  Oh !  a  truce,  Charles,  to  your  long  list  of  paladins,  who,  if  they  are 
not  such  knights  of  the  Round  Table  as  your  partiality  would  draw  tnem, 
are  at  least  trusty  varlets  and  loyal  to  the  back -bone.  But  where  are 
they  ?  have  the  Caernarvon  men  joined  you  ?" 
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They  We,  sixe^  and  are  pioqueted  in  the  valley  above,  xeady  to  joia 
V8  when  I  blow  this  bugle/' 

Andy  as  he  spoke,  the  gay-heaiied  boy  seized  a  silver  bugle  that  hung 
from  his  white  soar^  put  it  to  his  mouth,  and  blew  a  blast  so  loud 
aad  shrill  that  it  awoke  a  thousand  echoes  firom  hill  and  mountain, 
like  ripples  following  the  parent  wave,  or  like  an  army  of  fairies  replying 
with  sluiU  clamour  to  their  chieftain,  Oberon.  Ere  the  sound  had  weU 
died  away  it  was  responded  to. 

*'  Why,  thou  art  a  second  Robin  Hood,"  ssdd  the  father,  laughing ;  *'  is 
he  not,  doctor,  with  his  bugle,  and  his  outlaws,  and  his  Long  John,  with 
caliver  for  bow,  and  good.sword  for  wood-knife  ?" 

Again  the  bugle  was  blasted — a  mournful  note,  such  as  the  rangers 
call  the  mortj  announcing,  the  death  of  the  stag, 

^'  There's  danger  in  the  wind,  father,  for  that  is  the  signal ;  we  must 
defer  our  gathering  till  midnight,  when  the  peasants  will  be  easier 
assembled,  and  till  then  we  must  keep  covert.  If  my  sergeant  report 
tDifl^  there'll  be  a  pretty  rising  of  scythe  and  pike." 

*^  In.  .the  hot  charge  I  would  not  preach  to  thee,  Charles,  but  in  the 
tactic  I  may  bid  thee  tell  each  peasant  to  strap  round  him  a  bag  of 
floor  and  ^atever  spare  lead  he  may  scrape  together.  We  may  be 
cooped  up.  there  for  a  month  ere  our  brave  Rupert  send  a  vessel  to 
our  aid.*' 

''Then,  when  he  does,  well  break  like  a  storm  upon  them.  The  red 
lightning  breaking  from  the  cloud  is  a  poor  trope  to  liken  our  charge. 
Whoop!  up  with  King  Charles,  and  oown  with  the  canting  Round- 
head !'  and  the  brave  fellow,  with  the  head  of  a  boy  and  the  neart  of  a 
man — av;  and  a  brave  man — threw  up  his  plumed  hat  in  the  air,  and 
caught  it  as  it  fell  almost  into  the  water.  As  he  stooped  low,  his  eye 
caught  the  pale  glimmer  of  the  corpse.  ''  Why,  what's  toward  ?  Here's 
a  murdered  man  !  there's  been  foul  play  here.  Help,  £sither — drag  him 
out." 

"  Quietly,  gently,"  said  Sir  Charles,  repressing  an  almost  involuntary 
smile  at  the  impatience  and  fire  of  the  youn^  soldier.  **  'Tis  but  a 
seurvy  jackanapes  that  I  knocked  on  the  head  but  ten  minutes  since,  as 
1  would  a  mad  dog  that  came  gaping  at  me,  with  all  his  white  fangs 
showing." 

« Compare  him  rather,  Sir  Charles,"  said  the  doctor,  ''more  Scrip- 
tuimllyi  to  the  enemy  of  mankind,  who  goeth  about  like  a  ravening 
beast,  or,  as  the  Vulgate  more  justly  has  it,  ut  leo  furens—OTy 
rather ^" 

"  Let  us  drag  out  the  drowned  knave,  and  search  his  pockets  ;  there 
may  be  something  that  may  serve  us.  And  if  he  have  an  angel,  it  were 
pity  it  should  rust." 

So  saying,  the  young  gallant,  already  not  inapt  in  that  useful  commis- 
sariat department  of  warfare,  incorrectly  termed  by  the  vulgar,  pillage, 
hauled  at  the  body,  and  tilting  up  his  legs,  by  the  help  of  his  father,  upon 
the  rock,  proceeded,  with  all  the  coolness  of  a  camp-follower,  to  ransack 
the  dead  man's  capacious  pockets. 

**  Imprimis — here's  a  pamphlet^  entituled  *  Crumbs  of  Comfort  for  the 
Chickens  of  the  Covenant,  baked  in  the  Oven  of  the  Word.'  Cursed 
cant !  let  the  trout  digest  what  cavaliers  can't ;"  and  so  saying,  he  whirled 
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the  edifying  volume  over  the  fUl.   **  And  here's  four  groats — the  Poritin's 
month's  pay,  I  surmise.     But  here's — oh,  here's  the  Uungs : 

" «  The  Leiguer,  Hdrkcfav  SKx  <Mock. 
**  *  The  stormine  party  advanee  from  th%  lines  one  hour  after  midnight, 
and  advance  over  the  hreach  of  the  northern  tower.  Watchword — *  Ahab.' 

*B«YTTON.* 

^*  At  Mytton,  thou  son  of  Bdial,  the  prey  shall  be  snatched  from 
between  tny  teeth.  But  I  had[  fors^ot  to  tell  thee,  £&ther,  a  dragoon  pot 
into  my  h^ds  a  letter  horn  WiQiam  Owen  but  an  hour  since;  I  have 
it  here.  Plague  on  me^  I  have  it  not:  I  must  have  dropped  'it  at'the 
boeiel,  or  somewhere— any  where  but  where  such  a  desnrtch^->*-M-'' 

*'  What  is  here?"  said  the  doctor,  who  had  taken  off  the  dead  BBi»V 
eorselety  and  had  been  fumbling  in  a  pocket  made  in  the  liMBt  of  Jmp 
thick  buff  jerkin,  drawmg  out  a  sheet  of  paper  whidi  had  baei  tm 
impatiently  open,  and  to  which  the  silk  thread  and  w^  that  had  bonid  ilv 
were  still  depending.  '--': 

*'  Grod's  mercy  on  my  shallow  brain,  it  is  the  very  letteiv  I  dfopped> 
it^  doubtless,  and  this  bloodhound  who  dogged  me  hither,  though  he 
missed  roe  by  a  wrong  turn,  picked  it  up  as  rich  spoil  for  his  genenL^ 

**  'Tis  well ;  I  paid  his  reckoning,  and  rewarded  him  as  Joab  did 
Amasa,  by  a  blow  under  the  fifth  rib,  to  use  the  villain's  own  pioihiie  )an^ 
guage.  Well  then,  good  General  Charles,"  said  the  £ither,  wioi  a  VQso»of 
good-humoured  banter,  *'  how  long  is  it  thy  pleasure  that  W  tuty  htfn^ 
in  ambush  ?" 

"  Till  midnight,"  replied  his  son  ;  *^  for  there  are  straggWri  abroad,' 
and  a  stray  shot  would  bring  overwhelming  numbers  upon  ni,  and  froi- 
trate  every  plan.  Within  an  hour  all  will  be  quiet,  for  at  eight  dieyMt 
the  watch,  as  the  country  is  up,  and  their  foragers  are  cut  olF  hj  At 
peasantry  if  their  party  be  not  large.  1*11  go  and  order  the  varkit  to 
bring  thee  some  pasty  and  sack  hither,  for  there  are  both  at  their  gtddW 
bows.  Your  old  cavalier  does  not  go  long  without  food,  nor  doth  he 
care  much  wliether  it  come  from  friend  or  foe." 

With  three  bounds  the  youth  leaped  the  bushes,  and  was  out  of  aight 
With  a  contemptuous  push  the  knight  sent  the  Puritan's  body  bade  into 
the  deep  pool  from  which  it  had  been  drawn,  with  a  deep  hobbling 
plunge  as  it  sank. 

<'  A  brave,  noble-hearted  fellow  is  Charles  !*'  he  said,  as  he  strode  to  the 
streamlet  bank,  aud  stretched  himself  at  his  full  length  upon  the  short 
thick  grass,  purpled  with  wild  thyme,  on  which  the  doctor  sat. 

<'  He  cometh  forth  like  a  bridgegroom  out  of  his  chamber,"  said  the 
doctor,  his  mind  running  on  his  professional  readings,  *^  and  he  i«}oioeth 
as  a  giant  to  run  his  course.' 

*^  My  good  doctor,'*  said  Sir  Charles,  '<  you  retain  your  divinity  bettor 
than  I ;  for  these  hard  shifts  and  hard  knocks  drive  theology  out  of  nj 
head,  and  I'm  content  to  look  up,  as  1  do  now,  at  the  stars,  and  pray  the 
great  God  to  save  me  at  the  hour  of  need." 
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.     MB.  ARGENTINB  STEPNEY,  HIS  CIJARACTER  AND 

CASUALTIES. 
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A    SKETCH    OF    SEAL    LIFE. 

I  Gftudet  «qiiU  caDibtuqae. 

Chapteb  L 

,MwL  Abgbrtuie  Stkfnet,  the  subject  of  this  sketch,  stood  fire  feet 
two  in  hia  bocrts^  was  broad  in  proportion,  with  a  pale,  flabby  com> 
AsaoDf  and  legs  slightly  inclining  to  SoWy  possessed  a  villa  in  the 
fiagent's  Paik,  and  6000^  per  annum,  in  Consols — a  sum  which  had 
triKn  bis  respected  sire  many  years  of  toil,  of  self-denial,  of  hard  bar* 
gftitkingt  and  of  reckless  and  iraudulent  speculation,  termed  by  himr— • 
and  also  by  many  others  who  hold  their  heads  high  on  'Change— com- 
ifMroal  enterprise.  Alas!  if  this  worthy  old  merchant  could  but  have 
mtistied  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  and  have  seen  the  manner  in  which 
Ilia  dearly  loved  pelf,  his  golden  mistress  and  sole  possessor  of  his  heart, 
^Hb  undergoing  the  melting  process  by  his  g^celess  son,  in  the  company 
o£  sporting  blacklegs,  dog-fanciers,  pugilists,  and  ladies  of  uneasy  repu- 
MioD,  he  would  have  ref£ed  as  uneasily  in  his  grave  as  did  the  buried 
muos^  of  Denmark. 

It  may  here  be  necessary  to  ^ve  a  brief  memoir  of  Stepney  senior. 
0e  oommeneed  life  as  an  errand-ooy  in  a  wealthy  mercantile  house ;  but 
hit  waa  an  ambitious  mind — he  determined  to  rise  in  life^  and  to  fill  the 
«UQe  post  t»  Mr.  Placid,  the  well-dressed,  pompous  head  clerk  of  the 
liteblishaMnt>  was,  at  that  low  period  of  1^  fortunes,  the  very  height  of 
Ua  ambition ;  but  when,  after  some  years,  he  had  really  attained  that 
gOilcf  hia  day-dreams,  his  mind  expanded,  and  soared  to  still  hi^er 
vsgiona-— yea,  even  to  die  well-carpeted  rooms  of  the  mansion  at  Bays- 
water,  the  fine  bit  of  blood  that  was  drawn  up  every  morning  at  the 
C0iteting*house  from  that  rus  in  urbe — in  short,  to  the  position  of  the 
hmd  partner ;  and  when  in  process  of  time  he  became  the  junior  partner, 
a^d  foond  himself  a  visitor  at  Aceldama  Villa,  Bayswater,  his  thoughts 
no  longer  wore  that  fantastic  shape  common  to  visionaries,  but  became 
more  practical  and  substantial.  He  proposed  to  the  only  daughter  of 
Ae  llead  of  the  firm  (a  vii^n  of  mature  years),  and  was  accepted,  be- 
cause she  waa  fully  impressed  with  the  painfbl  factj  that  her  chance  of 
CBdering  the  holy  state  had  become  somewhat  mythical ;  for,  though  the 
rqputed  heiress  to  all  her  father's  wealth,  no  suitor  had  proved  rash 
enough  to  attempt  to  ally  himself  to  one  whose  temper  and  whose  per- 
99Bt  were  so  repulsive.  But  what  cared  old  Stepney  for  mental  or  per- 
ioiiftl  attractions ;  wealth  was  his  only  idol,  and  that  he  obtained  to  his 
litArt*8  content ;  craft  and  avarice  were  legible  in  eveiy  line  of  his  hard 
visage. 

The  hero  of  our  tale  was  the  sole  firuit  of  this  propitious  union ;  but, 
contrary  to  the  conventional  notion  of  what  is  bred  in  the  bone,  &c.,  this 
promising  youth  was  as  extravagant  as  his  sire  was  parsimonious.  He 
brought  up  like  a  gentleman's  son ;  was  sent  to  Eton  (where  he  learnt 
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sculling'  and  punting,  was  crammed  with  Latin  and  Greeks  which  in  due 
time  he  forgot),  and  from  thence  he  was  transplanted  to  Alma  Mater,  where, 
as  the  reader  may  suppose,  he  launched  out  still,  more  extensivdy,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  was  plucked  for  his  little  go ;  and,  after  having  ma 
through  a  severe  course  of  tandem-driving,  drinking,  and  gaming,  ma- 
naged to  crown  all  hy  getting  rusticated.  Lord  John  Fastboy,  and  his 
friend  Mr.  Vernon  Toady,  who  were  the  real  offenders,  escaped  detection ; 
whilst  Argendne,  their  wretched  catspaw,  fell  the  victim. 

Great  was  old  Stepney's  ire  when  his  prodieal  son  returned  to  his 
dulcedamum;  but  stUl  greater  did  it  become  when  the  Oxford  trades- 
peopie  sent,  in  their  little  accounts ;  for,  true  to  his  character,  he  thought 
more  of  the  money  than  of  the  disgrace  of  rustication,  and  it  was  l^nff. 
ere  Argentine  was  restored  to  favour — and,  in  fact,  he  saw  but  little  of 
his  parents,  for  his  mother  was  perverted  to  Puseyism,  and  had  gzowa 
dyspeptic,  caused  by  too  great  indulgence  in  Lenten  abstinences ;  and 
his  father  devoted  himself  solely  to  the  acquisition  of  wealth. 

It  can  scarcely  be  wondered  at,  that,  when  his  father  died  suddenly  one 
fine  afternoon  in  a  fit  of  apoplexy — the  result  of  an  excess  committed  in 
aldermanic  diet,  the  only  weakness  and  intemperance  he  was  ever  known 
to  be  guilty  of,  because  no  part  of  the  cost  came  out  of  his  own  ppcket 
— that  our  hero  should  have  felt  any  inconvenient  degree  of  gxie£ 
Neither,,  when,  shortly  afterwards,  his  mother  was  taken  from  the  world, 
did  he  feel  that  filial  grief  which  rigid  sticklers  to  the  Fifth  Command- 
ment might  expect ;  for  he  had  never  felt  that  holy  and  ennobling,  in- 
fluence of  a  mother's  love ;  if  he  had,  he  might  have  lived.a.  wiser  and^ 
better  man- 
Behold  him,  then,,  at  twenty-two,  the  undisputed  possessor  of  500(M. 
per  annum.  The  repeated  lectures  on  economy  that  his  late  &tlier  had 
niKoured  him  with,  took  the  very  opposil^  effect  upon  him  to  that  wluch 
it  was  intended  to  inculcate;  and  the  restraint  that  had  been  imposed 
upon  him  since  his  esoapade  at  Oxford,  only  made  him  the  more  deterr 
mined  to  launch  out  into  still  greater  extravagances  now  that  all  re? 
straint  was  removed.  Neither  parent  had  ever  attempted  to  instil  pnn- 
dples  of  virtue  into  his  mind  ;  rectitude  and  honour  they  both  seoetlt 
seoffed  at.  He  had  been  lectured  and  reproved  without  any  assignable 
motive  or  cause ;  restricted  from  various  narmless  indulgences  without 
any  apparent  reason ;  and  hence  the  result — an  ill-regulated  and  weak 
mind,  with  vicious  habits  and  inclinations,  fostered  by  the  very  meam 
which,  his  parents  had  taken  to  check  and  eradicate  them.  He  became 
ambitious  of  association  with  the  aristocracy ;  and  some  of  the  needy  and 
unscrupulous  members  of  that  body  condescended  to  eat  his  recherchi 
dinners,  drink  his  excellent  wines,  and  borrow  his  money. 

Like  many  other  men  of  fortune,  who  are  guiltless  of  any  knowledge 
of  horseflesh  or  of  any  field-sports,  he  was  nred  with  the  ambition  of 
becoming  a  sportsman;  he  subscribed  to  all  the  sporting  magazines,  took 
in  BeWs  Life^  and  was  taken  in  by  its  betting  advertisements ;  was,  of 
course,  a  visitor  at  every  race  and  steeple-chase,  a  natural  timidity  in  his 
disposition  alone  preventing  him  from  attempting  to  break  his  necic  as  an 
aetor  in  the  latter  exciting  amusement.  He  had  frequently  longed  for 
the  opportunity  of  exhibiting,  himself  in  a  scarlet  coat,  and  hunting  cross 
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and.  Mt  lengdi/  an*  opportunity  presented  itidf.  One  of  hb  ae« 
^'  Sir  John  Spendquick^.a.  dismpated  and  deep^F^nTobnd 
Garanel)  invited  Inm  to  his^oontry-seat  in  Leioestenhiie,  for  theosten** 
fliUe  purpoae  of  giving  him  a  little  hunting,  hut  with  the  real  object  of 
Tiaking  an  omlaught  on  lus  banker's ;  for  Argentine  never  could  refuse  a 
chemie  to  one  of  his  fashionable  firiends,  though  a  deserving  and  poor  one 
mignt  have  lived  at  the  expense  of  the  pansh  for  any  assistance  from 
liini.  No  sooner  had  he  accepted,  the  invitation  than  he  invested  in. the 
porehaae  of  a  coat  of  the  most  brilliant  red,  a  pair  of  buckskin  neverr 
mention-'ems,  a  waistcoat  of  the  loundest,  and  a  roaring  cravat ;  and  as 
a.  luve  party  were  staying  there,  he  increased  his  wardrobe  to  a  state 
tint  nlled  his  valet  with  exultation,  for  that  gentleman  always  obtained 
the  reversion  of  his  master's  clothes  long,  before  they  had  become  unfit 
for  aervioe.  Behold  him  now  en  route  to  Leicesterdure.  His  adventures 
time,  whom  he  met,  and  what  he  did^  shall  they  not  be  impartially  re? 
OQouted  in.  die  following  chapter  ? 


Chapter  II. 

AsGSNTiNE  arrived  about  half-past  six  at  Gothepaoe  Hall,  thanks  to 
;  for  though  he  affected,  sportsmaulike,  to  sigh  sometimes  after 
the  oU  ooaoliing  days,  yet  he  was  by  no  means  insensible  to  the  ad- 
vantages of  being  conveyed  a  hundred  miles  out  of  town  in  the  spaoe  of 
about  two  hours  and  a  half.  After  a  due  time  spent  in  sacrificing  to 
the  Qncmf  he  made  his  entree  into  the  drawing-room,  where  all  the 
guests  had  assembled.  His  entrance  caused  a.  suppressed  titter  to  run 
through  the  room ;  and  no  wonder,  for  his  dress  was  in  the  very  extreme 
o£  outrageous  eentism,  and  the  quantity  and  dazzling  brilliancy  of  his 
jewelry  would  have  caused  a  Jew  to  turn  pale  with  envy.  Not  being 
much  accnslomed  to  the  superior  class  of  feniale  society,  and  feeling  him- 
self  to  be  the  object  of  universal  regard,  he  laboured  under  great  mental 
perturbation,  feeling  about  as  easy  as  an  ape  on  hot  irons,  and  went 
through  the  ceremony  of  introduction  with  a  scarlet  face  and  a  tremor 
in  hie  legs.  We  must  take  the  liberty  of  introducing  the  reader  to  a 
finr  of  the  guests* 

First,  stand  out.  Lady  Dashall,. woman  of  masculine  habit  and  strong 
mind ;  already  have  you  buried  two  husbands,  and,  if  rumour<  be  ooirecty 
art  on.  the  look-out  for  a  third  victim.  In  the  days  of  Anne  you  would 
have  outrivalled  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  and  Mrs.  Matwiam  as  a 
poiitical  intriguante,  but  in  these  less  excitable  and  more  selfish  times, 
yeor  genius  has  not  had  full  power  to  develop'  itself.  It  is  true  that 
yeur  political  influence  and  indomitable  perseverance  obtained  a  seat  in 
rarlisment  for  your  booby  son,  which,  if  certain  prejudices  could  have 
been  overcome,  you  would  have  filled  with  far  greater  6clat;  neverthelcBS 
your  powerful  nund  can  find  exercise  in  constituting  yourself  one  of  the 
leaders  of  touj  in  b^g.  distinguished  as  a  first-rate  whip,  a  rider  whom 
Camline  (of  equestrian,  circus  notoriety)  might  envy,  and  the  authoress 
cf  those  two  popular  novels,  '^  The  Divorcee*'  and  ^'  The  Union  of  Heart 
sad  Mind ;"  the  latter  work  having  gained  great  celebrity  chiefly  owing, 
to  ita  advocacy  of  certain  dangerous  doctrines,  and  its  almost  avowe^ 
dflfianos-  of  the  marriage  laws,,  it  had  created  a  great  sensation  in  a : 
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olasses  of  society,  having  already  reached  its  third  edition,  paas  oo^ 
Lady  Dashail;  and  come  forward,  Mr.  Tattle — you  are  a  general  &T011- 
rite ;  for  are  you  not  au  faii  to  all  the  cossip  and  scandal  of  the  day  it 
a  gossip-monger,  without  the  venom  usually  accompanying  such  chaiac-. 
ters :  hesides,  how  useful  you  are  —  the  great  ally  of  aU  diplomatifl 
mammas;  for  (good  creature!)  you  will  separate  a  dangerous  youngei: 
son  from  a  fascinating  but  dowerless  daughter,  and  you  are  alwaya 
ready  to  act  as  chaperon  on  shopping  excursions, — in  &cf^  to  make  your- 
self generally  usefuL  Pass  on,  hamiless  little  man;  and  come  forwafd^ 
General  and  Miss  Devereux,  noble  in  mind  and  heart  as  well  as  by  birth; 
condescending  to  all  ranks  of  life,  but  with  whom  inferiors  never  presumed 
on  familiarity ;  the  father,  as  gallant  and  as  brave  a  roan  as  ever  fought 
for  and  was  ill-requited  by  his  country;  and  his  daughter,  the  very  heau 
ideal  of  female  excellence  ;  her  beautiful  and  distingue  face  and  figure 
the  most  c^'nical  could  not  but  admire ;  and  such  was  the  true  womanly 
dignity  of  her  manner  and  conduct,  that  no  weak  and  silly  coxcomb  (a 
class  of  animal  flourishing  from  the  ducal  palace  down  to  the  clerk  s 
garret  at  Islington)  dared  to  address  her  with  those  inane  and  somewhat 
msultiug  compliments,  which  some  women,  forgetful  of  the  dignity  of 
their  sex,  are  apt  to  encourage,  or  at  least  seem  to  regard  with  £ivour. 
She  was  single,  but  not  from  lack  of  offers  to  change  her  state ;  it  was 
her  father's  wish  that  a  mind  and  person  formed  to  adorn  the  nobkst 
English  hearth,  should  not  be  wasted  on  any  blase  roue,  for  the  sake  of 
redeeming  his  acres  with  her  dowry,  nor,  worse  still,  on  some  emptj" 
headed  coxcomb,  with  nothing  but  birth  and  his  rent-roll  to  recommend 
him.  Such  men  could  never  appreciate  the  blessing  of  such  an  allianee. 
No,  he  would  only  part  with  his  child  to  one  her  superior  or  her  equals 
and  the  coming  man  had  not  arrived.  The  rest  of  the  guests  have  no 
roharacter  worth  a  description ;  a  class  of  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  might 
leave  their  respective  craniums  at  home  whenever  they  went  into  the 
world,  for  any  use  they  made  of  them  to  themselves  or  others ;  a  few 
well-dressed  marionettes,  artistically  placed,  would  answer  the  purpose 
of  filling  the  room  as  well,  if  not  better. 

The  General,  with  natural  good  breeding,  endeavoured  to  relieve  our 
hero  of  his  embarrassment  by  conversing  with  him  on  those  topics  on 
which  he  imaepuied  he  would  be  most  at  home ;  the  result  showed  him 
how  vain  and  how  shallow  was  the  object  of  his  good-natured  attention. 
Conversation  generally  began  to  flag,  for  the  chef  de  cuisuie. had  un- 
accountably delayed  the  dinner ;  but  everything  must  have  an  end ;  even  a 
lawyer  is  compelled  to  wind  up  his  unfortunate  client's  businessi  and  set 
him  free  at  last;  and  the  long-expectant  guests  heard  the  gratifying  iik- 
telligeoce  announced  from  the  pompous,  red-faced  butler,  with  inunepse 
satis£ftction.  The  dinner  was  excellent.  Mr.  Sparkle,  the  wit  (whoai»  fay. 
the  way,  we  forgot  to  introduce),  made  the  requisite  number  of  jcJcoi^ 
greatly  aided  therein  by  the  superlatively  excellent  champagne--^c 
diampagne  is  a  great  friend  to  wit,  incising,  we  suppose,  some  Off  its 
sparkling  propensities  into  the  brain.  Who  can  be  numorotts,  or  even 
decently  intelligent,  whilst  waiting  for  dinner ;  but  after  the  second  coitffl^ 
ye  gods,  what  a  change !  and  Argentine  felt  the  change,  for  his  mau»ai^ 
hqnie  had  left  him,  and  he  talked  such  outrageous  nonsense  to  his  oomr^ 
panion  (a  flaxen-haired  young  lady),  that  she  became  considmtb^  xifflMI/ 
not  being  able  to  catch  one  of  the  diamonds  that  fell  from  Sparkle's  lip% 
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ind  he  was  on  this  occasion  positively  exceeding  himself.  Aflter  the 
liffies  had  retired,  the  excellence  of  the  wine,  and  the. frequent  potations 
jdriiAioh  oar  hero  indulged,  hrought  him  to  that  state  in  which  the 
Mtieht  becomes  comparatively  ohlivioos  of  the  past  and  reckless  as  to  the 
3fi»ent;  need  it  he  a  matter  of  surprise,  that  when  at  length  he  unsteadily 
mmd  his  way  into  the  drawing-room,  he  should  see  double,  and  also  be 
jtStjr  df  the  neinous  offence  of  winking  at  Miss  St.  Omer,  Lady  Spend- 
iAIcirs  companion.  In  due  time  music  and  cards  commenced,  which 
iinbled  an  ancient  dowager  to  effect  her  escape  from  our  hero,  who, 
sl&ided  with  the  rosy  god,  had  commenced  a  violent  flirtation  with  her. 
)L  Wag,  wishing  to  exercise  his  genius,  told  Argentine  how  anxious  Miss 
St  Omer  was  to  hear  him  sing,  and,  plenum  Bacchi,  he  felt  only  too 
rM^  to  comply.  Without  any  preparation,  he  commenced  one  of  the  most 
^luar  negro  melodies,  giving  at  the  end  of  each  verse  the  conventional 
dltuA:le  and  dance.  The  company  were  convulsed  with  laughter.  ''  Now 
then,"  shouted  our  mis^ded  nero,  *Hhe  chorus,**  but  no  one  oomplied  with 
Ans  reasonable  demand.  At  this  juncture  the  butler  entered,  and  Argen- 
fine,  who,  when  under  the  influence  of  Bacchus,  was  decidedly  of  a  frolic- 
lome  turn,  made  a  rush  towards  the  astonished  individual  in  question, 
irized  his  wig,  and  flung  it  intentionally  towards  the  fire,  but  uninten- 
tnnaHy  full  in  the  face  of  his  dowager  inamorata^  who  was  at  the  time  in 
Slit  very  act  of  revoking.  And  then  he  wound  up  the '  evening's  enter- 
Eiinment  by  falling  flat  on  the  floor,  and  two  tall  grinning  footmen 
entered  and  conveyed  him  on  their  shoulders  from  the  scene  amidst  the 
Ettighter  of  the  company.  On  the  road  to  his  chamber  he  called  loudly 
tar  port,  and  nobody  answering,  or  In  any  way  attending  to  this  baccha- 
nalian request,  he  attempted  a  cry  for  the  more  humble  porter.  The 
Kmrants  had  much  difficulty  in  getting  him  to  bed,  but  at  last  exhausted 
iiitiire  gave  in,  and  he  fell  asleep.  We  will  leave  him  for  the  present^ 
liid  in  our  next  chapter  detail  his  adventures  in  the  chase;  the  whole  of 
the  male  guests,  witn  Lady  Dashall,  intending  to  follow  the  hounds  the 
diiezt  morning,  that  being  tne  grand  day,  at  wluch  most  of  the  neighbour- 
ing gentry  made  their  appearance. 


Chapter  IIL 

A  southerly  wind  and  a  cloady  sky. — Old  Song. 

Our  hero  awoke  the  following  morning,  burning  with  a  desire  to 
xmsume  an  unlimited  quantity  of  soda-water,  and  with  a  vag^e  conscious- 
Mas  that  he  had  committed  various  excesses  over  night ;  and  gradually 
dMse  thoughts,  at  first  floating  and  indistinct,  assumed  a  palpable  form, 
lad  he  became  fully  aware  of  all  the  over-night  enormities  that  he  had 
sotnmitted ;  he  sat  up  in  bed,  ruefully  chewing  the  cud  of  bitter  reflection, 
flien  the  sight  of  his  new  hunting-costume  caught  his  eye,  which  caused 
!iim  to  revive;  so.  hastily  springing -"from  his  bed,  he  performed  his 
aatatinal  ablutions  (shave  he  dare  not,  for  reasons  that  the  convivial 
Pt$ftder  may  well  imagine),  and  having  arrayed  himself  in  the  before- 
iMiitioned  hunting-costume,  and  having  taken  a  full  view  of  his  person 
11  the  flattering — therefore  lying — pier-glass,  descended  to  the  breakfast- 
WMD.  His  dress,  gait,  and  tout  ensemble  was  the  very  counterpart  of 
!¥right,  in  his  character  of  a  cockney  sportsman,  in  one  of  the  inimitaUe 
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•Adelphi  dramas ;  and  faaviog  stated  ihasintich,^wekaTe  tlie  reader  te 
imagine  the  sensation  his  appearance  must  have  created  .among  Uie 
eompany.  Sir  John,  determined  to  amose'^his  guests  at  our  harass  eoc- 
pense,  endeavoured  to  flatter  Argentine  into  the  beUef  that  ^diej  antininrtad 
seeing  in  him  a  fii8t*raie  rider,  and  that  no  douht  his  name  would  he 
£iivourahly  mentioned  in  the  sporting  papers  and  journals  as  amcong  the 
most  distinguished  sportsmen  of  the  day.  Now,  Argentine  had  frequfiBdr 
boasted  at  his  own  tahle  (after  dinner)  to  hks  boon  companions  of-  hu 
hovsemanship  and  field  exploits  in  general ;  but  now  that  the  oppovtuniiy 
for  proving  his  boasts  had  arrived,  he  began  to  feel  <that)J^  flmsuin 
imposter,^  and  his  nenrousness  increased  aecoardingly.  He  sat  a  ihorw 
in  1  a  similar  style  to  those  misguided  clesrks  and  apprentiees  who-scanr 
Bkckheathon  Sundays  and  hoHdays,  and  he.was'gmhlessolei^riiamog 
fbliowed  the  hounds. 

^*  We  shall  have  four  miles  to  ride'  to  cover,"  said  Sir  Jdm  tcrStepmy. 
'  Our  hero  had  an  indistinct  notion  that  Beynard  was  io  'be  uc^ksB- 
nelled  not  far  from  the  lawn,  and  he  felt  inexpressibly  zelief<^d  totktavifaf 
even  that  short  respite  from  the  ^scene  of  action. 

^^The  horses  are  at  the  door,"  exclaimed  Lady  I>ashall,^^aad'^wlMlia 
glorious  day  for  the  chase  I" 

Argentine  felt  very  fidnt,  he  nervously  giilped  down*  bis^  tea, : and 
long«d  for  a  trap  to  open  under  his  feet,  and  hide  him  out  of  eight  But 
retreat  was  of  course  useless,  so,  making  a  virtue  of  aeoessity,  he  atnide 
jauntily  to  the  door.  He  had  not  omitted  to  invest  in  the  purchase  of -a 
black  velvet  hunting*cap,  which  he  had  been  told  was  a  mi^ty  protectw 
to  hard  as  well  as  soft  skulls ;  an  awful  vision  presenting' itself  to  his  mind 
of  an  occasional  summerset,  when  your  horse,  coming  at  full  speed  to. a 
jump,  suddenly  refuses  to  take  it,  leaving  the  rider  to  occupy  bis  place iOD 
the  opposite  side,  the  soil  perchance  being  thickly  studded  ¥rith  flmt 
stones.  The  sight  of  so  many  bits  of  blood,  in  the  finest  oonditiony  with 
the  smart  grooms,  the  magnificent  prospect  of  country,  and  the  bracing 
air,  would  have  exhilarated  the  heart  of  the  old  tub«d welling  cynic,  if  ^he 
could  have  witnessed  such  a  scene. 

A  powerful  black  hunter,  christened  Old  Nick,  from  his  vicious  pro- 
pensities, had  been  selected  for  our  unfortunate  hero.  **  Noble  animal,** 
said  Sir  John,  confidently,  to  jStepney ;  **  a  little  vicious,  perhaps ;  in  feet, 
strange  to  say,  he  threw  me  three  times  successively  the  last  time  I  mounted 
him ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  you  can  manage  him ;  only  examine  his  points." 

Argentine  felt  what  he  dare  not  express ;  he,  who  sometimes  feond  a 
Blackheath  pony  too  much  fer  him,  to  be  mounted  on  a  horse  that  had 
thrown  one  of  the  best  riders  in  Leicestershire ;  he  was  fully  alive  to  ^ 
hard  feet  that  he  was  not  the  Alexander  to  manage  this  fiucephalas. 

*'  So,  so,  then,  good  fellow !"  he  exclaimed,  attempting  to  pat  Old  Niek ; 
but  the  good  fellow  was  proof  against  these  blandishments,  and  curvetted, 
and  pranced,  and  resisted  every  attempt  that  the  unfortunate  viotini'made 
to  invade  his  back ;  at  last,  by  dint  of  great  exertion  and  the  asebtanee 
6f  the  grinning  groom,  he  succeeded,  and  then  he  wondered  how>  he 
should  ever  be  enabled  to  dismount.  Old  Nick  appeared  to  knew  bis 
'customer,  for  at  first  he  absolutely  refused  to  start,  spite  of  the  intr^ld 
Argmitine's  pacificatory  ejaculations ;  at  length  he  condescended  to  do 
^aoy  'with  his  nead  apparency  in  intense -contemplation  of  the  state  of  the 


KB.  UBQEKTnrE'BTBPNST.  211 

''Dear  me,  horvr  awfully  I  am  jolted!"  said  the  timid  Argentine  to  a 
gentleman  riding  by  him ;  ^<  this  is  a  qneer  animaL" 

'^  Splendid  creature/'  said  the  gentleman.  '^  Spendquick  originally  in- 
tsnded  him  to  run  in  harness,  but  he  nearly  broke  poor  old  Driver^s  (the 
coachman's)  neok  when  he  tried  him  in  the  break ;  since  then.  Sir  John 
node  him  atihe  last  hunt,  but  he  absolutely  threw  him  three  suecesaure 
Ernies ;  and  you  know  what  a  capitis  seat  he  has."  And, -having  increased 
our  hero's  alarm  at  least  twenty  per  cent,  he  galloped  off  to  join  Lady 
Dashall^  and  amuse  her  whh  the  awful  epix>de  he  had  minted  coDcem- 
ing  Old'SHck. 

**  Why  doant  yer  git  inside  your  oss^  sir  ?"  said  a  carroty-headed*  urohin 
who  was  passing  the  cavalcade.  Ho  was  rewarded  for  this  sarcasm  by  a  cut 
on  the  shoulders  from  Stepney's  whip.  The  urchin,- with  a  slowness  of  oom- 
pudiension  peculiar  to  many  of  our  peasantry,  took  at  least  two  minutes  to 
feeover  from  his  astonishment  at  this  unexpected  stroke,  and  then  burst 
oat  into  indignant  exclamations  and  a  torrent  of  invectiye.  But  Argen- 
tine's ears  h^d  not  the  vituperation  of  the  carroty  urchin,  for  Old  Nick 
had  taken  it  into  his  head  to  run  away,  and  our  hero  gave. himself  up  ibr 
lost 

^'Oh,  mercy!  Hallo!  stop  this  horse,  my  good  man."  The  good 
man  alluded  to  only  laughed  derisively.  '*  Oh,  why  did  I  ever  mount' 
this  accursed  beast !  they  did  well  to  christen  him  Old  Nick,  for  he  must, 
indeed,  possess  the  spirit  of  his  illustrious  namesake."     At  last  Argentine 

came  in  sight  of  the  gay  and  fashionable  town  of  G .     "  Here's  an 

exposure !"  he  thought.     '*  I  wonder  where  the  rest  of  the  party  are." 

They  had  taken  a  different  route,  unconscious  of  our  hero's  disaster. 
Old  Nick  dashed  furiously  into  the  town,  creating,  as  may  be  imagined, 
a  great  sensation.  At  last,  by  no  means  exhausted,  he  reached  a  quiet 
square,  inhabited  chiefly  by  elderly  maiden  ladies,  an  old  half-pay  lieu- 


tenant and  his  enormous  family  (how  is  it,  by  the  way,  that  half-pay 

~  " '  tys  their  quiver  so  full 

of  olive-branches  ?  b  it  because  they  are  the  least  ahle  to  support  them  ? 


— _       ,      ^ —  -r         J  J  f 

officers,  like  poor  curates  and  poor  clerks,  have  always  their  quiver  so 


We  leave  this  question  for  the  consideration  of  Dr.  Mai  thus  and  Miss 
Martineau)  ;  a  few  other  houses,  inhabited  by  fieimilies,  poor  but  unex- 
ceptionably  bom  and  bred ;  and  the  last  and  largest  house  in  the  square  was 
a  preparatory  school  (kept  by  the  Misses  Groundwell)  for  the  instruction  of 
the  rising  generation  of  the  fair  sex,  and  called  Minerva  House. 

Fronting  this  interesting  abode  of  the  muses  and  the  graces,  an  organ- 
grinder  was  extracting  the  Bloomer  Polka  from  a  broken- winded  instru- 
ment. Unconscious  of  coming  evil,  he  was  playing  away,  with  half- 
pence in  view ;  suddenly  Old  Nick  knocked  him  down,  to  the  dismay  of 
a  nervous  old  lady,  who  was  returning  to  her  domicile  after  her  daily 
constitutionaL  When  the  catastrophe  happened,  she  screamed,  as  in 
duty  bound,  but,  seeing  no  gentleman  in  tne  square,  she  deferred  faint- 
ing till  her  servant  opened  the  door.  Old  Nick,  unmindful  of  organ- 
grinders  and  nervous  old  ladies,  rushed  through  the  square,  and  dashed 
M  once  into  the  High-street.  Off  flew  Argentine's  cap  ;  the  shouts  of 
the  idle  vagabonds  who  are  generally  seen  sauntering  and  prowling 
about  the  streets  at  all  hours  (we  beheve  they  form  the  majority  of  the 
Chartists,  Sodaltsts,  and  Reformers,  who  amuse  themselves  and  the 
country  with  their  insane  endeavours  to  upset  the  constitution),  made  the 
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horse  still  more  frantic,  and  he  did  not  stop  till  out  of  sight  of  the  town ; 
and  then  it  was  with  k  jeA  so  sudden 'as  to  cause  his  wretched  yicdm  to 
pitch  over  his  head. 

The  misguided  Argentine  lay  for  some  time  on  the  ground,  more 
frightened  than  hurt,  and  when  he  at  last  rose,  under  the  impression 
that  every  hone  in  his  hody  was  fractured,  he  saw  Old  Nick  standing 
quietly  hy,  apparently  unconscious  of  the  mischief  he  had  done.  But  he 
could  not  remain  m  this  state,  remount  he  must ;  hut  he  found  it  ttf 
be  a  feat  hr  from  easy  of  accomplishment,  for  Old  Nick  resisted  everV/ 
attempt  that  was  ma^e  to  invade  his  back  At  length,  after  muA 
commendable  perseverance,  Stepney  succeeded ;  and,  by  dint  of  inquiry, 
found  his  way  to  the  meet,  ana  arrived  there  in  a  most  deplorable  con- 
dition, capless  and  covered  with  mud. 

The  company  condoled  with  him  on  his  misfortune,  and  some  bantered 
him  ;  but  the  little  pluck  he  ever  possessed  had  completely  deserted  him, 
and  he  could  only  sit  on  his  horse  and  personify  the  image  of  hopeless 
despair.  At  length  the  fox  was  found,  the  tally  ho  was  ^ven,  reynard 
stole  away,  and  Old  Nick  became  so  excited,  that  our  hero's  utmost  en- 
deavours  to  restrain  him  proved  unavailing. 

This  reminds  us  of  a  circumstance  which  once  occurred  with  the 
Queen's  Hounds.  A  well-known  London  confectioner,  who  was  a  great 
sportsman,  was  one  day  out  with  the  Queen's  Hounds,  on  a  very  spirited 
horse,  which  he  found  great  difficulty  in  restraining.  At  the  commence- 
ment of  the  chase,  as  he  was  pulling  vigorously  at  his  horse,  he  came  up 

with  a  nobleman,  Lord  A (distinguished  for  his  ready  wit),  and 

said, 

"  Lord  A ,  this  horse  is  so  hot  I  can  scarcely  hold  him." 

"  Ice  him,  then,"  replied  the  nobleman. 

To  return  to  our  hero.  He  felt  like  another  Mazeppa  tied  to  his  wild 
horse.  The  horse  literally  flew  over  the  soil,  and  tnere  seemed  evenr 
chance  of  his  coming  in  at  the  death  ;  but  that  enemy  fear  predominateo, 
to  the  exclusion  of  every  other  feeling  ;  and,  with  his  hands  grasping  the 
horse's  mane,  he  screamed — absolutely  screamed  in  his  agony  of  terror. 
In  this  position  he  found  himself,  for  the  first  time,  taken  over  a  for- 
midable hedge,  and  then  safely  deposited  in  a  ditch  ;  when  Old  Nick,  as 
if  tired  with  his  exertions,  stood  stock-still,  gazing  carelessly  at  the  victim 
of  his  tricks,  who,  with  his  head  three  parts  in  the  mud  and  his  heels  in 
the  air,  presented  a  study  for  a  Royal  Academician.  He  was  extricated 
from  his  unenviable  position  by  a  peasant-boy,  who  happened  to  be  pass* 
ing.  He  tried  to  regain  his  steed  ;  but  that  sagacious  animal,  true  to 
his  nature,  giving  him  a  parting  glance,  galloped  off  after  the  hounds, 
and  kept  his  place  in  the  field,  as  a  hunter  should  do. 

Our  hero  was  not  sorry  for  this  ;  and  feeling  disinclined  to  return  to 
Gothepace  Hall,  to  endure  the  jokes  and  covert  sarcasms  of  the  guests— 
a  penalty  which  he  knew  full  well  he  should  have  to  pay — walked  to  ihe 
railway  station,  about  two  miles  distant,  and  borrowing  a  hat  from  the.' 
railway  clerk,  he  jumped  into  a  first-class  carriage,  the  train,  by  great; 

§'ood-luck,  being  just  due  when  he  arrived.     He  reached  London  aboat ; 
usk,  tired  and  misanthropical,  vowing  never  again  to  trust  his  neck  to  a  • 
spirited  horse,  nor,  in  fact,  ever  to  make  a  second  attempt  to  follow  the 
hounds. 
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BT  HABGARET  CASSOK. 
IX. 

Jt  was  the  night  of  a  hrilliant  ball;  sweet  and  joyful  pealed  forth  the 
oeny  dance-music,  lightly  moyed  the  forms  of  the  dancers — the  gayest, 
Imi  loveliest  of  all,  Katmeen.  Who,  to  look  on  that  fair  &ce,  would 
beam  of  the  lurking  poison  beneath,  corroding  that  young  spirit  ?  An 
Mger  group  around  her — the  ever-admired  and  favourite  one — who  so 
jiarming,  or  so  flEkscinating  ?  Suddenly  she  pauses — her  colour  pales — 
ber  hand  trembles;  anower  moment,  and  she  stands  by  the  side  of 
bibel. 

**  Will  you  believe  me  now  ?" — ^the  voice  was  so  calm  and  hushed, 
Isabella  started,  she  knew  not  why,  at  its  still  sound — **will  you  believe 
oae  now,  it  was  not  a  dream  ? — ^now,  when  he  is  there  before  you,  he, 
my  first  fate,  my  spectre-bridegroom  ?" 

"  Before  me,  where  ?     Which  do  you  mean  ?" 

**  The  one  dancing  with  that  fair-haired  girl  in  blue." 

"  Kathleen,  I  hoped  time  had  queUed  that  wild  delusion." 

*'  Did  you,"  rejoined  she,  sadly.  *^  It  being  no  delusion,  it  is  not  so 
easily  quelled." 

**  Yet  you  have  seemed  so  happy,  so  like  your  own  dear  self  of  late,  I 
trusted  it  was  so." 

"  Ah  !  this  hollow,  false  life,  has  it  deceived  you,  too  ?  Nature  in- 
tended me  for  better  things  than  this.  And  have  you  yet  to  learn,  Isa, 
that  the  deeper  the  feelings  the  less  they  appear  on  the  sinrface  ?  Still, 
I  am  glad  you  thought  me  gay  and  happy.  I  wished  to  be  thought  so ; 
but  there  is  ray  fate,  I  suppose  I  ought  to  be  vert/  gay  and  happy  now  ?" 
'  *'  To  convince  you  under  what  a  delusion  you  labour,  Kathleen,  the 
j^tleman  you  allude  to  is  Mr.  Vernon,  and  he  is  engaged  to  Miss  Mel- 
Yille,  the  very  young  lady  with  whom  he  is  now  dancing." 

*•  Nevertheless,  it  is  my  fate." 

"  But  you  would  not  play  so  cruel,  so  treacherous  a  part,  as  to  strive 
to  win  him,  and  that  at  the  expense  of  another's  happiness?"  said  Miss 
Ghrabam. 

V  **  /  strive  to  win  him !  I  strive  not.  I  have  no  wish  to  win  him ; 
nevertheless,  he  will  be  mine — not  willingly.  Heaven  knows,  Isabel. 
Hkybo  it  is  aJso  my  fate  to  draw  down  misery  on  others  as  well  as  upon 
myself.  It  would  hardly  be  a  punishment  worthy  of  my  crime,  were  my 
nhsery  purely  selfish,"  replied  Miss  O'Brien,  despondingly. 

"  May  I  introduce  my  friend,  Mr.  Vernon,  to  you.  Miss  O'Brien  ?"  said 
ajroice  near  the  girl ;  "  he  is  very  anxious  to  make  your  acquaintance," 

A  few  moments  more,  and  ELathleen  was  amid  the  crowd  of  dancers ; 
her  partner,  Mr.  Vernon !  That  night  Mr.  Vernon  went  home  madly, 
desperately  in  love.  Kathleen's  fatal  beauty  had  done  its  work;  his 
farmer  vows  and  promises,  his  plighted  love,  all  forgotten ;  ruthlessly  did 
li^  infatuated  admirer  sacrifice  at  her  shrine  poor  Ida  Melville's  broken 
heart;  and  but  a  short  time  elapsed  from  their  first  meeting,  ere  Kathleen 
had  consented  to  be  his  wife,  and  knelt  at  the  altar — a  bride !     Bu^ 

roju  xxu.  T 
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*^  even  as  she  turned,  the  curse  had  fallen,"  and  bitterly  were  poor  Ida's 
wrongs  avenged.  The  remembrauoe  of  the  gay  wedding,  of  the  £Eur 
pale  bride,  had  hardly  ceased  to  be  a  subject  of  discussion,  the  flowers 
that  strewed  her  path  were  scarce  withered,  the  recollection  of  the  sound 
of  her  bridal  bells  scarce  died  away  from  her  imagination,  when  Kathleen 
stood,  pale,  mute,  heart-stricken,  by  the  corpse  of  her  dead  husband! 
A  devoted  follower  of  the  chase,  and  a  danng  rider,  he  had  met  his 
death  whilst  engaged  in  his  ^Eivourite  puzsuit. 


A  YEAE  has  gone  by  since  Kathleen's  widowhood,  and  once  moro.  ii., 
she  beneath  Sir  John  l3abrymple*s  roof;  but  not  at  Balinaslough — theie 
she  could  not  go.  As  yet,  never  again  had  Captain  Cunninghame  croaiad; 
her  path,  and  now  she  began  to  breathe  iireely  once  more ;  the  €>▼«'- 
whelming  dread  which  the  remembrance  of  the  second  fiEital  miioa 
foreshadowed  to  her  ever  threw  around  her,  removing  itself  from  h« 
mind.  But  her  remorseless  destiny  was  even  then  encircling  her.  She 
had  raised  the  storm ;  she  must  abide  its  fury. 

It  was  a  momiag  in  springtime,  and  Kathleen  was  quietly  working  by 
Lady  Dalrymple's  side,  feeling  her  happiest — but  it  seemea  poor  KAth- 
leen  s  doom,  that  joy  should  to  her  be  ever  the  prophet  of  sorrow — vAmn 
Sir  John  entered  the  room. 

*^  I  have  just  learnt,  my  dear,"  said  he  to  his  wife,  '^  that  Cnnninghame 
is  in  the  neighbourhood.  I  have  ordered  my  horse,  to  ride  over  to  hiniy 
and  ask  him  here." 

Poor  ELathleen!  where  are  your  fairy  visions  of  happiness  now?— 
crushed,  abandoned  I  To  the  solitude  of  her  chamber  went  Kathleen; 
for  one  moment  she  stood  pressing  her  trembling  hand  on  her  wildly- 
fluttering  heart,  to  still  its  beatings ;  the  next,  and  from  its  resting-plaee 
she  drew  the  fatal  relic,  and,  as  usua],  it  exerts  over  her  its  strange  influ- 
ence. As  she  gazed,  rapidly  passed  before  her  the  midnight  vision  ■tfao 
agony — the  unchangeable  destiny !  and  her  better  feelings  sank  beneath 
the  power  of  the  spell.  It  was  a  strange  character;  so  reckless  in  its 
daring,  and  yet  so  brave  a  heart  to  meet  its  doom.  The  worst  had  oome 
now;  the  dread  of  the  anticipation  ceased  with  the  reality,  andin^thii 
spirit  she  met  him — emotionless  and  resigned.  "  Could  she  bear  aU?* 
as  she  once  had  asked,  shrinking  iqppalled  from  the  Bate  before  her.  Tes, 
even  with  a  courage  worthy  of  a  better  cause. 

He  came — to  admire  her,  far  more  than  in  the  days  of  her  girlish  beaatT' 
*--to  love  her,  as  much  as  his  heart  was  capable  of  loving — to  woo,  and 
to  win  her.  And  again  did  Kathleen  stand  before  the  altar,  desecrating 
the  holy  place  with  the  false  vows  she  uttered,  as  she  promised  to  lore 
and  honour  one  whom  she  did  not  honour,  whom  she  could  not  love.  It 
was  a  wretched  union ;  no  one  single  interest  or  sympathy  had  the  ill- 
assorted  DBxr  between  them:  unamiable,  narrow-minded,  inferior  to 
Kathleen  m  every  respect,  Captain  Cunninghame  speedily  became  jealouB 
of  the  superior  intellect  (k  his  unhappy  wite. 

There  is  nothing  so  galling  to  an  ungenerous  nature  as  a  conatuii 
association  with  its  oppoate ;  it  provokes  almost  to  madness ;  and  althon^ 
never  even  to  themselves  do  the  owners  thereof  confess  its  i*TPfttgnf^ 
there  it  lies  deep  in  the  recesses  of  the  heart,  stinging  and  driyiog  with 
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itsinyolantaiT  comparison,  and  goading  them  on  to  make  the  unfortunate 
olject  of  their  jealousy  hitterly  feel  the  small  tyranny,  the  meanness  of 
irnich  such  a  mind  is  capable  of  inflicting.  And  tnough.  there  were 
moments  yet  when  Captam  Cunninghame  felt  proud  of  nis  lovely  wife, 
8tiU»  now  she  was  his  own,  her  beauW  fisdled  to  exert  the  power  which 
once  it  swayed  over  his  heart,  and  Kathleen  was  daily  and  hourly  the 
olject  of  the  peevish  quarrelling  of  an  ill-tempered  man,  the  victim  of 
his  capricious  temperament ;  her  finer  mind  turned  away  from  him,  disr 
gusted.  Yet  was  she  culpable,  too,  in  her  way ;  she  made  no  attempt  to 
conceal  the  contempt  her  husband's  conduct  called  up ;  with  a  prida  and 
a  scorn  she  met  it,  and  sought  in  a  round  of  senseless  gaiety  the  peace  her 
own  home  denied  her ;  whilst  he  also  went  on  his  own  way,  and  in  the 
desperate  excitement  of  his  favourite  pursuits,  the  dice-box  and  the  race- 
course, he  tried  to  drown  care. 

The  death  of  her  father,  about  this  time^  removed  almost  the  only 
comfort  she  possessed  from  the  poor  wife ;  and  this  restraint  away,  her 
husband's  conduct  became  only  the  more  reckless ;  his  fortune,  too,  began, 
to  suffer  severely  from  the  heavy  calls  of  his  extravagance  upon  it.  And 
tUs  for  Kathleen  to  endure ! — she,  brought  up  in  luxury  and  indolence — 
to  be  borne  for  a  man  she  hated,  and  by  one  with  whom  duty  had  never 
beea  the  Polar-star  to  guide  her  actions. 

They  were  living  in  a  small  town  by  the  sea-side,  Kathleen  daily 
beoonung  more  objectless,  more  dispiritless.  One  evening  in  particular, 
she  felt  the  burden  intolerable — the  solitude  of  her  own  home  so  oppres- 
sive, she  could  not  remain  within  doors ;  in  the  great  face  of  nature  must 
she  seek  for  comfort ;  in  the  pure  air  of  heaven,  reliefl  And  it  was  such 
a  lovely  evening  of  cloud  and  shadow,  with  now  and  then  a  c^leam  of 
sunshine  breaking  through  the  shade,  to  relieve  and  animate  the  scene. 
Mrs.  Cunninghame  bent  her  steps  to  a  favourite  spot  on  the  chSsy  whose 
beetling  brow  overhung  the  vast  sea,  which  dashed  unceasingly  with  its 
heavy  moaning  against  its  base.  It  was  a  lonely  spot,  but  it  accorded . 
well  with  her  cheerless  depression,  and  she  sat  there  listening  to  the  wild 
crj  of  the  sea-birds  and  the  throb  of  the  wave,  abandoning  herself 
entirely  to  the  sorrow  of  her  heart.  She  felt  so  strangely  sad  that 
eiening,  and  ''  silence's  impassioned  breathings  round  seemed  wandering 
isto  sound,"  recalling  days  long  gone  by — ^her  girlhood's  ioys,  her  buoyant . 
hours  of  youth— days  sne  hardly  ever  could  bear  to  thixik  on  now.  And 
honk  amid  the  wild  imconnected  thoughts  which  thronged  her  memory, 
soon  stood  Ibrth  one,  separating  itself  clear  and  distinct,  from  the  coar 
fasion.  She  seemed,  in  her  imagination,  again  to  be  at  Balinaslough — 
sgain  to  be  with  him;  again  they  wended  their  way,  that  laugfiing 

O  along  the  terrace,  up  the  hill — again  she  listened  to  the  words  of 
_  Tcathed  by  the  only  voice  she  had  ever  truly  loved.  Back  flew 
lar  thoughts,  until  the  present  seemed  merged  into  the  past ;  the  very 
greeting  of  earth  and  ocean,  as  she  listened  to  its  sound,  seemed  to  her 
enated  sense  typical  of  her  own  destiny.  Had  not  they  met,  but  to 
part?  and  that  by  the  impetuous  nature  of  the  one,  the  hard  resistance 
of  the  other.  Ajid  as  she,  the  wife  of  another,  thus  allowed  her  mind  to 
wander  at  will,  unchecked,  unreproved,  she  bowed  her  head  upon  her 
hand,  and  her  heart  sank  within  her.  Ah !  Kathleen,  has  not  experience 
yet  taught  you  to  resist  at  the  beginning  the  first  insidious  whisper  of 

12 


2 16  i^iifc  'hktTfiih  ^  Vjfc£t. 


thi^  Temtrter?  Once  allow  that  an  entrance,  atid  aroidanoe  tfnot  86 
easy.  When  she  rased  her  head,  Douglas  himself  was  staindmn^  before  her. 

**  Mr.  Osmond!"  exclaimed  she,  as,  terrified  and  amazed, she  spratog  to 
lierfeet.  \      ^ 

^*  At  length  we  meet  again,*'  said  he,  the  first  greetings  orer,  in  Us 
calm,  passionless  voice,  seating  himself  as  he  spoke  hy  her  side,  as  coogh 
posedly  as  if  they  had  parted  but  yesterday,  and  with  no  reihemlnance 
attached  to  their  parting. 

"  Yes,  at  length.     Did  you  know  I  was  here  ?*'  ' 

*^  No,"  replied  he,  *'  the  meeting  was  quite  accidental,  t  am  be^me  a 
sad  wanderer  over  the  face  of  the  earth,  seeking  for  happiness,  and  find- 
ing it  not ;  and  I  have  but  lately  returned  from  abroad.  I  arrired  b«re 
last  night,  and,  attracted  by  the  beauty  of  the  place,  determined  to  re- 
main a  few  days.  I  was,  I  confess,  surprised  to  see  before  me  one  whom 
I  believed  was  far  away ;  but  you  were  so  lost  in  thought  you  perceived 
me  not  What  was  the  subject  of  your  deep  meditation,  ^1  you  not 
tell  me  ?"  She  answered  not,  but  sat  motionless,  like  a  beautiful  stsitue^ 
gazing  steadfastly  before  her  on  the  sea.  '^  It  is  a  long  time  since  you 
and  I  were  thus  together,"  said  he,  at  length,  somewhat  harsUy.  **  If  I 
am  not  mistaken,  the  last  time  we  were  so  was  on  the  summit  of  a 
hill."  Still  no  reply ;  Kathleen  was  nervously  plucking  the  little  floWeri 
which  grew  near  her.  "  Are  you  gathering  tnose  flowers  for  me,"  con- 
tinued he,  *'  to  persuade  me  again  to  prove  for  your  edification  that  the 
spirit  of  chival^  is  not  yet  extinct  ?  Pardon  me  repeating  your  own 
words  to  you,"  and  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  her  for  the  first  time,  watching 
her  varying  countenance. 

"  You  are  very  cruel,"  Mr.  Osmond. 

"  Am  I  ?  And  who  made  me  so,  Kathleen  ?  Who,  when  my  naturally 
hard  nature  was  becoming  softened  and  humanised  under  her  gentle  in- 
flaence,  drove  me  back  upon  myself,  to  become  twenty,  aye,  a  bundred- 
Ibld  harder  than  before,  destroying  for  ever  any  better  feelings  whidi| 
amid  my  many  fisiults,  I  might  possess  ?"  said  he,  more  kindly. 

Mrs.  Cunninghame  shuddered,  and  her  fingers  played  huniedlj  with 
the  flowers  she  yet  held. 

**  You  were  very  cruel,  very  inexorable  even  then,"  said  she  in  a  low 
voice,  at  last,  so  low  he  could  scarcely  hear  the  words  ;  "  yes,  very  ctnel 
was  the  severity  with  which  you  visited  my  one  rash  trial  of  power.'* 

*'  Your  one  rash  trial,  Kathleen ;  did  you  afterwards  evince  any  sorrow 
for  what  you  had  done  ?  Could  I  deem  you  anything  but  the  heartless 
coquette,  when,  after  all  that  had  passed,  I  beheld  you  happy,  gay,  and 
laughing,  lavishing  on  others  the  smiles  once  all  my  own,  the  centre  of 
the  brilliant  circle,  the  first  in  every  fresh  amusement,  and  apparency 
totally  indifferent  to  me  and  our  relations  to  one  another  ?*' 

*^  I  was  but  following  out  my  doom,  meeting  my  fate,"  said  she,  still 
so  mournfully. 

*^  Doom  1  fate  !*'  exclaimed  Osmond,  impatiently ;  ''  all  weak  people 
talk  of  doom  and  fate :  they  allow  their  impulses  to  drift  them  down 
the  stream  at  the  current's  will,  and  then,  as  an  excuse  for  their  errors, 
say  it  was  destiny  and  fate.  There  are  no  such  things  as  destiny  and 
fate,  believe  me,  save  such  as  a  man's  own  strong  arm  hews  out  for  him« 
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ta  jott )  but  it  provoke  m<e  to  hear  such  words  from  ^our  lips.** 
.    Aoin  a^eope. 

^  Hare  you  heard  from  the  DaLrymples  lately?"  asked  he,  breaking 
diroiu^b  it ;  for  it  began  to  be  oppressive,  and  he  felt  he  must  say 
aomeumg; 

^*  No ;  I  believe  they  are  now  in  Ireland." 

*'  At  Balinaslough  castle  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  How  is  Mr.  O'Brien  ?" 

*'  My  father  ?"  faltered  Kathleen,  glancing  at  her  mourning  dress.  '*  I 
am  an  orphan  now." 

*'  Forgive  me,  indeed  I  knew  it  not.  I  heard,'*  said  Osmond,  ''  of  Mrs. 
O'Brien's  death,  but  not  of  this.    Then,  with  whom  are  you  here  ?" 

**  With  my  husband,"  said  ELathleen,  in  surprise. 

**  Tour  husband  !"  exclaimed  he.  ''I  am  unfortunate  in  my  mistakes 
to-day.     I  thought — I  understood  that  Mr.  Vemoo,  too,  had  died." 

'*  Yes,"  said  Kathleen  ;  *^  but  I — I  am  married  again." 

"  Tou,  Kathleen  !  married  !  A  second  time  false  to  your  first  faith," 
muttered  he  between  his  (set  teeth.)  '<  And  who,  may  I  ask,  is  your 
husband  now  ?" 

Kathleen's  delicate  form  shook  convulsively,  as  bending  low  her  head, 
she  told  him,  ''  Captain  Cunninghame." 

*'  Cunninghame  !'*  exclaimed  he.  *'  Oh,  woman,  woman  !"  to  himself; 
then  aloud — *'  And  I  presume,  Kathleen,  you  were  '  following  out  your 
destiny,' — *  meeting  your  fate,'  in  that  marriage  also  ?" 

"  Yes,  even  so,"  answered  she  listlessly,  "  mock  me  as  you  will." 

^'  Ah!"  said  he,  as  he  rose  and  walked  a  few  paces  hurriedly  along 
the  cliff.  "And,"  added  he,  suddenly  returning,  ** where  is  Captain 
Cunninghame  this  evening  ?  how  is  it  he  allows  his  fair  wife  to  wander 
alone  and  unattended  thus  ?  I  should  have  thought  Cunninghame  had 
been  the  very  person  for  a  sea -side  ramble,  with  '  a  soul  to  comprehend  its 
majesty,'  and  so  forth." 

*'  My  husband,"  said  Kathleen,  with  a  slight  stress  on  the  term,  her 
broken  heart  writhing  beneath  every  word  Douglas  uttered,  '^is  gone 
tp  the races,  but  returns  to-night." 

*^  Oh  !  matrimony,  then,  has  not  made  the  gallant  captain  cease  to  love 
such-like  pastimes!  I  suppose  he  rarely  frequents  such  scenes  now 
however,  and  has  quite  given  up  play  ;  in  short,  become  a  domestic  cha- 
racter in  his  capacity  of  married  man  ?" 

Kathleen  replied  not,  but,  oh  !  those  deep-speaking  eyes,  what  a  tale 
they  told ! 

"  Poor  child !"  smd  he,  half-compassionately,  "  you  have  suffered  much 
since  we  met ;  but  it  has  not  altered  you,  Kathleen  ;  sorrow  has  spared 
to  engrave  its  characters  on  your  cheek." 

And  it  was  even  as  he  said :  it  seemed  to  be  a  portion  of  her  fiatal 
dower  to  retain  her  loveliness ;  the  bloom  was  on  her  cheek,  the  light  in 
her  eye,  the  form  had  not  lost  a  single  grace,  nor  the  step  its  lightness  ; 
there  was  no  outward  wreck  visible,  the  whited  sepulchre  which  entombed 
that  aching  spirit  was  very  fair  to  look  upon. 
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'<I  nrast  go  bome,**  said  she,  when  diey  had  sat  there  some -time 
longer,  with  scarcely  s  word  spoken  ;  ^  it  is  late,  I  must  not  stay  nowl? 

*^  Good-bye,  then,"  said  Douglas,  rising,  without  one  effort  to^tain 
her ;  *'  I  may  come  and  see  you  sometimes,  may  I  not?** 
'*  Yes,  certainly  ;  will  you  not  come  now  ?" 
"  No,  not  this  evening,  thank  you  ;  I  must  pursue  my  walk.** 
But  he  did  not  pursue  his  walk,  but  stood  watching  her  Tetreating 
figure  down  the  path ;  and  then  he  sat  there,  as  she  had  done  before 
him,  with  his  face  buried  in  his  hands,  the  big  tears  raining  down  th& 
cheeks  of  the  stem  cold  man,  as  from  the  eyes  of  a  little  child — die  firs^ 
and  last  outward  trace  of  emotion  Douglas  Osmond  ever  betrayed. 

XI. 

And  Kathleen  sought  her  home,  and  her  husband  has  come,  and  witb 
him  some  friends  ;  and  she  has  g^ne  through  the  weary  dinner,  and  now 
she  sits  alone,  her  soKtude  uninterrupted  but  by  the  occasional  sounds  of 
loud  laughter  from  the  revellers  beneath.  And  as  she  thinks,  her  thoughts 
are  maddening ;  despair  and  anguish  seem  alone  her  portion  I  Yet  why 
blame  yonr  fate,  Kathleen :  did  you  not  invoke  the  demon  to  yomr  aid? 
when  ne  replied  not  to  your  call,  did  you  not  renew  yonr  entreatiev? 
And  now  that  he  has  oome^  why  murmur,  now  that  you  know  joor&te? 
Oh !  the  contrast  of  those  men  to  Douglas !  And  yet  she  hates  hendf 
for  the  comparison.  And  the  days  speed  on,  and  Douglas  still  lingers ;  and 

>he  is  with  her,  near  her  constantly,  and  still  the  same  restless,  pinn^ 
dreariness  of  spirit,  ^the  charm  oJF  life  undone."  And  Douglaa  ftlt 
his  power,  and  triumphed  in  the  knowledge ;  it  pleased  him,  this  revenue-— 
to  make  her  know  how  she  had  made  him  suffer — ^to  see  her  feei  her 
loss.  As  he  told  her,  adversity  had  but  hardened  him ;  the  world  had 
i)een  to  him  a  harsh  nursing-mother  ;  and  the  only  gleam  of  aimdiiBe 

*whioh  had  fallen  athwart  his  path,  had  but  made  the  darkness  greater— 

'more  visible.  He  would  not  willingly  have  harmed  Kathleen,  even  in 
thought;  nay  more,  he  had  a  code  of  right  and  wrong  he  sternly .ibl- 

'  lowed  ;  but  the  hi^-souled  principle,   to  '^know  the  right,  and  do  it,'* 

'the  deep  love,  in  aU  the  beauty  of  its  unselfishness,  which  teaches  to  sacri- 
fice all,  to  immolate  even  love  itself,  when  the  welfare  of  the  loved  re- 
quires it,  was  not  his.     Unconsciously  to  himself,  the  clouds  were  gather- 

■  ing  around  him ;  yet  he  felt  not  their  fliiadow,  he  marked  not  the  darkemng 
dcy.  He,'  too,  trasted  in  his  own  strength.  Poor  mortal !  so  strong  in 
your  weakness,  so  impotent  in  your  power !     And  thus  they  were,  the 

^tempter  and  the  tempted ! 

XU. 

How  the  sea  is  roaring !  How  the  sur^ng  billows  lash  the  shore ! 
The  green  waves  crested  with  wirite  foam,  '^  the  pulses  of  the  great 
ocean" — they  are  rising  and  falling  so  rapidly.  The  sea-bird's  wings 
glance  white  and  spirit-like  in  the  gathering  darkness,  and  the  howl  of 
tlie  wind,  the  lowering  sky,  all  betoken  the  coming  storm.  And  all  '^xj 
kyng  there  has  been  that  oppressive  stillness,  which  holds  such  magnetic 
sway  over  the  heart  of  man.  How  strange  it  is,  the  dead  cahn  whnh 
always  precedes  a  storm,  whether  in  life  or  in  nature — that  still,  emotion- 
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quiet,  as  the  roiee  of  God,  pleading  with  his  people,  ere  he  smite 
Jhem  in  His  wrath  !  And  heed  we  that  warning,  and  so  meeting  Uie 
coming  storm,  mayhap  it  will  pass  oyer,  or  we  may  avoid  its  rary  ? 
Aha  I  like  the  prophet  of  old,  in  the  whirlwind,  the  earthquake,  and  the 
fire,  we  look  for  the  Deity,  rather  than  in  ^*  the  still  small  voice,"  speak- 
ing so  gently  to  our  ear,  as  it  asks,  "  What  doest  thou  here  ?"  But  we 
heed  it  not,  *^  tout  pour  le  present,  rien  pour  Tavenir ;"  our  fears  are 
lulled  to  rest,  and  we  sit  beneath  our  vines  and  fig-trees,  indolently  re- 
:eiining,  in  idle  dreaming  enervating  our  hearts.  And  then  the  storm 
breaks,  and  our  pleasant  sunshine-bowers  afford  us  no  shelter  from  its 
.fory,  but  perish  before  it;  and  we  recal  but  too  late,  the  still  small 
warning  voice  we  slighted  before  ;  but  it  has  ceased,  we  can  hear  its  sound 
no  longer !  And  so  in  nature  ;  for  are  not  the  elements  typical,  and 
ngns  to  man  ?  would  he  but  learn  the  lessons  they  strive  to  teach  him ! 
But  wilfully  he  turns  away  ;  having  eyes,  he  will  not  see ;  and  ears,  he 
will  not  hear ;  he  cultivates  the  earthly  aod  material,  he  ceases  to  mark 
and  to  cherish  his  coDnexion  with  the  external  world ;  and  the  calm  and 
the  storm  succeed  each  other,  the  sunshine  and  the  shade  ;  but  in  the 
pide  of  our  hearts  we  refuse  to  listen,  we  despise  our  instructor,  because 
jt  is  a  little  child  which  is  set  in  the  midst  of  us ! 

How  ^e  sea  is  roaring !  and  the  hearts  of  those  whose  dear  ones  go 
down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  and  occupy  their  business  on  the  great  waters, 
nnk  within  them.  In  that  little  seaside  place,  all  must  be  thinking  of 
the  night,  and  fearing  the  coming  storm.  No ;  there  are  some  who,  in 
the  eonflict  which  is  raging  in  their  own  hearts,  heed  not  the  warfare  of 
the  elements  around  them ;  a  fiercer  strife  is  warring  within.  Captain 
Connin^iame — he,  as  usual,  is  away  from  home ;  more  and  more  for- 
.gotten  is  his  wife.  The  society  of  a  refined  womanly  mind  was  very 
cppressive  to  Inm  now.  His  own  associates — the  billiard- table — the 
noe-ooune — are  far  more  congenial ;  Kathleen  sees  but  little  of  him.  He 
ji  desperate  to-night ;  there  he  sits,  hb  countenance  so  haggard,  so  fear- 
folly  excited.  He  has  been  betting  heavily — he  is  losing  terribly — he 
teems  driven  on  to  madness  and  despair;  aye,  let  the  storm  go  on  ;  it  is 
fitting  music  for  his  work. 

And  Kathleen.  What  is  that  letter  which  she  holds  so  tightly  in  her 
jmall  trembling  hands  ?  and  why,  as  she  reads  it,  bows  she  her  head  so 
iow,  the  deepening  colour  sufifusing  cheek,  neck,  and  brow  ?  and  why 
sits  she  alone  in  that  cheerless  room  ?  does  she  too  not  heed  the  night  ? 
And  where  is  Douglas  ?     Mr.  Osmond  is  in  a  very  different  scene,  at  a 

£y  party,  but  a  few  doors  removed  from  where  Kathleen  sits  in  her 
lehness.  He  seems  calm  as  usual ;  there  is  no  emotion  to  be  read  on 
his  brow;  apparently  nothing  agitatins^  his  heart;  and  yet  the  letter 
Jirs.  Conninghame  is  reading  is  in  his  hand-writing,  and  she  received  it 
bat  a  ^lort  time  past.  Is  this,  too,  the  calm  before  the  storm  ?  At 
ieng^  Kathleen  rose ;  it  seemed  before,  as  if  she  were  fixed,  spell-bound, 
lamed  to  stone.  She  walked  to  the  window,  opened  it,  and  stood  on 
the  little  balcony;  wildly  sweeps  the  moaning  blast  around  her,  and 
through  the  voice  of  the  gale  she  hears  the  heavy  sough  of  the  wave 
breaking  on  the  shore.  Is  there  nothing  typical  of  your  fate  before  you 
,  Kathleen  ?     Are  not  earth  and  ocean  still  striving  to  meet,  and 


Jtill  a  stronger  power  than  they  forbids  the  meetiag  ?    There  is  no  com- 
SMilhflBe ;  hx  heart  is  *'  biluig  her  tor  fear;''  she  tnmt  away.   She  is 


S20  THM  It  MlJWVarL  WMLTX 

again  gtaaag  at  the  tetfteri  bar  nirit  ia  waeptng  Utteily;;  buD 

mai  trace  is  tJiere  o£  the  iowam  aorroir;  mo  nreet  Talief'«f  4Mni4l 

denied  to  poor  Kathbea.    From  the  day  when;  m  ulter  -abaadoOnMiil^ 


the  wept  80  pasaonateiy  for  him  that  was  bbrcft  fae^  the  dat  awcc^idtng 
her  av^  vition^  KatUeen  has  shed  no  teanf ;  when,  in  the  deeari^i^ 
yje^  parched,  she  came  to  the  fountain,  behold,  it  was  dry*  **yto(i^mad 
decide,  Kathleen,"  s^d  the  letter;  '^  I  can  endkire  this  no  longer.^  •  Akj 
poor^ihildl  you  did,  indeed,  give  yourself  up  to  die  EviliOnei,  wheB^  hi 
the  daring  of  your  spirit,  you  invoked  his  aid,  since  the  object  £ot  wliottf 
you  sacrificed  all,  is  cfaoeen  for  your  tempter ;  and  time  is  glicHl^  ori^ 
and  the  minutes  becoming  hours,  and  the  hour  is  approaching  wliee  ber 
answer  must  decide  her  future.  ^*  By  twelve  o'clock  let  your  answtf 
await  me;  but  remember,  whichever  way,  your  words  must  be  irte^ 
vocable  ;*'  and  the  hands  of  the  little  clock  are  drawing  near  the  bow f 
and  she  cowers  low,  and  shuddering  for  one  moment,  though  tb«l# 
is  no  one  near  her ;  she  has  seized  a  pen ;  she  is  pausing  no  kngeal 
Kathleen!  { 

xni. 

<'  Not  there — hush !  or  you  will  alarm  Mrs.  Cunnin^uune.  Let  ta$ 
go  to  her,  and  break  it  gentiy."  But  even  ere  the  speaker's  words  baMi 
ceased,  her  excited  sense  has  caught  the  sound  ;  she  has  started  iW)Ba  bef 
seat;  she  has  opened  the  door,  to  behold  before  her  her  husband,  ^m^ 
ported  in  the  arms  of  his  friends,  apparently  a  lifoless  corpse.  But^ 
was  not  so ;  life  was  not  extinct ;  and  as  she  watched  by  the  sick>bed  all 
that  long  night,  and  listened  to  the  voice  of  the  storm  (for  die  hean  it 
now),  hitter  were  the  thoughts  which  thronged  before  her.  How  Si 
the  remembrance  of  her  own  conduct  smite  her!*— the  memory  of  her  dead 
parents — of  the  love  they  had  borne  for  their  now  repentant  child— the 
vows  she  had  once  uttered — ^they  rose  like  reproachful  ghoets  before  ber^ 
And  then  came  the  thought  of  Douglas,  sweeping  in  its  overwhelniiflg 
passion  all  else  before  it ;  but  she  drove  it  relentlessly  back :  their  palbtf 
in  life  were  separate  for  ever ;  this  was  no  place  to  think  of  Douglas 
now.  It  was  so  awful  to  see  him  there,  who  had  lef^  her  such  a  sherl 
time  before  in  the  strength  of  life ;  it  was  so  terrible  to  be  called  away*  in 
the  midst  of  his  mad  folly;  and,  deep  as  the  dying  one  had  wronged  her, 
had  his  faults  equalled  her  own  ?  Though  neglecting,  he  had  been  tmcf 
to  her ;  and  she,  though  sinning  not  in  the  letter,  had  she  not  erred 
culpably  in  the  spirit  ? 

Ah !  unhappy  one,  fearful  as  is  the  sight  before  you,  awful  as  was  the 
means  of  your  salvation,  kneeling  there,  low,  low,  thank  Heaven  that  it 
came  in  time  to  save  you  from  the  temptation  which  beset  you,  to  sa^ 
YOU  from  yourself.  And  when,  still  later,  in  piteous  tones,  he  prayed  for 
her  forgiveness,  for  all  he  had  made  her  su£Fer,  for  his  cruelty,  his  neglect^ 
Kathleen  felt  the  full  measure  of  her  guilt,  and  laying  her  head  by  bisside^ 
on  the  death-bed  of  her  husband,  once  more  she  wept ;  and,  oh !  the  blitt 
of  those  tears ;  the  hardness  of  her  heart,  its  pride,  and  its  sinfulnesi^ 
seemed  to  leave  her  as  they  flowed ;  and,  bitterly  repenting,  Kathleen  now 
did  all  that  was  in  her  power,  in  the  little  time  that  was  left  to  her,  to  atone 
for  the  past  to  the  dying  man  who  lay  before  her;  for  recovery  she  knew 
was  hopeless ;  they  had  told  her  so.  It  was  the  old  story  of  a  gamblei^f 
fate;  all  that  evening  had  thera  been  a  run  of  ill-luck  against  him ;  be  had 
lefSt  bis  own  house  in  no  very  amiable  mood;  his  play  became  deqperate; 
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bf|;4mik  deeply^  but  still  to  lose :  exeited  beyond  eaduranoe,  ka  dsred 
Kortone  mOre.imd  mote  i  higher  ind  higher  yet  were  the  sums  he  staked 
Qftm  the  euds,  hul  the  fidde  goddess  was  not  to  be  won  by  stoim;  still 
ig^  lost;  end  irritated  to  madness  by  his  ill-laok,  Captain  Cunninghame 
tvked  OTen  a  larger  sum  than  before,  bnt  only  to  lose  again.  One  moment 
kit  stood  before  them,  gaang  wildly  around,  as  in  a  dream;  the  next  he  was 
UKPftrate  on  the  ground ;  the  yehemence  of  his  own  passions  had  been  his 
wUuetion.  They  raised  him  up,  in  terror,  belioTing  that  life  was  ex- 
tmt ;  he  rallied,  as  we  have  seen ;  but  the  strong  man  was  stricken  by 
^  hand  of  death:  with  the  morning  light  all  was  over. 
;  About  a  month  after  Captain  Cunninghame's  death,  Kathleen  read  the 
tQBOuncement  of  Douglas  Osmond's  marriage  in  the  papers.  During  her 
sad  Yigil  by  her  husbejod's  side,  once,  and  once  only,  had  she  left  her  post, 
and  then  it  was  to  take  the  letter  (the  letter  on  wbioh  she  had  pondered 
so  long  and  earnestly  X  and  without  even  a  glance  and  witn  an  un* 
hfuid  to  enclose  it  to  Douglas,  without  one  kind  word  accom- 
panying it.  **  I  have  decided.  K.  C,"  was  all  she  wrote.  And  now  he, 
too^  was  another's,  and  she  thanked  Heayen  that  it  was  so;  she  could 
better  meet  her  &te,  for  still  did  the  retention  of  the  beHef  in  her  pre- 
lip^ued  destiny  chillingly  rest  upon  poor  Kathleen's  heart,  and  restlessly 
did  she  long  for  its  final  accomplishment.  It  came  at  last ;  and  in  h^ 
third  union,  Kathleen  was  linked  to  one  in  the  contemplation  of  whose 
■leek  and  holy  nature  her  fiery  spirit  found  repose.  Ue  was  (as  in  her 
tMon)  sad  and  grave;  for  even  when  they  met,  on  Gerard  Maitland's 
dsBme  had  the  baneful  nand  of  consumption  laid  its  grasp ;  and  when  he 
laid  to  her  his  love,  it  was  with  no  h<^  of  making  her  his  own,  for  he 
^aw  that  death  was  waiting  in  his  path  ;  and  she^  also,  told  to  him  all, 
^  that  she  had  never  breathed  to  any,  save  to  l8abel---all  her  sin  and 
^anrow,  her  weird  doom,  the  shadow  that  darkened  her  young  life.  And 
tenderly  he  smiled  upon  the  poor  erring,  desolate  child  of  earth,  and  laid 
ill  aching  head  to  rest  so  lovingly  on  his  own  warm  heart ;  and  in  her 
iM^o  beauty  he  forgot  all,  and  whilst  life  was  spared  to  him,  beneath  his 
gentle  influence  Kathleen  felt  her  own  nature  elevated,  yet  subdued. 

But  when  the  grave  claimed  its  own,  when  she  stood  once  more  alone, 
her  destiny  accomplished,  the  demon-vision  fulfilled,  she  felt  appalled. 
Vainly  did  she  strive  to  grope  her  way  through  the  chaos  of  light  and  dark 
which  was  around  her.  The  strong  mind  was  fEtiling  her  ;  she  had  "'  lived 
through  that  which  had  been  death  to  many;"  the  strain  had  been  too 

Et,  the  tension  could  not  last  for  ever.  She  had  given  herself  to  a 
taskmaster;  not  yet  would  the  fiend  abandon  its  victim.  The 
peace  had  been  but  deceptive — the  calm  before  the  storm  once  more. 
Amid  the  wrecks  of  the  past  she  stood.  The  guardian  angel  had  left 
her;  and  when  she  turned  to  seek  the  path  through  which  she  had 
wandered  by  his  side,  she  saw  but  the  flaming  swords  of  the  cherubims 
guarding  its  approach.  The  mortal  who  had  dared  to  penetrate  the 
inture  quailed  before  her  own  daring,  and  sunk  back,  powerless!  and 
oace  more  the  dreadful  horror  passed  before  her,  the  spectre-forms, 
the  wailing  cry !  And  as  her  own  act  rose  in  judgment  against  her,  reason 
fiaraook  its  throne,  ''  the  mind  had  wandered  firom  its  tenement !"  and  her 
terrified  attendants  shrunk  from  her  side  as  so  wildly  she  raved.  Now 
dhe  was  pursued  by  fiends,  surrounded  by  them,  in  their  hands,  tortured, 
agonised,  tonnentad  I  Nowshewasatihe  Well,  going  through  the  mystie 
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spell,  calling  upon  the  Evil  One  in  frantio  terms  to  ajppear  before  Ym; 
uid  then  she  siud  ^'  he  had  come,  and  it  was  so  dEeadnil,  and  he  mdi 
not  leave  her/'  And  then  she  would  call  upon  Douglas  "  to  come  and 
gave  her ;  it  was  for  him,  for  his  love,  she  had  braved  it  all,  perilling  \m 
earthly  happiness,  her  soul's  salvation,  and  it  was  so  cruel  to  leave  Jar 
;ihu8."  And  then  her  voice  would  alter  from  its  wild,  piercing  tonv, 
;and  soft  and  low  she  would  talk  to  her  dead  husband ;  but  **  be  would 
not  stay  with  her,"  she  said ;  *'  the  fiend  was  coming — was  witb  bap— 
•near  her  again— oh,  save  me  !  save  me  !" 

And  again  would  she  break  forth  in  fresh  tenors  and  lamentatioi 
And  Isabel  hastened  to  the  sufferer's  side ;  Isabel,  now  a  happy  wi&^  still 
preserving  her  buoyant  gaiety,  her  sweet  serenity  of  s{dnt»  ^'  winaii^ 
ber  way  with  extreme  gentleness,"  came  to  strive  to  calm  the  wandering 
mind,  and  lull  to  rest  me  frenzy  that  consumed  her  poor  loved  Kathleio. 
And  as  she  watched  by  the  sufferer's  side,  and  listened  to  her  heartland* 
ing  cries  for  help  and  mercy,  and  beheld  her,  whom  she  remembered  as 
the  vexy  impersonation  of  joy,  writhing  in  torture  before  her,  oh !  eamesdy 
did  she  pray  that  a  little  rest  might  be  g^ven  to  the  anguished  one  even 
here  below.  And  her  prayer  was  heard — the  evil  spirit  departed  fnm 
ber :  she  bad  sinned  deeply,  she  had  su£Eered  much — she  b  sleeping  now! 

XIV. 

And  Douglas  Osmond  ?  It  is  not  the  world's  fault  if  Douglas  is  not 
happy.  In  his  own  neighbourhood  people  look  up  to  him,  nay,  zesptet 
him ;  he  is  leading  there  a  life  useful  to  his  generation  ;  they  acBictij 
like  him,  they  are  afraid  of  him;  but  it  is  not  in  Osmond's  natiune  to  cue 
for  popular  favour,  he  goes  on,  cold  and  calm  as  ever,  in  his  own  stem, 
unbending  course,  leaning  on  himself  alone.  His  all-powerful,  "  JEffo^"  it 
is  sufficient  for  him  !  His  young  wife  loves  him,  but  not  with  the  pezieet 
love  which  casteth  out  fear.  His  children  love  him,  too  ;  but  he  ams 
them  :  and  who  says  Douglas  is  not  happy  ?  If  there  be  a  cankerwonn 
at  his  heart  it  preys  unheeded — he  complains  not.  If  there  be  an  un- 
healed wound,  there  is  no  outward  trace,  it  bleeds  inwardly,  fib  Past  is 
known  but  to  himsel£  He  stands  in  hb  humanity  a  £sr  sadder  object  for 
.  pity  to  view  than  the  poor  Kathleen  in  her  lowly  grave — surrouxided  by 
household  ties,  yet  a  lonely  man — an  abstraction  apart  from  hb  kind ; 
and  it  b  not  good  for  man  thus  to  stand. 

And  Kathleen  sleeps  in  the  silent  churchyard — her  ''  long  day's  work 
b  done" — she  rests  peacefully  in  the  tranquil  grave.  She,  the  beloved 
and  the  beautiful  one,  so  ricniy  endowed  by  nature,  yet  with  ber  own 
hand  so  ruthlessly  marring  the  foir  creation.  Of  what  avail  the  strog^ 
and  the  strife,  the  effort  and  the  will  ?  they  failed  to  avert  the  doom.  Sie 
b  very  quiet  now — the  weary  one  has  found  the  rest  she  so  vainly  sought 
before,  but  not  where  she  looked  to  find  it.  Her  peace  b  the  peace  of 
the  happy  dead ! 

And  darker  faUs  the  shadow  upon  the  "  Haunted  Well,"  and  the 
myatic  tradition  still  clings  to  the  spot ;  but  now  with  it  b  m^ngM, 
dreamily  and  confused,  the  tale  of  Kathleen's  blighted  hopes  and  earW 
doom.  And  when  in  the  eventide  the  wind  roars  and  moans  through 
the  ravine,  the  superstitious  peasantry  shun  the  place,  or  trembling  wSh 
a£&i^ht,  pass  it  with  averted  face,  making  the  holy  sign  of  the  croai ; 
for  ihen,  they  aay,  the  figure  of  the  lady  kneeb  on  the  old  giey  atone, 
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dipping  her  handkerchief  in  the  well,  and  evoking  the  Evil  One ;  whilst 
cirdine  round  her  move  three  shadowy  forms,  and  amid  the  mournful 
sobs  of  the  wind  may  be  heard  the  laughter  of  the  mocking  voices  of  the 
demon  spirits  of  the  place,  whilst  dim  and  indistinct  in  the  gathering 
darknfliw  stand  '*  calling  shapes  and  beck'ning  shadows  dire."  Yes,  in 
Ae  park  of  Balinaslough  still  stands  the  ''  Haunted  Well,"  changeless 
junia  the  world  of  change  around  it;  its  silent  waters  heavy,  dark,  tad 
cold;  the  yew-tree  yet  hanging  over  them,  deepening  the  gloom  and  the 
moomfial  sadness  of  the  scene ;  and  even  the  stranger,  unknowing  or 
incredulous  of  the  fatal  mystery  which  shrouds  the  [uace,  turns  with  an 
mvoluntary  feeling  of  relief  from  the  dreary  spot ;  for,  '^  with  a  power 
woi  a  sigir  is  the  dark  curse  impressed  upon  tne  ^^  Haunted  WelL 

Oh !  ye  who  with  eager  eyes,  carrying  your  vision  into  the  future, 
would  impatiently  penetrate  its  unrevealed  secrets,  pause  and  think,  is 
it  wise  thus  to  seek  to  read  life's  problem  at  a  glance,  rather  than  patient^ 
to  solve  it?  Slight,  indeed,  is  the  barrier  which  separates  the  visible 
worid  firom  the  suprasensible,  yet  sacred  and  unprofiinea  should  it  remain, 
even  as  the  veil  which,  in  the  Temple  of  old,  divided  the  outer  court 
(where  stayed  the  worshippers)  from  *'  the  holy  place."  Become  not  the 
Uind  instrument  of  your  own  destruction ;  stnve  not  to  lift  the  curtain  of 
the  future;  but  rather,  like  those  worshippers,  wait,  kneeling  and  patient, 
XQ  the  outer  court,  and,  in  its  own  good  time,  the  veil  will  be  rent 

^unnidei^ 

Thy  guardian  angel  will  speak  out 
Prom  that  high  place,  and  tell  thee  all. 


THE  RACE  OF  LIFE, 

A  SKETCH  TAKEN  FROM  A  NSW  POINT  OF  VIEW  IN  THB  NEW  FOREST. 

On  !  on  with  thy  race  in  the  woodland  chase 

With  the  man  that  hath  promised  to  love  thee ! 
And  enjoy  thy  ride  in  thine  hour  of  pride, 

While  tne  sun  shines  so  brightly  above  thee  ! 
And  let  not  a  diought  with  a  sorrow  fraught 

Cast  a  shade  on  the  path  now  before  thee ; 
For  what  should*6t  thou  know  of  sorrow  or  woe 

With  the  man  that  hath  vowed  to  adore  thee  ? 
On  I  on !  leave  thv  mother,  and  sister,  and  brother ; 

For  the  voice  of  the  bridegroom  doth  call  thee. 
€ro !  and  let  not  a  fear  check  thine  onward  career, 

Or  a  vision  of  what  may  befal  thee. 
Brief,  brief  is  the  hour  when  a  woman  hath  power 

To  make  choice  of  her  pathway  in  life — 
It  is  taken  away  on  that  perilous  day 

When  the  maiden  becomes  a  wife. 
May  thy  path  prove  as  true  when  the  goal  comes  in  view. 

And  as  smooth  as  it  promises  now ! 
No  pitfall  now  hidden,  nor  stranger  unbidden. 

Make  thee  wish  to  repent  of  thy  vow ! 
Then  on !  with  thy  race  in  life's  stirring  chase 

With  the  man  that  hath  promised  to  love  thee ! 

At  ita  ckxe  may  the  light  on  thy  path  prove  as  bright 

As  the  cloumen  aky  is  above  thee ! 

6.  B.  N. 
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A  FORB8T  nc«0nc»  AND  l>BEDIllO  TI»  DSHl.  :  id 

'■'-■"  i*^ 
A  GLORIOUS  day !     We  are  looking  languidly  out  ovtr  the  C8lin»  ftifl 

ocean  sleeping  in  the  sunsluney  and  watcnine^  the  listless  motion  wim 
which  the  waves  creep  inwards,  and  lave  with  idle  caresses  the  »>ldeii 
sand.     A  vision  of  the  forest  comes  hefore  us,  rich  in  its  £Bury  bowen 
and  deep  oool  shadows^  and  with  eager  haste  we  prepare  ourselves '  fiit 
our  long-planned  forest  pic-nic.     Our  rendezvous  is  to  he  at  Bud^j 
on  the  skirts  of  the  forest,  and  from  thence  we  propose  advancing  inwarai 
by  the  old  forest  track,  the  traces  of  which  are  still  as  visible  over  tl# 
inld  and  desolate  moor-land,  as  amidst  those  ancient  oaks  which  have 
stood  for  centuries  rooted  knee-deep  in  fern,  and  may,  for  all  we  know, 
have  re-echoed  the  march  of  the  Conqueror.      A  curious  assemblage  we 
form  at  Burley,  with  our  wagi'gon  piled  with  baskets  of  provisions,  and 
decorated  with  flowers  and  tJuck  boughs  of  laurel,  and  knots  of  ribbon 
fastened  to  the  horses'  heads,  and  the  town  coach  from  Christchurch  laden 
inside  and  out  >vith  passengers,  whose  ^y  dresses  and  happy  faces  ifforj 
a  fiivourable  relief  when  contrasted  with  the  deep  green  of  the  surround- 
ing clumps  of  holly  trees.      Burley  is  in  itself  quite  a  forest  village. 
The  cottages,  scattered  at  intervals,  or  peeping  g^ily  out  from  the  dus- 
ters of  foliage  that  surround  them,  seem  the  very  abodes  of  peace  and 
happiness.      A  stream  of  the  purest  cxystal  water  flows  gSLUj  alone, 
glancing  in  the  sunshine ;  herds  of  geese,  driven  by  some  sunburnt  chifi 
with  white  hair  and  laughing  blue  ^es,  pass  us  by  ;  and  the  high  May- 
pole, planted  on  the  green,  is  still  htmg  with  garlands  of  withered 
flowers,  although  the  warm  blush  of  summer  has  since  succeeded  to  the 
sweet  fednt  smile  of  spring.    But  we  must  not  linger  here,  though  tbe 
neat  little  church,  bearing  aloft  its  cross,  the  symbol  of  our  hope,  and 
lovely  with  its  wreathed  ivy  and  beds  of  flowers,  would  with  bright 
windows  and  open  portal  fain  invite  entrance.     We  pass  onwards,  there- 
fore, following  the  open  road,  and  branching  off  across  the  wild  gone- 
land,  till  the  old  track  of  the  ancient  Britons  comes  clear  before  us,  wind- 
ing amongst  the  noble  trees,  whose  lofty  branches  close  over  our  heads 
like  a  leafy  aisle.     And  now  we  are  indeed  in  the  very  forest  sauctuaiy. 
How  gracefully  the  beech  sweeps  her  light  foliage  to  the  ground ! — how 
vivid  the  green  of  the  moss  that  encircles  her ! — ^how  faithfully  the  bright 
and  glossy  holly  remains  planted  by  tbe  side  of  the  oak,  flndmg  now  h«r 
shelter  where  nrst  she  stood  a  sentinel !  for  in  the  good  old  times  each 
oak  seedling  was  thus  protected  by  a  prickly  friend,  placed  there  as  a  kind 
of  fence  against  the  hungry  ravages  of  the  deer.     But  it  is  time  to  thank 
of  dinner ;  we  will  spread  our  table-cloth  under  this  large  shady  chest- 
nut, and  hang  up  our  bonnets  upon  its  branches.      The  carriages,  gigs, 
and  carts  are  standing,  a  motley  assemblage,  in  the  shady  distance.     The 
servants  are  lounging  idly  amongst  them,  the  litter  of  straw  and  empty 
hampers  making  a  good  background  to  our  lauglung  group  in  front.     One 
sunbeam  after  another  comes  dancing  up  the  pathway,  lighting  up  th^ 
white  dresses  of  the  girls,  and  throwing  broad  dashes  of  quivering  light 
upon  the  ground.     How  busily  they  are  employed ! — those  two  girls  aMf 
cuttmg  up  a  cucumber  into  slices  of  genteel  proportion,  while  tiieir 
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Itendant  beau  is  busy  seasoniDg  it.  Here,  mid  meny  laugh  and  joke, 
k  large  bowl  of  salaa  is  t>ei9g  made  for  the,  centra  of  the  table,  while 
mmeroo^  hands  ar^  ahto'ging  the  podtaon  of  the  dishes,  and  the  equiH- 
■inm  of  the  tajblerploth  itsalL  A  couple  are  Biissnig  i  they  hare  strolled 
lowly  but  of  si^ht  to  where  the  shadows  lie  deeper  and  thicker  in  the 
iMtoe  tolitttde  of  the  imderwood,  and  there  where 

' ' ' /'  The  beating  of  their  own  hearts 

' ' ' '  Was  all  the  sound  they  heard, 

bey  haye  plighted  words  of  love  and  affection,  which  will  long  find  a 
mntipg  echo  through  the  otd  solitudes.  But  the  dinner  is  ready,  and 
mlY  IS  it  partaken  ot     Old  traditions  of  the  spot,  forest  legends  and 

Kit  romances,  are  curiously  blended  with  jest  and  mirth,  and  the  light 
tions  of  the  hour ;  good-humour  and  pleasahtxy  abound  everywhere; 
IjmMs  are  given  and  responded  to,  and  at  length  a  manly  voice  breaks 
Nit  into  a  song.  The  ladies  rise,  and  stroll  through  the  long  forest 
mS^  and  one  by  one  are  joined  by  their  dinner  companions.  It  is  re- 
mr^d  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  twelve  Apostles.  Magnificent  trees  they 
iil|^  have  been  in  their  days  of  glory,  though  now,  with  hollow  trunks 
Iff^agh  which  the  wind  sweeps  meaningly,  and  long  bare  arms  ex- 
Mded  to  the  skies,  their  trembling  limbs  seem  scarcely  able  to  support 
V^T  tottering  frames ;  apart,  as  though  he  mourned  m  sullen  state  his 
lilen  greatness,  stands  a  fine  old  patrisurchal  oak,  well  known  in  the  forest 
|ijf  ihe  name  of  Judas  Iscariot ;  and  further  on,  in  one  of  those  sweet 
retreats  that  seem  to  haunt  a  poet's  dream  in  their  exceeding  loveliness, 
if  placed  a  keeper's  lodge.  Just  as  we  are  ascending  the  rise  towards  it» 
lire  see  the  keeper  advance,  and  placing  himself  on  an  eminence  that 
aftimmands  a  view  of  the  surrounding  country  for  miles,  he  takes  a  horn 
vfipi  his  pocket,  and  plays  a  long  clear  musical  recal  upon  it.  Directly 
wf  see  his  aim.  There,  bounding  from  the  heights  of  Boldre  wood,  fleeting 
fiKe  antelopes  over  the  dry  sandy  loam  of  the  hill-bottom,  breaking, 
Hashing  from  the  underwood,  from  every  distant  point  or  near  and 
hSdden  retreat,  the  herds  of  deer  are  seen  fast  gathering  in.  Ashen 
boughs  are  heaped  richly  and  thickly  over  the  hill-side,  and  these,  as  the 
leer  advance,  are  thrown  profusely  to  them.  It  is  their  evening  ashen 
D^ieal.  How  gracefully  they  feed!  how  spirited  their  attitudes  1  how 
Mger  their  rapt  attention,  the  large  and  wistful  eye !  Fearlessly  they 
Mmfront  us  as  they  strip  the  delicate  foliage  off  theu:  ashen  boughs,  and 
irith  distended  nostril  and  small,  quick  hoof,  pat  impatiently  the  gpround, 
jotf^  glancing  upwards,  and  then,  their  meal  finished,  bound  back  again, 
like  a  herd  of  wild  gazelles,  into  their  forest  retreats.  So  pass  they  on 
Into  the  gathering  shades  of  evening,  and  dissolve  like  a  beautiful 
pageant  before  our  eyes. 

THE   STAG-HUNT. 

^  The  Blood  Hounds  meet  ou  Saturday,  at  Yiney  Ridge,  at  twelve  o'clock." 

Of  late  years  these  have  succeeded  the  Queen's  Hounds,  which  used 
TMplarly  to  conclude  their  season  by  migrating  from  the  shades  of 
Windsor  to  the  nobler  sport  of  forest  stag-hunting.  Their  ardour,  how- 
ever, was  desdned  to  be  damped  as  they  came  to  make  acquaintance 
irith  the  forester's  country.  Great  in  top-boots  and  resplendent  in 
hmidng-suits,  the  slender  horses  with  their  dainty  riders  were  little  fit 
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for  rDughine  it  over  forest  ground.     Out  of:  8  fidd  of  psviupt  ftoror 
fiTe  hundred  horsemen,  hnt  a  mere  hnndfii1  woold  ever  be  op  at  the  ooa- 
dnskm  of  the  sport     Some,  in  fear  and.  trembling  of  the  nnlkthoBidbk 
bogs,  of  which  they  had  heard  most,  exaggerated  aocomits,  kept  hangiw 
off  upon  the  heights,  where  at  least  they  thought  themselyes  sore  of  sbof 
ground.     Others — ^men  from  Leicestershire~--cmd  those  who  had  beev 
accustomed  to  ^'  crack  packs"  and  ''  close  country/'  would  dash  reck« 
lessly  along,  despising  in  their  inward  hearts  **  this  savage  country,  with* 
out  a  fence  in  it,"  till,  lured  by  some  level  greensward,  or  nicely  carpeted 
bottom,  they  would  find  themselves  and  horses  foundering  in  ^  aone 
beastly  bog.'*     Others  again,  in  technical  ^rting  phrase,  ^^  came  ta 
grief     over  some  of  the  deep  ruts  hidden  by  heather  and  gone,  wfakk 
abound  in  the  forest,  or  had  their  hats  knocked  off  by  die  bough%  aai 
their  faces  spoilt  by  the  wild  briars.     At  length,  as  if  by  mutual  conarat^ 
the  visit  to  the  forest  became  a  dead  letter,  though  the  foresters,  uawill? 
ing  to  ^ve  up  their  favourite  sport  of  stac^-hunting,  orgamsed  a  anl^ 
scription  pack  of  blood-hounds   amongst  themselves,  which,   kept  in 
training  during  the  winter  months,  had  their  education  completea  siif* 
ficiently  by  April  to  secure  sport  to  their  followers.     We  purpose^  thei»> 
fore,  joining  their  meet  at  Viney  Bidge,  on  Saturday,  at  twelve  oVilocL 
It  is  a  beautiful  morning,  clear,  cold,  and  bright.     The  frost,  whksh 
has  been  spread  like  a  silver  veil  upon  the  g^und,  has  yielded  to  the 
genial  influence  of  the  sunshine,  and  the  laughing  primrose  and  wild* 
wood  anenome  are  peeping  out  like  stars  from  amongst  the  dead  leaveii 
Stragglers  are  seen  dotting  the  high  road  that  leads  direct  from  Christ* 
church  to  Lyndhurst,  passing  by  Markaway  Bridge  (another  meet  of  th* 
hoimds),  and  winding  up  the  hill,  clothed  with  its  noble  beeches,  to  ou 
stag  meet.    One  by  one  they  drop  in,  rank  and  fashion,  happy  ^Euses,  and 
laughs  ringing  out  musically  into  the  clear  cold  air.    What  an  assemUaM 
of  gay  carriages,  dog-carts,  and  gigs !    What  a  variety  of  horses,  from  ue 
splendid-shaped  hunters  of  our  "crack  men'*  to  the  scarcely  infaisK 
animals  bestrode  as  second  horses  by  their  grooms,  who  are  revelhng  in  the 
idea  of  "  doing'  a  little  sport  for  themselves  ;'*  descending  again  to  thft 
half-blood,  and  from  thence  to  the  rough,  unbroken,  forest  colt.     It  is  a 
noble  expanse  of  country  we  are  gazing  upon.     Do  you  see  that  wild 
track  leading  over  the  heather  that  crowns  the  top  of  that  opposite  hiU? 
How  black  it  is,  and  what  a  strong  smell  of  burnt  ashes  is  swept  towaids 
us  by  the  breeze.    This  is  the  spirit  of  King  Mob !    Wrath  waxed  his  sonl 
and  sore,  at  the  vision  of  the  enclosed  furze-ground,  of  &ggots  bought 
instead  of  cut,  of  kine  penned  in,  and  pigs  driven  from  their  paradise  of 
beech-mast.     If  these  privileges  are  not  allowed  King  Mofa^  who  is  to 
profit  by  them  ?     The  lords  and  rulers  ?     And  the  people  are  to  stand 
tamely  by  and  see  their  rights  taken  from  them !     Valiant  King  Mob ! 
down  with  the  oppressor  and  the  tyrant.     Set  fire,  as  you  have  done,  in 
the  dead,  dark  night,  with  the  breeze  sweeping  bravely  over  the  hills^  to 
the  large  tracks  of  heather  and  gorse  land,  and  glory  in  your  liberty,  as 
it  writes  its  name  in  tongues  of  fire  upon  the  black  scorched  gpround. 
But  we  are  wanderine  mm.  our  subject,  though  we  see  eag^  fims 
crowning  the  ridge,  and  gazing  downwards  in  the  direction  of  Lyndhurst 
A  little  late,  truly,  for  the  frost  has  delayed  the  master's  commg ;  and 
now  there  is  a  bua  of  voices,  and  horses  and  hounds  are  seen.  i«*AfwB^ 
the  rise  towards  ns. 
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Onward  they  come,  with  the  gay  scarlet  glistening  in  the  sunshine ; 
the  music  of  the  horn,  and  the  shrill,  sharp  cracking  of  whips.  How  the 
hounds'  joyous  whine  makes  eager  answer  to  the  master's  call  I  And  now 
we  are  all  assemhled*;  ten  minutes'  graoe^  whilst  the  hounds  are  called 
orer,  the  horses  girthed  tighter,  the  lady  occupants  of  the  carriages  con- 
vened with,  and  then  die  master  leads  rorward,  hy  the  broad  track  down 
tin  bin  to  a  piece  of  low  hanging  underwood,  at  a  little  distance,  where 
Am  stag  is  supposed  to  be  harboured.  The  blood-hounds  are  tiirown  in, 
and  experienced  horsemen  place  themselres  round  the  enclosure,  in  plaeee* 
niiflre  they  think  it  most  likely  the  stag  will  break  cover,  or  where  die 
line  of  conntry  lies  plainest  before  them. 

There  is  a  crash  in  the  underwood  nearest  to  us,  and  stealing  sloidy 
oofe — trotting  a  few  yards,  and  then  turning  to  look  back  mournfully — 
a-  aoble  bock  makes  his  appearance.  At  once  the  hounds  are  laid  upon 
fans.  At  first  he  distances  them  but  slightly,  keeping  only  just  a-head, 
and  ever  and  anon  glancing  back  upon  ms  pursuers.  At  last,  as  though 
finglitened  by  the  hot  speed  of  the  hounds,  the  huntsman's  halloo,  and 
tibe  loud  resounding  of  the  horn,  he  puts  more  speed  into  his  limbs,  and 
boonds  nobly  forward,  skimming  the  low  bog  ground  and  straining  up 
the  heights.  And  now  the  racing  becomes  desperate :  riders,  bowed  almost 
to  dieir  horses'  manes,  seem  to  skim  the  ground  like  birds  as  they  tear 
pwi  US — heather  and  bog-land,  stony  moor-ground,  and  deep  sandy  loam, 
all  passing  with  equal  swiftness  of  motion  beneath  their  horses'  feet 
Now  and  then,  some  sudden  jerk  forward  marks  a  streamlet  cleared  or 
rough  bank  topped ;  but  once  again  they  are  on  level  ground,  and  the 
speed  b  now  furious,  so  that  the  horses  seem  to  lay  themselves  almost 
kfel  with  the  earth. 

Do  you  see  the  Diana  of  our  forest,  as,  with  light  hand,  graceful 
figure,  and  beautiful  seat,  she  flies  past  us,  taking  almost  the  lead  of 
dM  field  ?  But  diere  is  a  check  for  an  instant.  The  stag  has  crossed 
dM  bog  at  the  bottom,  and  one  or  two  of  the  foremost  horsemen  have 
fioundered  into  it  whilst  following  him ;  die  rest  are  defiling  rotmd  the 
bilL  See  how  he  stands  at  bay,  confronting  us  with  noble  front  and 
bnoicbing  anders ;  but  his  enemies  are  again  upon  him,  and  with  one 
gM>  he  strains,  sobbing,  up  the  hills. 

Poor  fellow !  he  has  fled  through  many  miles  of  forest-ground ;  he 
has  felt  the  burden  and  the  heat  of  the  day ;  and  now  trot,  weary,  dusty, 
and  oppressed,  he  bethinks  him  of  the  pure  waters  of  the  stream  that 
19  deeping  down  at  the  bottom  of  Boldre  Wood,  beneath  the  shade  of 
&•  hollies  and  die  cool  shelter  of  her  beech-trees.  Yes !  here  at  last  he 
is  oaptored,  standing,  seemingly  calm  and  quiet,  knee-deep  in  water,  in 
db»  gravelly  bottom  of  the  purling  brook,  but  with  large  drops,  as  of 
igony,  wrun?  out  on  his  lordly  front,  and  a  fire  and  determination  in 
ilia  eye  that  looks  as  if  he  were  yet  speculating  charging  his  pursuers, 
md  dashing  through  their  ranks.  But  no  time  is  allowed  him  One 
dever  blood-hound  has  already  pinioned  him  by  the  ear,  and  the  master, 
dismounting,  has  ably  and  safely  secured  him.  No  harm,  however,  is 
destined  to  their  noble  prey.  The  hounds  are  called  off  and  put  on  a 
fresh  scent,  and  the  sts^,  still  safely  secured,  is  led  onwards  to  some 
place  of  shelter,  where  he  is  tiuned  loose,  to  recover  the  fatigues  of  the 
day  and  to  affoid  sport  at  some  future  period. 
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CROSS  PURPOSES. 

On  a  daj,  a  beautiful  day  toward  the  fall  of  the  year,  with  the  mm 
80  warm  and  the  sky  so  blue  that  but  for  the  russet  tints  upon  the 
leaves,  and  the  ripe  fruits  upon  the  boughs,  all  was  so  bright  and  fiur 
you  might  have  thought  it  summer ; — upon  so  fine  a  day,  half-sitting, 
half-sleeping  between  the  real  and  the  ideal,  dreamland  and  the  world,  I 
was  aroused  by  the  sound  of  voices.  They  were  young  and  female 
voices,  and  fell  pleasantly  upon  the  ear;  the  one,  light  and  lauglung,  as  of 
joy  and  life,  the  other  more  full,  more  tender,  but,  alas !  less  happy.  Yes, 
it  was  a  lazy  hour,  and  I  was  in  that  mood  when  to  look  at  others  is  the 
next  pleasure  to  being  with  them ;  so,  raising  myself  and  opening  my 
eyes,  I  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  sounds,  which  came  from  the 
open  window  of  a  rustic  cottage,  half  covered  by  the  branches  of  a 
noble  vine,  whose  leafy  festoons  and  graceful  tendrils,  hanging  round 
and  over  the  casement,  formed  a  pleasing  setting  to  the  picture  mat  met 
my  view. 

There  were  three  figures :  and  the  third,  whose  voice  I  had  not  heard, 
a  young  man  standing  rather  in  the  backgroimd,  and  about  whose  personal 
appearance  I  am  not  at  all  inclined  to  enlarge ;  suffice  he  was  good- 
looking  and  gentlemanly.  But  for  the  other  two !  I  had  not  slept,  or 
had  I,  and  waking  thus,  I  should  undoubtedly  have  dreamed  in  my  wake- 
fulness that  here  was  Mahomet's  paradise,  and  they  were  Houris. 

So  beautiful,  and  yet  so  different  in  their  beauty.  The  younger — ^fair, 
with  blue  eyes  and  nch  chestnut  hsur,  that  when  the  sun  touched  shone  as 
a  glory ;  and  then  her  smile — but  there  was  a  ha!  ha!  between  the  cottage 
garden  and  the  mount  whereon  I  lay,  and  for  that  fellow — I  beg  las 
pardon,  the  gentleman  in  waiting — I  don't  know  I  could  have  been  so 
silent,  or  sat  so  still.  She  was  of  the  middle  height,  and  slender  figure, 
as  befitting  youth,  while  graceful  as  a What?    Gazelle?    No. 

I  have  never  seen  the  beast  that  poets  tell  of,  so  must  content  me  with 
a  flower  I  know — the  fuschia.  And  yet  I  do  not  care  to  liken  her  unto 
that,  for  being  scentless,  it  is  like  others,  however  graceful,  yet  wanting 
perfume,  better  likeness  to  some  beautiful  but  heartless  wanton.  And  she 
was  none ;  for  if  ever  eyes  be  windows  to  the  soul,  her  soul  looked  out  of 
those  deep  blue  orbs.  Her  companion — they  were  not  sisters — ^with  her 
sad  dark  eyes,  and  rich  black  hair,  thrown  back  from  the  pale  face,  and 
felling  in  undulations,  not  curls,  upon  the  shoulders,  was  of  a  taller  and 
more  formed  figure,  and  though  sorrow  had  softened,  of  a  somewhat 
haughty  look  and  bearing. 

There  are  features  bearing  the  imprint  of  a  g^ef  which  time  does  never 
alter ;  in  sunshine  or  in  shade,  or  circumstance  or  place,  'tis  there— 'tis 
there:  some  great  or  early  sorrow,  some  blight,  some  shock,  thougb 
past,  has  left  its  traces,  like  the  lightning's,  that  sears  for  ever. 

Though  the  sun  should  go  down  with  a  tear. 

He  may  rise  in  the  morn  with  a  smile  ; 
And  his  light  to  our  eyes  be  more  dear, 

For  the  darkness  upon  us  the  while. 
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But  when  Hope  sets  on  life  not  again, 
Shall  she  lighten  our  hearts  as  the  sun  ; 

For  the  past  is  a  memorv  of  pain, 
And  the  future  a  grief  is  to  cone. 

Blame  me  not  if  I  watched  them,  for  I  was  interested — a  word  by 
vldch  yoa  may  seek  to  hide  curiosity,  or  worse.  Thus,  if  canght  with  your 
esr  to  a  keynole,  or  eye  to  a  chink — you  were  interested;  if  unsealing 
a  letter,  interested;  your  hand  in  another's  pocket,  interested,  and  so  on 
to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  Nevertheless,  I  was  interested!  Nor  had  I 
tiept  up  the  hedge,  nor  hid  under  the  tree  to  peer  down  into  the  window; 
but  I  forget  that  no  one  accuses  me,  and  I  am  defending  myself ;  so,  if 
people  judge  me  on  that  account  guilty,  why  let  them. 

The  spot  was  too  far  off  to  steal  upon  a  confidence,  and  whether  1 
would  or  no  is  fnatter  for  myself;  but  when  the  fair-haired  beauty  sung, 
though  the  distance  lost  me  the  words,  the  air  acquired  a  charm  that 
would  have  bound  me  listening  for  ever  and  a  day.  I  could  not  help 
repeating : 

The  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himself, 
Nor  is  not  moved  by  concord  of  sweet  sounds. 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoil. 
The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  as  night. 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus. 
Let  no  such  man  be  trusted. 

Now,  there  are  some,  but  I  am  not  of  them,  who  think  Shakspeare  to 
have  carried  this  panegyric  upon  music  too  far,  and  cite  admirers  and 
professors  of  music  as  being  often  knaves  or  fools.  Yet  such  is  no  proof 
tbat  the  man  '*  without  music  in  himself,"  ^'  when  found,"  as  Captain 
Cattle  (of  Dickens)  says,  be  not  ''  made  note  of"  to  trust  so  far  as  you 
lee  him. 

But  speaking  of  Shakspeare  reminds  me  I  once  assbted  at  an  amateur 

3resentation  of  the  "  Merchant  of  Venice."  And  what  character  did  I 
e  ? — LotkariOf  perhaps  ?  The  poet-lover  of  the  Jewess  found  an 
embodiment  in  the  person  of  a  fat  young  man,  ^vith  *^  a  little  music  in" 
throat.  Oh,  then,  'twas  Launcelot  Gobho  !  The  gentleman  who 
to  have  played  the  fool  had  gone  and  got  dnmk — how  frequently 
low  comedians  get  drunk,  on  and  off  the  stage ! — and  consequently  did 
Dot  come ;  and  consequently  I  kindly  undertook  the  part  on  the  shortest 
notice,  eh  ?  No,  I  did  not ;  for  the  simple  reason,  if  no  more,  that 
nobody  asked  me.  We — that  is,  the  amateurs — I  had  nothing  to  do 
with  tiiem  but  for  that  night — played  the  "  Merchant  of  Venice"  with- 
cwit  Launcelot  Gobbo,  and  the  audience  were  none  the  wiser  ;  although  a 
patron  of  the  company,  at  the  supper  afterwards,  spoke  very  largely 
upon  "  the  bard  of  all  ages,"  and  the  humanising  effect  of  a  know- 
ledge of  his  works ;  concluding  a  long  harangue  with  the  peroration 
''  that  the  performances  of  that  evening  had  been  as  a  lesson  to  the 
humbler,  and  a  treat  to  the  higher  class." 

I  wonder  if  that  was  Shakspeare *s  idea  of  humanbation  ! 
But  to  our  guesses.     I  enacted  a  senator — a  super  ;  but,  laugh  not : 
however  easy  to  say  nothing — the  super's  usual  business — 'tis  not  so 
easy  to  sit  upon  nothing ;  and  that  was  somewhat  of  the  unusual  duty 
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myself  and  two  other  gentlemen  fouid  ouvelTes  expected  to  perform, 
upon  nobly  undertaking  to  represent  the  whole  aristocracy  of  Venice. 
With  a  cap — and  what  a  cap ! — upon  our  headfl^  a  short,  a  very  short 
robe,  whicn  the  wind  that  swept  the  stage  at  every  moment  had  blown 
round  our  necks,  it  was  so  light  and  flimsy,  and  exposed  the  boots  and 
trousers,  but  for  &e  precaution  of  treading  upon  its  hem  ;  thiis^  unahb 
to  stand  upright  for  the  shortness  of  the  dress,  and  unable  to  at  down 
for  a  form  that  could  not  stand  of  itself  and-  would  not  babmoe  to  threes 
with  each  a  difierent  notion  of  equilibrium,  our  position  was  nettiiflr 
so  pleasant  nor  so  perfect,  and  much  resembled  an  mfant's  first  walk— a 
succession  of  escapes  from  falling. 

I  was  then  ignorant  of  all  stage  business,  know  little  of  it  now,  and 
care  less  :  it  is  true,  I  did  not  quite  believe  in  the  kings  and  queens  who 
strut  their  hour,  nor  had  £uth  in  the  dragon  virtues  of  the  heroines  d 
domestic  tragedy,  nor  put  trust  in  die  honour  of  heroes  of  high  or  low 
degree,  nor  had  1  an  easy  confidence  in  the  honesty  of  the  Poor  Cremd^' 
man;  but  I  had  some  sort  of  an  idea  that  a  stage-whisper  was  a  whispv 
upon  the  stage.  With  this  faith,  I  shall  not  ^sily  forget  my  astonish- 
ment— a  surprise  that  nearly  upset  my  discretion,  and  pretty  nigh  cap- 
sized my,  for  the  nonce,  brother-senators  upon  the  Duke — by-the-bj, 
a  mock  Duke  J  after  all;  the  real  Duke  had  been  looking  after  or  doing 
after  Launceht  Gobbo,  and  the  obese  Lothario  doubled — save  tlie 
mark ! — for  impromptu  Duke — so  the  Duke,  desiring  "  some  five  or 
six" — 'tis  three  or  four  in  the  text,  to  bring  in  BaUhaear^  alias  Portia^ 
Gratiano  answered — 'tis  not  at  all  in  the  text— <^^  Why,  you  ass,  youll 
clear  the  stage." 

There  was  one  thing  in  common  with  the  amateurs,  and  I  say  it  mme 
in  sorrow  than  in  anger — but,  &om  the  Jew,  to  the  Gaoler  who  walks 
with  Antonioy  each  and  all  had  entered  the  theatre  with  the  speedi  of 
the  Prince  o/Arragon  in  his  heart,  ^'1  will  assume  desert;"  and  to 
follow  out  the  incident  of  the  Princess  choice,  I  should  like  to  know  how 
many  of  them,  then  or  since,  have  not  found  the  truth  of  the  motto,  and 
moral  of  the  silver  casket,  '^  Who  chooses  me,  shall  get  as  much  as  he 
deserves." 

This  was  my  first  appearance  upon  any  stage,  and  I  think  it-  likely  to 
be  the  last ;  for  in  the  airt,  discomfort,  labour  and  vexation,  I  had  seen 
enough  to  cause  me  to  exclaim,  "  Who  would  be  an  actor  !** 

When  I  came  out  of  the  reverie  the  song  had  thrown  me,  the  dsA 
girl  was  'leaning  through  the  casement,  and  gazing  vacantly  across  the 
garden,  with  the  youth  at  her  side  looking  tenderly  upon  her.  But  be 
miffht  as  weU  have  looked  at  the  moon,  K>r  any  return  of  wanntii  fail 
looKs  had  infused.  The  fair  lady  sat,  pretty  and  pouting,  half  astoniriwd 
and  half  alarmed  at  the  vrant  of  attention  to  her  charms.  She  was  as 
evidently  taken  by  the  neglectful  youth  as  he  was  by  the  abstracted 
maiden ;  and  it  bemg  a  truism  "  that  Iookers*on  see  more  of  the  game 
than  the  players,"  so  did  I,  from  my  lair,  witness  how  blindly  was  this 
man  following  a  losing  suit,  who  had  only  to  turn  where  all  was  won.  Ah ! 
I  could  not  nelp  envying  him  ;  but,  the  grapes  being  sour,  like  the 
knights  of  old  consoled  myself  m  the  reflection  that  the  adventure  was 
not  for  me. 
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Oh,  pleasant  times !  oh,  happy  times  of  knight-errantry  I — when,  every 
day  of  the  year,  with  the  hridle  upon  the  charger's  neck,  one  roamed 
through  the  world  with  only  the  uncertainty  of  the  ride  ending  at  a  palace 
or  in  a  pit ;  when  princesses  took  off  the  armour  of  the  gallant,  and  fair 

damsels  waited  on  him  at  the  hath;  where I  must  leave  the  errant 

knight,  and  turn  my  erring  thoughts  to  the  whereahouts  I  have  strayed 


A  traveUer  arriving  where  four  roads  meet,  may  be  in  some  mioer- 
tanity  as  to  his  route  when  no  direction-post  gives  notice  of  the  way, 
■nd  milestones  are  wanting  in  the  country ;  nor  will  his  perplexity  be 
lesKned  at  meetin?  some  shock-headed  urchin  witii  a  drove  of  swine, 
triio,  to  all  inquiries  touching  the  roads,  answers  with  an  everlasting 
"  Doant  knoaw." 

*'  Well,  my  lad,  to  what  town  or  village  does  tiie  road  you  have  come 
td»  one  r 

**  Doant  knoaw,  zur." 

"  No !     Where  does  that  ?"  pointing  to  the  right. 

**  Doant  knoaw." 

"Or  that?"  to  the  left. 

**  Sure  I  doant  knoaw." 

It  is  a  desperate  case,  and  the  traveller,  looking  at  the  tiireatenin^ 
sky  and  tinnking  of  the  coming  night,  turns  wildly  in  the  direction  his 
own  feet  had  measured— e  long  length  of  dusty  road,  with  turnings  in- 
numerable, and  never  a  house — and,  pointing  down  the  darkness,  cries, 
"  Then  do  you  know  where  that  leads  ?" 

A  rsy  of  intelligence  lights  up  the  stolid  &oe  of  the  innocent,  and 
with  a  smartness  of  reply  that  proves  a  confidence  in  its  correctness, 
^  Ees,  I  do ;  that  leads  whoam." 

And  now  in  the  position  of  tiie  traveller  do  I  find  myself.  I  would 
fion  get  to  the  end  of  this  article,  but  have  started  without  chart  or  in- 
qaby,  and,  coming  to  a  cross-road,  know  not  how  to  turn  ;  so  meeting 
mj  own  ignorance  in  place  of  the  country -boy's,  unUke  the  traveller,  fed 
mured  the  way  back  to  be  my  best  way  ^  whoam." 

When  I  rose  from  my  seat  on  the  grass  the  sun  was  setting,  and  his 
tmn  felling  upon  the  cottage,  hating  up  tiie  feces  of  tiie  girls  and 
ihmiiig  in  their  hair  with  a  li^t  long  lingering  look.  It  was  as  good  as  a 
faint  to  go ;  so  breatiiing  out  my  interest  in  the  maidens,  with  a  sigh  to 
the  brunette  and  a  hope  for  the  blonde,  I  philosophicidly  walked  down 
thehiU. 

^  I  wonder  what  the  strange  centieman  would  have  said,  could  he 
know  how  we've  been  looking  at  him  ?"  spoke  tiie  dark  beauty. 

'^  And  what  we  ssdd  of  him  ?"  lauded  the  feir  one,  as  I  passed  under 
Ifap'window. 
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OLD  JACK. 

BY  JOHN   STEDMAN,  B.A. 
I. 

It  was  in  the  summer  of  1846  that,  with  my  wife  and  only  daughter, 
a  delicate  girl  of  seventeen,  scarcely  recovered  from  the  effects  of  a  low 
fever  she  had  suffered  under  two  months  before,  I  left  my  house  in  Lan- 
cashire and  sought  the  delightful  scenery  and  refreshing  breezes  of 
Whitby.  We  had  secured  a  beautiful  little  retreat  about  two  miles  from 
the  town,  and  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  the  sea.  There  was  only 
one  other  house  near  it,  and  that  one,  with  its  bare  walls  and  desolate 
aspect,  formed  a  gloomy  contrast  to  the  creeper-clad  exterior  of  our  sunny 
cot.  It  was  a  large  and  straggling  edifice,  with  massive  walls  and 
narrow  windows,  to  which  shutters,  perpetually  closed,  imparted  the  most 
dismal  appearance.  What  had  once  been  an  extensive  flower-garden, 
enclosed  by  low  walls,  surrounded  it,  but  no  flowers  grew  there  now ; 
I  forgot,  there  was  one  small  border,  separated  by  a  well-kept  margin  of 
box  from  the  weedy  waste  around,  in  which  the  moss-rose  reared  its 
rough  green  branches  over  a  nest  of  violets,  isolated,  but  not  forgotten, 
like  an  angel-guarded  innocent  in  the  midst  of  an  erring  world.  This 
little  plot,  and  one  window  unclosed  in  the  adjacent  building,  alone 
suggested  the  idea  of  inhabitant.  It  can  hardly  be  supposed  that  a  grim 
chateau  like  this,  hard  by  a  barren  cliff,  on  the  verge  of  the  desert  wave, 
could  fail  of  acquiring  a  sinister  fame  and  ghostly  reputation  among  the 
sailor-occupants  of  the  neighbourhood.  We  soon  discovered,  on  putting 
any  questions  to  the  rude  fishermen  of  the  coast,  their  views  respecting 
it :  a  shake  of  the  head,  and  a  look  of  empty  mysteriousness,  was  all  that 
we  could  elicit  from  that  taciturn  and  superstitious  race.  Mystery  is  the 
best  whetstone  of  inquiry,,  and  the  less  we  could  discover,  the  more  inqui- 
sitive we  became.  We  learnt,  indeed,  that  the  property  belong^  to  a 
captain,  whose  Christian  name  was  Jack,  but  about  '^  Old  Jack,''  as 
maritime  nomenclature  designated  him,  hung  as  deep  a  mystery  as  veiled 
the  old  house  itself.  **  Old  Jack"  might  have  been  a  veritable  Wehr-wolf 
for  anything  we  could  learn  to  the  contrary  from  our  obliging  informers, 
who  always  spoke  of  him  with  the  same  icy  looks,  and  in  the  same  dark 
language  they  would  have  applied  to  an  Afrit  or  a  Goul. 

The  house  was  situated  between  us  and  the  town,  so  that  we  had  to 
pass  it,  though  at  a  little  distance,  in  our  journeys  backwards  and  for- 
wards. I  was  returning  at  a  late  hour  one  evening  from  dining  with  a 
^ntleman  whose  acquaintance  I  had  recently  formed,  and  was  enjoying 
the  common  effects  of  a  substantial  repast  and  a  few  glasses  of  crusted 
port,  in  a  considerable  increase  of  the  heroical  faculties,  and  a  more  than 
wonted  inclination  to  enterprise.  The  dreary  mansion  occupied  my 
thoughts  :  how  more  than  grey  would  it  stand  forth  in  the  gloom  of  a 
moonlit  night !  Why  should  I  not  take  a  nearer  view  of  the  dark  scene  ? 
Yes,  I  would  turn  on  to  the  common,  among  the  heather  and  the  fern, 
and  contemplate  the  charms  of  a  haunted  house.  My  curiosity  was 
increased,  and  my  resolution  somewhat  abated,  when,  on  reaching  that 
point  of  the  road  where  the  house  first  came  in  sight,  or  where,  more 
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properly  speaking,  I  came  in  sight  of  the  house,  I  perceived  one  of  the 
windows  &intly  illumined  hy  a  cold,  dim  light,  in  true  keeping  with  the 
usual  formulae  of  spectre-smitten  domains.     I  felt  half  inclined  to  forego 
the  pleasure  I  had  cut  out  for  myself  hut,  thinking  how  it  would  interest 
my  dear  invalid  to  carry  her  some  news  of  the  interesting  spot,  I  huckled 
up  my  courage,  and  kicked  my  way  through  the  prickly  wilderness  to 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  gloomy  structure.     There  I  stood,  with  the 
most  approved  feelings  of  awe  wriggliug  through  my  firame,  and  all  the 
goblin  stories  I  had  ever  heard,  from  the  hour  of  leaving  the  cradle  to  the 
proud  moment  of  assuming  my  first  tail-coat,  coursing  confusedly  through 
my  mind.     I  had  been  gazing  up  at  the  eclipsed  windows  for  several 
minutes,  when,  on  lowering  my  eyes  to  objects  more  on  my  own  level, 
I  perceived,  with  a  thrill  and  a  start,  that,  as  I  was  gazing,  so  was  I  being 
gazed  at.     Within  the  precincts  of  that  crumbling  wall,  which  separated  . 
the  weeds  within  from  the  wild  without,  stood  a  being,  whom  my  fears 
at  once  pronounced  to  be  the  beau-ideal  of  '^  Old  Jack"  himself.     That 
being  was  a  man  considerably  above  the  average  height,  dressed  in  a 
rou^  pilot-coat  and  sailor's  straw  hat,  which  gave  an  uncouth  expres- 
sion to  a  face  not  uncouth  in  itself,  but  of  a  corpse-like  pallor,  from 
which  looked  two  eyes  of  the  most  melancholy  meaning  I  ever  beheld, 
and  such  as  it  was  impossible  to  meet  without  looking  again.     Over  one 
was  a  ghastly  scai*,  which  extended  partly  down  the  side  of  his  face,  and 
brought  to  mind  a  mutilated  warrior  risen  from  the  field  of  death.     His 
arms  were  folded,  and,  though  his  eyes  appeared  fixed  on  me,  he  seemed 
at  the  same  time  lost  in  such  dark  imaginings  as  befit  a  contemplative 
goblin.     Perhaps  there  are  few  circumstances  more  startling,  or  which 
consign  you  more  completely  to  the  dominions  of  fear,  than  suddenly  to 
meet  another's  steady  gaze  when  you  have  thought  yourself  in  utter  soli- 
tude, amid  all  the  enhancing  influences  of  psde  moon  and  moonshine 
mysteries.     My  first  impulse  was  to  cry  out,  my  second  to  fall  down,  my 
third  to  run  away ;  here,  third  thoughts  seemed  best,  so,  with  the  alacrity 
of  genuine  fear,  I  took  to  my  heels  till  they  were  taken  from  under  me 
by  tripping  over  and  into  a  furze-bush,  from  which  I  extricated  myself 
not  without  considerable  damage  to  my  evening  costume.     However,  I 
had  escaped  the  withering  vicinity  of  Old  Jack. 

On  returning  home,  I  communicated  the  occurrence  to  my  wife  and 
Emily,  who,  with  the  brave  ideas  we  usually  enjoy  in  a  snug  room  with 
friends  aroimd  us,  and  a  bright  lamp  burning  on  the  table,  did  not  so 
much  appreciate  my  fortitude  in  courting  the  adventure,  as  they  mur- 
mured at  my  pusillanimity  in  its  abrupt  termination.  My  partial  dis- 
coveries rather  formed  the  groimd  of  future  surmises  than  a  solution  of 
nast  ones.  Considering  my  courage  as  a  country-gentleman  at  stake,  I 
promised  to  make  another  attempt  to  learn  the  secret  of  the  place  by  per- 
sonal application ;  and,  in  good  sooth,  my  precipitate  retreat  had  been 
the  result  rather  of  surprise  than  of  a  firm  conviction  that  the  awful  form 
I  beheld  was  other  than  human. 

The  next  night  was  too  stormy  for  out-door  experiments.  The  rain 
fell  in  torrents,  such  as  even  a  ghost  might  repudiate ;  and  the  lightning 
flashed  too  furiously  to  be  trifled  with.  However,  ere  darkness  again 
veiled  mother  earth,  every  ttu*bulent  symptom  among  the  elements  had 
vanished,  and  pale  Phoebe  again  showed  her  face  in  sea-side  splendour. 
Long  before  the  witching  hour,  I  sallied  forth  with  every  firm  resolve  to 
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we  wlist  was  ix)  be  seen.  With  firm  step,  albeit  with  palpitating  kaBt, 
\L  ventured  even  to  enter  Ab  precincts  of  tiiat  dreary  garden ;  but  seitlMr 
Jade  nor  his  agents  were  abroad;  silence  and  desolation  mlad  on  all 
sides.  I  walked  round  the  building  unmolested ;  I  returned  to  11k  gate 
where  I  had  entered— ha !  there  was  Old  Jack  again !  I  hardly  atutsd 
tiiis  time,  and  was  positively  going  to  walk  to  bim  when  he  walkad  up 
to  me. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,**  I  said,  addressing  myself  as  to  a  materiai  caeatoie, 
<*  for  intruding  on  your  premises." 

The  figure  slightly  bowed.  He  didn't  look  so  teitific  aftar  alL  Snnljr, 
a  man  may  be  melancholy  without  h&ng  a  brownie,  and  a  scar  xai  we 
hce  is  undoubtedly  consistent  with  corporeal  construction.  FeiiiapBl 
showed  my  thoughts  in  my  countenance,  for  the  gloomy  visage  xdned, 
and  a  voice  actually  issued  from  the  ashy  lips  : 
^*  Ah,  you  have  heard  the  common  reports  ?'' 

The  tcme  savoured  more  of  soliloquy  than  of  conversation,  but  it  hanishwl 
all  nw  remaining  timidity,  and,  feeling  an  interest  in  the  sad  being  hefine 
me,  I  said : 

*^  I  have,  indeed,  sir,  heard  mysterious  legends ;  but  my  onziosity  iaii 
I  fear,  exceeded  ihe  bounds  of  propriety.  My  excuse  must  be  iot&l 
ignorance  that  this  house  was  occupied." 

''  True,"  he  repHed,  with  a  sigh,  ''  there  are  little  signs  of  life  faflBS." 
A  short  idlence  ensued,  and  he  added,  ^'  But  you  seem  interested  in  iheie 
old  walls ;  perhaps  you  would  like  to  enter  them  ?  You  need  fear  no 
imaginary  terrors  connected  with  them.  Alas,  would  they  were  i"  And 
his  brow  became  as  dark  and  sorrowful  as  ever. 

I  assured  him  that  I  should  feel  a  deep  interest  in  accompanying  him 
in ;  and  without  further  parley,  he  walked  slowly  to  the  door,  opened  it 
with  a  key,  and,  requesting  me  to  wait  an  instant,  entered  alone  and 
returned  with  a  light ;  when  he  ushered  me  into  a  modfirate-ai»d.iooBi 
on  the  ground-fioor,  which  was  evidently  the  one  I  had  seen  llluminatBd 
two  nights  ago.  It  was  well  furnished,  but  wore  a  neglected  aspect^ 
and  I  especially  noticed  that  on  a  little  marquetrie-table  lay  a  thimble, 
among  other  trifles,  and  a  small  pair  of  scissors.  ^'  Ah,"  thought  I,  "  a 
lady  in  the  case !" 

The  melancholy  man  motioned  me  to  a  seat,  and,  taking  one  himBelf, 
began  in  a  plaintive  and  gentlemanly  voice : 

^  It  is  strange — ^not  one  save  myself  has  entered  this  house  far  many 
a  year.  I  do  not  know  why  I  have  brought  you  here,  but,  metfainks, 
you  are  attracted  to  the  spot.  Your  voiee  made  me  feel — ^what  I  have 
not  felt  for  many  a  livelong  day — that  the  voice  of  a  fellow-being  has 
yet  some  power  to  lessen  the  gpawings  of  grief.''  He  paused ;  but  his 
accents,  so  full  of  melancholy,  quite  touched  my  sympathies.  I  made 
no  reply,  and  he  continued :  '*  Your  very  coming  nere  seems  to  Acm 
ytm  can  appreciate  the  finer  feelings  of  sorrow ;  for  nothing  but  bgordw, 

the  most  subtle  and  refined,  has  approached  here  since ^" 

He  shuddered,  and  left  die  sentence  unfinished. 
^'  And  why  not  leove  a  scene  which  only  distresses  ?*'  said  L     "Mj 
eottage  is  not  ha  off.     If  you  will  deem  it  worthy  of  a  visits  my  win 
and  daughter  will  bo        " 

**  Yon  aie  kind,"  he  repliad ;  ^  you  have  mentioned  relations  who  alone 
cocdd  banidi  wiy  inttenieBs.     It  is  long,  very  long,  sinoe  I  entaied  into 
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MB0ty>  or  talked  with  other  than  my  own  hnmediate  d^iendents ;  hot  I 
tahie  your  mnpKthy,  and,  i£«  spirit  like  mine  will  not  east  a  olond  over 
your  hiappy  Aces,  I  will  aooept  your  firiendly  offer.** 

In  a  short  time  we  were  on  the  common,  walking  towards  my  little 
Nsidence^  where  the  arrival  of  Old  Jack— -for  it  oould  be  no  other*— seemed 
to  astonish  my  little  Emily ;  but  she  and  her  mother  welcomed  him  with 
Aeir  kind  smiles,  just  as  they  would  have  done  to  any  other  visitor.  I 
ooold  see  the  sight  of  their  happy  &ces  affected  nim  deeply.  He 
teemed  with  difficulty  to  repress  some  violent  emotions,  and  then  re- 
lomed  his  wonted  melancholy,  but  gradually  became  conversable,  and 
kindly  answered  our  inquiries  respecting  the  old  mansion.  We  all  took 
an  equal  interest  in  the  captain  ;  he  had  evidently  suffered  so  much.  By 
Vm  own  account,  he  had  long  banished  himself  from  the  world  around 
him,  and  yet,  notwithstanding  his  exile  and  his  sorrows,  he  was  as  gentle- 
manly and  polite  as  the  most  caressed  fiavourite  of  the  drawing-room. 
He  seemed  to  eye  my  daughter  with  peculiar  regard  ;  whether  on  her 
own  account,  or  for  the  sake  of  some  fond  association,  I  could  not  tell. 
No  doubt  her  sweet  face  and  engaging  cheerfulness  helped  to  drown  the 
falling  thoughts  which  he  had  so  long  nourished  within.  Whatever  may 
asve  been  the  attracdon  our  little  circle  afforded,  poor  Jack  promised  to 
pay  us  another  visit  at  no  very  distant  period,  and  futhfully  kept  the 
engagement ;  for,  before  three  nights  had  elapsed,  he  was  again  seated 
ia  oar  comfortable  room. 

This  time  his  costume  was  less  rough,  and  his  appearance  propor- 
tionably  improved.  His  features  were  good,  and,  but  for  the  extreme 
gloom  which  chilled  them,  and  that  disfiguring  scar,  he  might  have  been 
poaitivdy  handsome :  with  such  strangely  difEerent  eyes  do  we  view  a 
nan  beneath  the  threatening  pile  of  a  haunted  house  and  in  the  smile- 
lil  boeom  of  our  family.  It  was  now  that  we  followed  up  a  resolution  we 
bad  oome  to  since  his  llrst  visit.  Emily  spoke  on  our  behalf ;  and  after 
a  rather  dismal  silence  of  several  minutes,  during  which  he  seemed  to 
be  atruggling  between  the  pain  of  past  recollections  and  a  wbh  to  com- 
ply wiu  our  urgent  request,  the  captain  commenced  the  recital  of  his 
Own  history. 

You  may  be  sure  (he  began)  that  nothing  but  the  sincere  sympathy 
ywk  have  shown  with  my  unhappiness,  and  the  strange  feeling  of  friend- 
ahro,  so  long  dead,  I  experience  towards  you,  my  hospitable  friends, 
eomd  induce  me  to  renew  the  agonies  I  have  suffered  for  the  last  eight 
years,  by  tracing  up  the  source  from  which  they  sprung.  My  narration 
win,  I  fear,  present  little  to  engage  your  attention  beyond  its  truth,  and 
Ite  tone  will  necessarily  be  devoid  of  spirit  or  livdiness.  If  I  view 
everything  in  almost  a  morbid  light,  the  result  of  many  a  sad  hour,  you 
will  doubtless  make  due  allowance  for  me,  and  judge  my  faults  with 
leniency.  Having  warned  you  what  to  expect,  I  will  comply  at  once 
fHith  your  desire. 

The  old  house,  which  now  Stands  so  desolate,  was  the  seat  of  our 
&nily  for  several  generations.     To  it  my  father,  af^r  thirty  years'  mili- 

S service  in  nearly  every  country,  during  which  he  had  lUtained  the 
of  lieutenant-colonel,  itetumed  from  India.  I  had  not  seen  him 
«Bee  I  traa  five  years  old,  for  my  mother,  w^ho  was  very  delicate,  had 
been  unable  to  aeeompany  lier  'luiibimd  in  hie'oampaijgns  for  the  last 
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fifteen  years,  having  suffered  severely  from  the  eastern  climate  shortly 
after  their  marriaee.  It  was  very  singular  ;  the  feehngs  with  which  I 
anticipated  my  fauier's  return  were  not  those  of  love.  We  may  talk 
ahout  ahsolutely  intuitive  a£Fection  towards  a  parent ;  nature  has,  indeed, 
implanted  a  feeling  of  dependeuce  in  the  breast  of  a  child  ;  so  it  has  in 
the  vine  which  clings  to  the  trellis,  but  both  the  one  and  the  other  must 
be  allowed  those  advantages  which  nature  intended.  Subsequent  events 
have  proved  me  to  be  far  from  deficient  in  the  social  propensities,  and 
my  fondness  for  my  mother  was  of  the  deepest  description.  The  last  re- 
miniscence which  remained  of  my  father  before  he  left  home,  was  a  severe 
thrashing  which  he  inflicted  upon  me  for  some  juvenile  delinquency ; 
what  it  was  I  scarcely  recollect ;  and  whenever  my  dear  mother  men- 
tioned him  in  his  absence,  it  was  with  a  certain  degree  of  restraint, 
almost  awe,  which  scarcely  tended  to  warm  my  affections  towards  him. 

Well,  to  return  to  our  first  meeting,  when  I  was  twenty  years  of  age. 
If  my  love  was  not  very  active,  I  took  a  decided  interest  in  the  event, 
and  respect  1  could  not  but  feel  when  I  saw  that  venerable  grey  head, 
and  the  manly  countenance  which  had  faced  so  many  dangers.  He  met 
me  kindly ;  but  it  appeared  more  like  the  kindness  of  a  commanding 
officer  towards  a  young  ensign  than  of  a  father  to  his  own  son.  No 
doubt  manner  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it ;  and  I  have  little  hesitation 
in  affirming  that  his  heart  was  much  warmer  than  his  greeting.  He 
seemed  to  view  the  old  house  with  considerable  regard,  and,  shortly  after 
his  arrival,  expressed  the  intention  of  never  again  quitting  it  Every 
day  confirmed  me  in  the  estimation  in  which  I  had  previously  held  him. 
He  was  my  colonel,  firm  as  adamant,  not  to  be  trifled  with ;  Ins  affec- 
tion towards  me  as  an  only  son  was  shown  by  the  strictest  note  of  all  my 
actions.  If  I  were  out  an  hour  beyond  my  usual  time,  I  felt  like  an  officer 
infringing  upon  his  leave  ;  as  for  being  unpunctujil  at  meals,  it  was  im- 
possible. My  father,  rightly  indeed,  never  waited ;  and  if  the  hour  of 
dinner  was  passed  by,  so  were  the  attractions  it  brought. 

He  had  not  been  home  many  months  when,  for  some  reason  or  other, 
he  desired  me  one  morning  to  repair  to  his  private  sitting-room  at  a 
certain  hour.  I  felt  that  something  awful  might  be  expected,  and  not 
without  apprehension  was  the  command  obeyed. 

"  John,"  he  said,  as  I  entered  the  room,  "  I  have  been  for  some  time 
thinking  you  are  too  old  to  be  idle  (you  may  sit  down),  and  I  have  just 
accepted  for  you  a  commission  in  an  infantry  regiment,  on  the  point  of 
proceeding  to  the  West  Indies.  Appointments  are  scarcer  than  they 
were,  and  you  may  be  thankful  for  having  obtained  one  so  easily.  You 
will  sail  in  a  few  weeks." 

"  Sir !"  I  replied  energetically,  for  once  overcoming  the  awe  I  usually 
experienced  in  his  presence,  "  the  thing  is  impossible  !  I — I — am  en- 
gaged to " 

"Well,  sir ?'» 

**  I  am  engaged  to — Miss  Villiers."  Nothing  but  the  urgency  of  the 
case  could  have  drawn  from  me  this  declaration. 

"  And  why  have  you  not  informed  me  of  your  engagement  ?"  said  ray 
father,  in  a  far  less  severe  tone  than  I  should  have  expected. 

I  could  not  reply ;  circumstances  had  involved  me  in  an  attachment 
for  Caroline  Villiers ;  fear  of  opposition  had  prevented  me  from  disclosing 
it  to  any  one ;  here,  nothing  could  justify  such  a  course. 
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"Very  weD,  sir,"  continued  my  father;  "follow  your  own  counsels. 
By  this  conduct  you  have  thwarted  my  every  wish  on  your  hehalf.  You 
little  know  the  fondness  with  which  I  have  hitherto  watched  over  your 
interests.  Miss  Villiers  is  not  the  young  lady  for  whom  I  had  destined 
ymL  I  never  expected  this  blow,  and  I  know  not  how  long  I  may 
survive  it.  Your  undutifulness  is  as  bitter  to  me  as  it  is  unexpected. 
Tea  may  leave  me,  sir !" 

It  was  anything  but  a  triumph  for  me ;  the  apparently  stem  and 
iqpathetic  father  had  displayed  emotions  I  had  little  anticipated :  I  had 
rarfoited  a  confidence  the  very  moment  I  first  became  aware  of  its  having 
existed  at  all.  My  father  was  ever  a  man  of  few  words ;  but  from  this 
time  he  scarcely  ever  addressed  me ;  my  spirits  became  depressed,  and 
nothing  but  the  presence  of  my  mother,  whose  kindness  towards  me 
increased  in  proportion  to  my  father's  coldness,  would  have  enlivened  the 
now  gloomy  hall  sufficiently  to  keep  me  there  any  longer.  Often  did  I 
meditate  leaving  a  home  which  was  daily  becommg  less  attractive ;  but 
irhen  I  thought  of  the  blow  such  a  step  would  inevitably  prove  to  that 
dear  parent,  who  had  rarely  used  an  unkind  word,  the  idea  vanished. 
Still  it  would  at  intervals  recur,  and  circumstances,  which  only  modify 
the  plans  of  the  Christian,  but  are  the  blind  glides  of  the  weak  in  prin- 
ciple, brought  it  to  maturity.  I  was  in  a  very  desponding  mood  one  dull 
day,  when  I  received  a  letter  from  Caroline  Villiers,  who  had  been 
staying  at  Southampton  for  the  last  two  months,  and  whom  I  had  not 
seen  since  the  private  interview  with  my  father.  In  it  she  told  me,  with 
the  greatest  sorrow,  that  her  father  had  received  a  formal  notice  from 

Colonel ,  to  the  effect  that  my  proposal  to  her  had  been  wholly 

without  his  knowledge  or  approval,  and  that  if  our  union  took  place  it 
would  be  contrary  to  his  protest.  Mr.  Villiers,  sbe  said,  was  surprised 
at  the  communication,  and  offended  at  it^  tone,  and  declared  that  his 
daughter  should  never  ftave  anything  more  to  do  with  the  family  of  the 
colonel.  She  assured  me  that  her  affection  was  unaltered  and  unalter- 
able, and  that  although  she  entertained  no  hopes  of  weakening  her 
father's  resolution  (who,  in  truth,  could  do  nothing  should  the  colonel 
maintain  his  opposition),  still  she  could  never  forget  the  mutual  vows  we 
had  pledged,  ^vith  a  great  many  other  professions,  which  convinced  me 
that  I  might  have  my  own  way  without  the  consent  of  parents  on 
either  side. 

My  resolution  was  instantly  formed.  I  told  my  mother  of  my  deter- 
mination to  run  away,  and,  notwithstanding  every  dissuasive  argument 
and  entreaty  on  her  part,  so  obstinate  did  I  feel,  that  in  a  couple  of  days 
I  had  reached  Southampton,  overcome  Miss  Villiers's  scruples  by  repre- 
senting the  utter  impossibility  of  ever  gaining  my  father's  consent,  and, 
as  I  was  just  of  age,  and  she  was  four  mouths  older  than  myself,  we 
eloped  to  the  Isle  of  Wight,  and  were  married  with  as  little  delay  as 
possible.  The  lady  with  whom  Caroline  was  staying  had  a  daughter, 
who  materially  assisted  our  enterprise,  though  her  mother  never  dis- 
covered the  circumstance.  I  wrote  from  Ryde  the  evening  of  our  mar- 
riage to  inform  my  mother  of  the  event,  and  the  next  day  set  sail  for 
Italy.  My  wife's  resources  were  all  we  had  to  depend  upon,  for  my  own 
property  would  not  revert  to  me  till  the  death  of  my  father.  He, 
happily,  had  no  power  to  cut  off  the  entail,  or  it  would  never  have  come 
to  me  at  all.   Wishing  to  increase  our  means,  which  were  none  too  large. 
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after. a  tour  of  several  months  I  entered  thdAustEian  Mrvkey  in  wlndi  I 
eventually  -attained  the  nink  of  captain. 

We  had  heen  some  time  ahroao,  when  a  letter  .£Nttn  my  mother,  niio 
had  w£tten  firequently  to  me,  but,  singularly  enough,  ^ttumt  any  alki- 
sbn  to  my  departurafrom  home,  or  any  subsequentstep,  m^^ed  me  to  le- 
pair  to  the  hial  without  a  moment*s  delay,  or  I  might  not  again  see  my 
father  alive.  I  was  much  affected  by  the  intelligonoe.  This  ^raS'ttotthe 
first  occasion  on  which  remorseful  feelings  would  press  themselvee  upon 
me  ;  I  could  :not  disguise  from  my  own  consoienoe  the  fieust  that  I  had  in- 
deed behaved  to  both  my  parents  in  a  veiy  undutiful  manner.  With 
all  the  haste  of  one  who  would  fain  hear  words  of  ifairgiveness  from  a 
dying  fiEither,  I  embarked  with  my  wife  and  infimt  daughter  on  board  a 
packet,  and  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time  was  driving  rapidly  «cm 
to  the  gates  of  my  old  home.  My  mother  lecewedme  at  the  door  vnu 
all  theaffectionshe  had  ever  shown,  but  I  could  not  help  noticing  her 
haggard  looks  and  wan  complexion,  which  told  too  plainly  of  sorrow  -and 
illness. 

She  led  me  directly  to  my  fiither's  apartment;  he  was 'propped  up  en 
the  bed ;  his  eyes  were  bloodshot,  and  almost  starting  frt)m  their  sodEeti; 
and  the  look  with  which  he  eyed  me  as  I  approached  him  will  never  be 
absent  from  my  mind.  I  knelt  down  by  the  bedside,  and  in  a  V(nce  hoaise 
with  emotion  entreated  his  forgiveness.  Oh,  who  can  tell  the  sickness  of 
a  heart  yearning  after  the  dying  blessing  of  an  injured  parent  ?  That  was 
one  of  tne  most  solemn  moments  of  my  life,  and  I  could  almoBt  count  n^ 
palpitations  during  the  silent  suspense  in  which  I  hung  those  intarminahie 
minutes.  At  last  the  words,  which  have  sometimes  stood  before  me  in 
letters  of  £re,  burst  steadily  and  witheringly  from  the  tongue  of  death. 

'^  Forgiveness  !  it  rests  not  with  me.  The  disobedienoe  of  a  son  may 
bring  a  curse  upon  his  house,  which  the  parent  cannot  stay  !  Yes—- yes, 
I  see  it,"  he  murmured-^and  those  glanng  eyeballs  grew  filmy,  and  the 
prophetic  voice  became  sofltened  and  unearthljr'— *'  there— a  motner^s  tears 
—they  fall  on  the  blighted  floor  !     Bless  !-^no---4io  blessing  !«-there  lies 

a  curse "   The  voice  had  eeasod.     The  breath  of  my  &ther  departed 

with  that  condemning  word. 

Then,  with  the  w3d  energy  of  remorse,  I  tried  to  prevail  upon  death 
itself  to  bless  me  yet.  The  silent  chamber  resounded  with  my  frantic 
cries  to  extort  one  saving  word  while  yet  the  spirit  was  wendiiig  its 
journey  from  the  fast-freezing  clay.  But  I  cannot  dwell  longer  on  that 
unblest  hour ;  truly  had  my  fisither  discerned  a  ban  resting  upon  me ; 
from  that  hour  my  dear  mother  sickened ;  she  had  heard  the  dreadfiil 
words  fall  on  her  still  beloved  son,  and  a  frame  already  worn  out  by  re- 
pining, and  for  my  sake but  enough ;  she  died  within  a  fortnight ;  nor 

were  those  lips  permitted  to  utter  the  blessing  they  would  fiun  have  pro- 
nounced. 

Long  was  it  before  I  could  bear  to  enter  the  unhallowed  n>of ;  'but  at 
length  the  a£Fectionate  attentions  of  my  wife  and  the  soothing  prattle  of 
my  innocent  babe  cooled  down  the  scorching  madness  even  of  my  .grie£ 
The  infant  child  of  a  deiroairing  parent  is  like  to  fresh  green  suckers  on  a 
blighted  stump  ;  when  I  lookell  on  that  dear  littie  one,  memciy  yielded 
to  hope,  and  hope  whispered  that  life  had  yet  a  oharm.  Your  &aghb^s 
name  reminded  me  of  lier ;  can  you  wonder  at  my  sudden  attraction  to 
your  fiunily  dide  ? 
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nj^njjgtit  of  the  12th  of  September,  1769,  Genenl  Wdfb,  at  the  head  of  his  troops, 
jWMnned^the  very  difficult  task  of  ascendiDg  the  rocky  eminence  above  Qaebec;  he  then 
Bjir  np  hiB  little  army  on  the  plain  of  il^raham,  and  gave  battle  to  the  French,  who 
Ofinoed  in  force  from  the  dty,  at  that  time  in  their  possession.  ] 

Not  of  duKHK^  slow  wwtiDg  life's  pale  flr&~ 

Notof  (^  age,  that  brings  its  dark  decaT— 
In  victory's  aims  young  Valour  would  expire^ 

And  'midst  the  roar  of  battle  pass  away. 
Thou  badst  thy  wish,  braye  Wofre!  if  such  were  tUne, 

And  never  mm  this  world,  to  realms  of  dt^, 
.Did  ioul  more  nofaie:mount^  a  star  to  shine 

In  honour's  bearen,  with  pure  and  quenchless  ray. 
E'en  now,  while  nmsmg  on  thy  bright  career 
And  esAy  doom,  warmed  Fity  drops  a  tear. 

Waving  the  sword  to  those  who  toil  behind, 

We  see  thee  scale  yon  steep  at  dead  of  night; 
Britannia's  lion-banner  flaunts  the  wind; 

l%e  foe  awakes— he  comes  with  boastfhl  might; 
Wm  changing  buids  would  sweep  you  in  the  wave 

That  ^W8  bencAth,  as  breaks  the  mArning  li^t; 
Boom  bis  loud-roUing  guns,  till  cliff  and  cave 

Seem  lire  with  echoes— ibrward  to  the  fight  I 
Thy  sword,  thy  look,  tiiy  voice,  were  magic  tluai — 
^ectric  fire  that  thrilled  the  hearts  of  men. 

More  rapid  than  the  rapid  tide  below 

Dash  on  thy  squadrons,  dead^  baronets  gl^Euning, 
And,  like  a  river,  poun  the  macklenmg  fbe; 

The  human  torrents  meet — thy  blood  is  streaming ; 
No  matter— fbll  of  fire,  thou  battiest  yet. 

Feeling  no  pain,  of  victory  only  dreaming; 
Save  England's  honour,  all  thou  dost  fbrget; 

But  dimmer  now  thine  eagle  eye  is  beaming; 
Thy  fiiiling  hand  no  more  the  swxnrd  can  swi^y — 
Oh!  fbr  An  hour  the  stroke xif  death  to  stay! 

We  mark  thee  leanlxig  on  the  veteran  near, 

Striving  poor  Nature'a  anyniah  to  controL 
Hot  still  the  confiict;  ah!  will  victory  cheer, 

Before  it  mounts  from  earth,  thy  ardent  soul? 
Gaul's  eagle  wavers — ^En^and's  banner  files, 

Thou^  red  with  gore;  her  voUeying  thunders  roll; 
**  They  yield!  tbcn^  yieldl"* — alight  iUmnes  thine  eyes; 

Now  welcome,  death!  high  hope  has  won  the  goal; 
No  longer  clinging  to  the  suffering  clay. 
Borne  on  that  shout,  thy  spirit  wings  away. 

Watts.  moKtally  wounded  while  advandne  at  the  head  of  the  grenadiers,  and  leaning  on 
oUler,  heard  a  voice  cry,  "  They  ran !"   ^*  Who  ran?"  he  ask^  fiuntly.    The  Frenoh, 
infiarmed.    "  I  die  then  liappy !"  were  the  last  words  of  tUs  yoong  and  bnve 
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THE  BRIDGE  OF  BENDEARG. 
a  scottish  legend. 

Bt  Mas.  Edward  Thomas. 

I. 

Situated  between  Sandwich  Bay  and  the  Parph  Forest,  in  Sunder* 
landshire,  stands  the  remote  and  almost  unknown  yalley  of  Bendearg. 
Surrounded  by  trackless  and  barren  deserts,  or  bleak  and  inaccessible 
mountains,  abounding  with  wild  deer,  it  is  rarely  trodden  save  by  the 
foot  of  the  adventurous  hunter,  to  whom  its  solitary  grandeur  and  dan- 
gerous impediments  afford  a  greater  stimulus  to  enterprise,  a  more 
glorious  reward  to  success. 

In  the  very  heart  of  these  northern  highlands  there  is  a  narrow  pesS) 
which  at  a  short  distance  has  the  appearance  of  an  immense  artincial 
bridge  thrown  over  a  tremendous  chasm,  but  which  on  a  nearer  approach  is 
seen  to  be  a  wall  of  Nature's  own  masonry,  formed  of  vast  and  rugged  bodies 
of  solid  rock,  piled  on  each  other  as  if  tne  ^ant  sport  of  the  architect 

Its  sides  in  some  places  are  covered  with  trees  of  a  considerable  sixe, 
and  the  traveller  who  pauses  to  contemplate  the  savage  sublimities  of  the 
scene  may,  if  sufficiently  courageous  to  gaze  from  the  dizzy  heights  into 
the  depths  below,  behold  the  eyries  of  birds  of  prey  midway  between  him 
and  the  bottom  of  the  awful  and  precipitous  declivity.  The  path  over  is 
so  fearfully  circumscribed  that  it  cannot  admit  of  two  persons  passing 
each  other,  yet  it  sometimes  happens  that  a  couple  of  wayfarers  meet  in 
the  middle,  owing  to  the  curve  formed  by  the  pass  preventing  a  view 
across  from  either  side,  and  when  that  is  the  case,  one  is  obliged  to  lie 
down  while  the  other  crawls  over  his  body. 

In  the  barbarous  ages  of  feudalism,  when  in«n  nurtured  the  fiercest 
animosity   against   man — when  lawless  and   unrestrained   passion   was 
dominant  in   the  undisciplined  bosom — when  revenge  was   considered 
noble,  treachery  honourable — when  the  blood  of  a  rival,  however  basely 
shed,  dimmed  not  the  lustre  of  an  otherwise  untarnished  name — and 
when,  in  fact,  clan  leagued  against  clan  with  the  fury  and  vindictiveness 
of  more  than  foreign  foes,  and  laird  and  vassal  were  blood-bound  in  one 
common  bond   of  enmity  and  extermination  to  ruin  and  destroy  th^ 
offending  neighbour — there  raged  a  deadly  and  inveterate  quarrel  betweeok 
the  Macpherson  of  Bendearg  and  the  Grant  of  Cairn — the  two  most^ 
important  families  in  the  district ;  and  which,  notwithstanding  the  earnests 
intervention  of  mutual  friends,  could  only  be  partially  stifled,  and  whicte 
burst  forth  with  renewed  violence  on  every  seemingly  aggressive  oppor-^ 
tunity,  like  the  smouldering  embers  of  a  destructive  fire  when  fanned  t(^ 
flame  by  the  rising  gale. 

Angus  Macpherson,  the  unwedded  possessor  of  the  vast  domains  (n^ 
Bendearg,  was  naturally  of  a  brooding  and  morose  disposition,  whicK^ 
was  seriously  increased  by  the  retired  and  unsocial  life  which  he  led  - 
passing  months  entire,  with  scarcely  an  interruption,  alone  in  the  inhos^ 

pitable  fastnesses   of  his  rude  home— climbing  its  steep   mountains 

wandering  over  its  arid  plains — listening  to  the  hoarse  murmur  of  i*^ 


THE  BRIDGB  OF  BENDEARO.  241 

OAriDg  cataracts — breasting  its  indomitable  tempests — ^penetrating  its 
lloomy  glens — and  finding  a  congenial  sympathy  m  all  the  uncultivated 
lonors  around* 

To  a  well-organised  mind,  and  to  a  reverentially  reflective  spirit,  the 
tnceless  solitudes  of  the  unfrequented  ravine — the  majesty  of  the  tower- 
Dg  mountain,  from  vrhose  lofty  brow  the  lordly  eagle  soars  away  even  to 
he  far-off  skies  above — speak,  as  with  the  eloquence  of  departed  pro- 
^ets,  to  inspire  the  thoughts  with  the  holiest  meditations — to  precipitate 
he  alloy  of  mere  humanity — to  leave  behind  only  the  pure  g^ld  of  sublime 
nd  chastening  contemplation — to  elevate  the  soul  to  Him,  who,  breath- 
n^  the  breath  of  life  into  it,  made  man  immortal — and  to  show  that  the 
?ower  which  created  such  stupendous  magnificence  out  of  nought  for 
itrth,  hath  also  the  ability  and  the  will  to  form  and  fashion  yet  greater 
Durels  in  heaven  for  him  who,  sacrificing  his  passions  and  conquering  his 
mimosities,  believes  that  he  can  but  be  forgiven  as  he  himself  forgives. 

On  the  morbid  mind  of  Angus  Macpherson,  however,  these  awe- 
kwakening  scenes  produced  no  such  salutary  and  improving  effect; 
alher,  on  the  contrary,  augmenting  his  sullen  melancholy,  and  begettin 
1  deeper  distrust  of  his  kind,  as  if,  in  his  cheerless  wanderings,  he  hel 
iommunion  with  the  fell  Anarch  of  Evil,  who  fomented  the  discord  of  his 
NMom,  and  who  encouraged  the  implacability  of  his  heart  and  the  merci- 
esBDess  of  his  feelings. 

To  prove,  however,  that  he  was  not  absolutely  inhuman,  there  was  one 
irho  could  win  a  sunny  look  from  those  sombre  eyes,  a  gorgeous  and 
l^lowine  smile  from  those  compressed  lips,  a  dear  and  earnest  blessing 
lom  that  anathematising  tongue,  and  a  pressure  ardent,  yet  gentle  as  a 
nother's,  to  that  cold  contracted  bosom ;  and  that  one  was  his  bri^t,  his 
Deautiful,  his  only  sister, — she,  who  had  been  bequeathed  to  him  as  the 
nost  costly  legacy  of  death, — she,  in  whom  he  trusted  for  an  heir  to  that 
property  whicn  had  never  bestowed  on  him  either  pride  or  pleasure, — 
the,  to  whom  he  confided  every  hope,  every  affection,  every  prospect ; — 
the,  who  had  fled  from  all,  overthrown  all,  vanishing  from  his  view  like  the 
ast  rays  of  that  sun  whose  setting  he  had  so  often  marked  and  adored. 

How  dark  then  became  his  home,  how  dark  his  heart !  How  desolate 
Mcame  his  days,  and  how  torturing  his  nights !  How  odious  then 
leeame  his  existence — how  welcome  the  idea  of  the  grave ! 

Search  was  in  vain ;  not  a  trace  of  the  fugitive  could  be  discovered;  she 
imd  g^ne,  none  knew  whither — gone,  apparently,  for  ever ! 

How  did  he  rack  his  brain  to  find  the  cause  of  her  absence !  How  was 
be  ready  to  tear  his  disappointed  heart  out  of  his  throbbing  breast,  to 
learn  if  by  any  chance  it  had  ever  been  unkind  to  the  fair  and  precious 
sieature,  who  was,  indeed,  the  light — the  sole  light — of  his  obscured  life ! 

Ellen  had  left  no  one  sign  behind  her  to  betray  her  destination — ^to 
point  suspicion  as  to  the  occasion  of  her  flight,  or  to  whom  she  had  flown, 
or  with  whom,  in  fact,  she  had  undertaken  such  a  perilous  step. 

More  than  a  year  of  poignant  and  wearing  anxiety  elapsed  before  the 
wretched  brother  could  persuade  himself  that  she  would  not  be  found— 
would  not  return— or,  at  least,  send  to  relieve  his  anguish  by  explaining 
her  truly  mysterious  conduct.  But  at  length  this  hope  forsook  him,  the 
fondest  and  the  last ;  and  relaxing  his  eager  and  vain  inquiries  after  one 
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evidendv  lost  to  him  in  this  wozH  he  graduall v  xesamed  his  oMLhuhits  ■ 
gmdiially  re-soogfat  hia  old  haunts — graduaUy  pursned  hi&  old .  wU, 
rambles  m  the  forest  and  in  the  glen ;  and  enoeavoured  to  MhoDl  hm^ 
self  to  believe  that  the  remembrance  of  his. sister  wasionly  aa  dialnalHant 
dream  of  imagination,  which  &ncy  lent  to  give  a, glory  and  a.waxmilLlo 
the  dull  and  Mgid  reality  surrounding  him  i 

n. 

One  day  a  stalwart  Highlander  was  feadessly  walkinfl^  along  Aa 
dieaded  pass,  sometimes.bending  over  to  watch  the  flight  of  toe  wildfaiidi 
that  built  below,  and  sometimes  detaching  a  fragment  &>m. the  top  to  ne 
it  dashed  against  the  uneven  sides,  and  bounding  firom.  roek  to  rack^  ill 
rebound  edhoing  the  while  like  a  human  voioe,  and  dying  in:  fiiint  and 
hollow  murmurs  at  the  bottom,  and  which  resendilanQe  to.the  ftwrnntn  of 
mortal  misery  seemed  to  awaken  a  sentiment:  of  hcsrid  exoltatkm  in  the 
man  who  was  listening  to  it,  for  he  laug^hed  aloud,  with,  a  diacoidaDtand 
repelling  glee*  When  he  had  attained  the  most,  elevated  part  (tf  the  anil, 
he  observed  another  person  advancing  on  the  opposite  aide^.  and,,  being 
himself  of  the  patrician  order,  called  out  to  him,  m  a  haughty  and  diota^ 
torial  tone,  to  hak  and  lie  down,  as  was  customary  on  allaoeh  oonaainns. 

The  man  in  question,  however,  either  did  not  hea]:^.or.did.nDt  xogad 
this  peremptory  command,  and  still  continued  to  approaeh^  until  the 
Higmanders  met  face  to  &oe,  on  the  very  orown  of  the  nairowaal 
appalling  summit.  They  were  Macpherson  of  Bendeaxg:  and.  Gzant  of 
Cairn!  The  two  hereditary  enennes — ^the  two  most  mortal  feeS)  ifAot 
whenever,  they  were  supposcKl  to  meet  would  have  r«gQioed.in.mQrdnDai 
strife,  who  were  known,  to  have  mutually  panted  for.  yeaza  fixr*diii 
rencontre.     Now  they  were  met,  and  what  would  be  the  rasoltP 

Turning  deadly  pale  with  concentrated  hatred,  maligioaitjrag^.aDd 
the  hope  of  satiated  vengeance,  Macpherson  exdaimad,. 

''  I  was  the  first  at  the  top,  and  gave  the  word  to.  let  me!paMiin:peaaa 
Had  I  known  it  was  you.  Grant,  I  would  have  substituted  anadier.pfara% 
and  ordered  you  to  lie  down  to  be  trampled  on.  by  the  spuming' fiiot  of  a 
Macpherson. 

''There  was  a  time^''  repEed  the  other,  with  a  flnrfmg  £ue  and 
quivering  Up—-''  there  was  a  time,  when,  for  a  Grant  topfoatEBtelmni^ 
before  a  Macpherson,  it  was  necessary  that  a  daymore.be  d]i¥en.tliRnq^ 
his  body.     But " 

"  But  what !"  cried  Macpherson,  his  fiendish  courage  aagtaeatiDg  n 
proportion  to  the  visible  disinclination  of  his  adversary  to  eogage^  ia 
hortile  measures — "  but  what !"  he  repeated,  while  his  whole  finmod 
with  the  dread  of  baffled  revenge. 

^'  I,  a  Grant,  will  turn  back,  that  the  path  may  not  be  ol 
a  Macpherson."  Saying  which,  with  evidentiy  a  most  painfid  sUuttgl^S 
with  hu  feelings,  the  young  Soot  began  to  retraoe  hia  steps.;  but.  iSc-  ■ 
pherson,  wrought  up  to  uie  highest  pitch  of  fury,  andaareof 
over,  hia  detested  and  dastardly  foe,  spraug  after  mm,  and  fixing  Uaii 
veterate  fingera  deeply  in  the  flesh  of  Grant's  shoulder  with..thagf^- 
an  eagle's  tuons,. he  hissed  between  his.ideaohed.teediy. 
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^  Coward !  think  not  to  escape  me  tbna." 

''Coward  jonnelf!  base,  ungenerous^  implaoable-  coward!  O  God! 
D  Grod !  is  tms  to  be  endured  ?  See,  Macpnerson,  see  whether  I  refuse 
Iqp  challenge  ^rom  cowardioe"  And  he  snatdied  the  bonnet  off  his  rival's 
wady  and  whiried  it  contemptnously  over  the  bridge.  In  an  instant  it 
wtm  followed  by  his  own  ;  and  then  tiiese  two  exasperated  foes  advanced 
with  slow  and  savage  determination  towards  each  other,  until  they  both 
igBin  stood  bee  to  hoe  in  the  centre  of  the  bridge,  when,  stretching  their 
itnbs  like  men  preparing  for  a  desperate  combat,  they  planted  their  feet 
imly  on  Ae  ground,  compressed  their  lips,  knit  their  brows,  and  fixing 
ierae  and  watdbful  eyes  on  each  other,  stood  thus  ready  for  the  onset 
rhey  both  CTsppled  at  the  same  time,  but,  bemg  equally  powerful^  were 
■mble  to  snin  each  other^s  position ;  so,  with  suppressed  breath,  and 
Bnasles  strained  almost  to  heart-burstmg,  they  paused  for  one  single 
mtent  on  the  apex  of  that  awful  rook ;  and  then  Grant  cried,  with  a 
^oioe  of  bitter  agony, 

^  Macpherson,  you,  and  you  alone,  provoked  this  quarrel.  Heaven  is 
gj  witness,  how  anxiously  I  would  have  shunned  it  with  yon !" 

Macpherson  deigned  no  reply,  but  suddenly  removed  his  right  foot^ 
O'Ss  to  give  him  greater  purdiase,  stooped  fals  body,  and  bent  his  an- 
ipganist  down^  with  him  by  main  strength,  till  they  Ixyth  leaned  over  the 
incniioe,  looking  down  into  the  terrible  abyss. 

The  contest  was  as  yet  doubtful,  for  Grant  also  had  placed  his  foot 
Bore  securely  on  an  elevation  at  die  brink,  and  had  equal  command  of 
lis  foe ;  and  as  the  struggle  was  literally  now  for  life,  independent  of 
inj  other  considerations^  any  other  regrets,  it  was  most  furious,  and 
Bost  uncertain  which  of  the  two  would  be  victorious ;  but  at  this  moment 
■aopherson  sunk,  as  if  from  exhaustion,  on  his  knee,  and  while  the  un- 
n^pecting  Grant  stooped  down,  with  an  emotion  of  divine  commiseration, 
)o  assist  nim  to  rise,  the  treacherous  villain  suddenly  seized  him  in  his 
jwwgiful  arms,  and,  with  a  je^  of  trimnph,  buried  him  over  his  head 
nfeo  the-  yawning  gulf,  he  himself  Bedlinfi^  backward,  his  body  hanging 
MBtly  over  the  rock,  a  fragment  of  which  giving  way,  let  him  sink 
orther  down ;  but  with  an  mcredible  effort  he  caught  at  the  solid  stone, 
md  stood  once  more  on  that  bridge,  alone,  in  safia^^ 

Grant,  in  falling,  had  seized  on  a  projecting  branch  of  a  tree,  on  to 
finch,  with  that  instinctive  love  of  life  which  bestows  superhuman 
ttien^h,  he  had  seated  himself,  with  a  hope  of  being  rescued  even  by 
he  monster  who  had  attempted  his  foul  assassination.  Clinging  to  his 
Ml  sappcnrtwith  desperate  tenacity,  he  raised  his  imploring  eyes  above  ; 
nod  when  he  caught  sight  of  the  ghastly  countenance  of  Macpherson 
lending  over  the  terrific  chann,  as  if  to  gloat  on  his  work  of  destroc- 
ioo — as  if  to  still  more  satiate  his  hellish  vengeance  by  the  assurance 
if  the  lingerine^death  awaitin?  his  hapless  victim — he  turned  upon  him  a 
o6k  of  despairmg  horror,  exciaiimng,  in  a  txme  of  unutterable  anguidi, 

^  Macpherson,  if  you  will  not  strive  to  save  me  yet— if  yon  are  resolved 
m  my  death--4et  me  implore  you,  as  the  first,  the  last,  the  only  favour 
fOn  could  ever  render  me,  to  braak  the  news  eentiy  to  my  wife.  Say  it 
fwseoeident — swear  that  yon  did  all  yoa«ould  to  snatch  me  finom  dax^er 
•—•wear  it,  Angus  Maoriierson,  for  she  will  never  psordon  the  murderer 
oFher  hudband,  althmgn  that  murderer  is  her  own  and  otdy^farotfaar." 
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<'  Youy  the  husband  of  my  sister  ?  You,  Grant — you  ?  Oh !  stay,  in 
the  name  of  Heaven,  stay,  until  I  endeavour  to  reach  you.  Do  not  stir, 
for  the  love  of  mercy." 

''Mercy!"  thrillingly  repeated  the  doomed  man,  with  a  loud  and 
harrowing  shriek ;  but  whetner  it  was  in  supplication  to  the  Almighty  is 
his  own  behalf,  or  whether  an  appeal  in  favour  of  his  murderer,  or  onlj 
the  sarcastic  repetition  of  that  scorn  which  knows  but  too  well  how 
merciless  is  the  bosom  from  whence  the  term  of  mockery  sprang,  remains 
in  the  mystery  of  death,  for  the  branch  gave  way  with  a  hideous  crash, 
and,  spinning  over  and  over,  and  dashing  from  side  to  side,  the  handsoms 
and  manly  &rm  of  the  Grant  of  Cairn  at  last  fell  to  the  bottom,  s 
mangled  and  bloody  mass. 

There  was  a  hush  as  profound  as  when  the  universal  waters  dosed 
over  the  ancient  world,  and  then  a  groan  of  such  heartrending  agony  ai 
told  but  too  well  that  it  burst,  indeed,  from  a  surcharged  bosom,  wbick 
yet  was  not  relieved  by  it. 

Macpherson  at  length  started  from  the  paralysing  lethargy  into  whicb 
the  sudden  announcement  of  his  sister's  marriage  with  the  man  wboie 
life  he  had  just  taken  threw  him,  and  arousing  himself  to  the  full  honor 
of  his  situation,  in  consequence  of  that  awful  act  of  guilt,  his  first  and 
most  natural  consideration  was,  how  best  to  secure  his  own  actual  safety 
— how  best  to  conceal  the  knowledge  of  his  crime — how  best  to  av^ 
suspicion  of  his  having  committed  such  an  atrocity,  especially  from  ha 
who  was  most  deeply  and  irreparably  injured  by  it.  Soil  was  he 
enjoined  by  her  dying .  husband  to  impart  the  fatal  intelligence  to  the 
widowed  wife — to  the  sister  of  his  own  fondest  and  purest  affection. 

Oh !  that  he  had  but  known  of  that  union  before !  what  a  bond  of 
reconciliation  it  might  have  been  I  what  anguish  it  might  have  spared 
and  what  remorse!  How  could  he  be  so  blind  as  never  to  auapect  it? 
But  if  he  had,  should  he  have  felt  so  placable,  so  forgiving,  as  now? 
Did  not  his  conscience  render  his  soul  merciful  ? — did  jaot  the  certainty  qf 
his  enemy's  death  soften  his  obdurate  nature  ?  Alas  1  yes ;  and  were 
Grant  of  Cairn  still  alive,  although  known  to  be  the  idolised  husband  qf 
his  sister  Ellen,  to  him,  to  Macpherson  of  Bendearg,  he  would  only  be  a 
most  mortal  and  obnoidous  foe.  Then,  then,  to  bury  all  in  oblivion! 
Shall  superstition  make  him  own  his  villany — his  bloodthirstiness  ?  No^ 
Let  the  secret  rest  with  the  dead,  and  let  the  fear-extorted  promise  dia 
with  himself. 

After  assuring  himself,  then,  by  one  intense  glance  of  ri  vetted  ani 
harrowing  inspection,  that  the  shapeless  form  of  his  late  antagofiisti  la; 
inert  and  senseless  at  the  bottom  of  the  chasm,  he  looked  around,  with 
slow  and  stealthy  gaze,  to  learn  if  one  human  eye  had  been  witness 
that  murderous  fight — that  fateful  struggle ;  but  not  a  thing  _ 

life  and  motion  was  visible  to  testify  against  the  triumphant  assassin :  ka 
was  alone,   quite  alone,  with  death  and  silence.     Still,  to   be  moj 
thoroughly  certain,  he  shouted  aloud,  as  if  for  help  in  some  inunin 
danger ;  but  the  surrounding  rocks  reverberated  back  the  echoes  of 
own  voice  to  him,  without  one  other  response. 

No  one,  then,  could  accuse  him  of  murder,  for  no  one  had  been  pri^ 
to  it.  Nothing  could  lead  to  detection  ;  the  surging  waters,  swollen  ' 
the  mountain-torrent,  would  soon  flow  over  that  corse — soon  Jb^ar  i^i 
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irard  to  rot,  to  decay,  in  some  unconsecrated  cave ;  the  few  tattered 
iwnnants  of  tartan  still  clinging  to  the  points  of  the  rocks  the  next 
light's  winds  would  waft  away,  or  the  next  night's  rains  so  bleach  them, 
hki  none  could  discover  in  those  faded  rags  the  once  proud  plaid  of  the 
[Snot  of  Cairn.  He  had,  then,  only  to  return  to  his  nome  as  heretofore, 
k>  seat  himself  in  its  lofty  halls,  and  to  suppress,  by  his  own  taciturnity, 
ihe  obtrusive  conjectures  of  his  obsequious  followers.  But  he  recoiled  from 
hat  home — he  shrunk  from  its  loneliness — ^he  shuddered  at  its  unbroken 
nGtade.  How  could  he  for  ever  endure  its  gloom,  so  almost  intolerable 
lefixre — now,  with  the  addition  of  his  own*  reflections,  for  ever  accompanied 
ff  the  remembrance  of  the  grim  countenance  on  which  he  had  just 
coked  ?  To  that  home  he  could  not  return !  It  was  not  that  he  dresiaed 
lie  pursuing  retribution  of  the  God  whom  he  had  so  offended,  seeking 
um  there ;  he  did  not,  in  that  moment  of  concentrated  torture,  even 
iiiiik  of  his  God :  it  was  of  his  sister  that  he  alone  thought  then— of  her 
kfiancelessness,  her  heart-wearing  suspense,  her  despair,  her  frenzy,  her 
leiperation,  when  the  beloved  of  her  soul  came  no  more  to  gladden  her 
9J6S,  delight  her  heart,  and  allay  her  fears — ^when  nothing  told  his  fieite— 
iriien  she  knew  not  whether  death  or  infidelity  had  estranged  him  from 
IV  arms. 

From  the  depths  of  that  sepulchral  gulf  arose  the  wild  heart-wail  of 
liat  stricken  sister  smiting  reproachfuUy  upon  his  ear — upon  hb  soul. 
To  her,  then,  would  he  go,  and  at  once.  '*  Better  to  know  the  worst 
neasure  of  her  woe's  bitterness,  than  writhe  beneath  the  racking  torment 
>f  this  self-accusation."  Such  a  journey  as  his  required  no  preparation. 
1  ytout  stick,  cut  from  the  nearest  tree,  >vas  all  that  was  necessary  to 
ifrist  him  up  the  steep  mountains,  and  to  serve  him  as  a  leaping-pole 
iver  their  deep  rents  and  gushing  streams. 

Towards  Cairn,  then,  he  immediately  bent  his  steps,  stopping  oc- 
Monally  to  take  breath,  or  quench  his  feverish  thirst  at  tne  clear 
irodcs  flowing  on  his  way ;  and  literally  without  giving  rest  to  the 
oles  of  his  feet,  slumber  to  his  eyelids,  or  repose  to  his  weary  and 
rom-down  frame,  he  continued  his  toilsome  pilgrimage,  without  food 
lod  without  intermission,  until,  with  a  palpitating  heart  and  troubled 
imd,  he  stood  beneath  the  roof  of  his  ancient  enemy — of  his  sister's  hus- 
mod—oi  his  brother — his  murdered,  basely  murdeied  brother. 

III. 

Haying  ascertained  from  the  scowling  domestic  where  his  sister  was 
0  be  found,  without  allowing  himself  to  be  announced  to  her,  Mac- 
ibeiBon  went,  with  a  noiseless  step,  immediately  towards  her  apartment ; 
m  reaching  which  he  paused  in  order  to  subdue  his  emodon,  and,  if 
XMnble,  collect  his  thoughts. 

The  door  of  the  room  being  partially  open,  he  was  enabled  to  scax 
lie  whole  of  its  interior ;  and  what  a  sight  presented  itself  to  his  view ! 
EiUen  was  seated  on  {i  low  ottoman,  by  the  side  of  a  sofa,  on  which  lay, 
n  a  profound  slumber,  what  appeared  almost  a  new-bom  babe,  &ir  and 
ovdy  in  its  innocent  rest  as  a  cherub  of  glory.  The  young  mother  was 
sompletely  absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  her  treasure,  so  that  he  had 
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full  leisure  to  examine  fier  deliberately,  and  he  saw,  with  a  fediiu^ef 
agonisitig  oontritioD,  that  she  was  still  most  beautiful,  nuxre  beaotifiil  nsa 
fomeriy,  for  she  was  now  embeUished  with  the  grace  and  dignity  s£ 
matermty ;  and  in  that  conviotion  the  wretched  man  drank  in  the  cfw^t- 
wheiining  certainty  of  her  entire  wedded  hliss---4)liss  which  be  had  6r 
erer  destroyed,  for  eyer  dissipated. 

**  Ellen,"  he  at  length  said,  in  a  tremuioas  ymce^darkenii^  tke>door> 
way  with  his  portentous  shadow— '^  Ullen,  my  sister— -^" 

**  Oh,  Angus !"  she  exclaimed,  starting  up  in  alarm,  ''you  bate  then  fouod 
me  at  last.  Do  not,  do  not,  for  the  love  of  mexeyvtear  mefoom  this  lool 
.Do  not  separate  me  from  my  husband ;  he  pines,  Angus,  he  nines  to  be 
lecondled  to  vou,  he  yearns  to  call  you  brother.  Let  this  diiid-^let  Im 
child  plead  mr  its  father ;  let  its  ^)eediless  endearments  tovch  year 
relentless  heart;  fold  him  to  your  boeom^^^h !  fold  him  closdiy^to  ysur 
bosom,  my  brother,  for  you  do  not  Imow  how  healing  to  a  wouMsd 
spirit  is  the  embrace  of  ardessinfonoy.  Take  him,  Angus,  take  him!  DoMt 
refuse  to  receive  the  son  of  your  sister^-of  your  once  loved  sister  EUen." 

And  she  snatched  up  the  half-^twakened  child,  and  absolutely  fbnsd 
him  into  the  pasnve  arms  of  .the  unresisting  Macpherson,  who^  with  an 
inward  shudder,  averted  his  foce  from  the  sweet  unconscious  boy,  as  he 
looked  up  smilingly  into  his,  unaware  that  he  was  gazing  on  the  mociater 
who  had  just  made  him  an  orphan,  his  mother  a  widow. 

**  Oh,  would  that  Donald  were  here !"  cried  the  proud  and  deligfiMl 
Ellen,  "  to  see  you  clasping  his  boy  in  those  dear,  those  long-estnanged 
arms !  Oh,  would  that  he  were  !  How  would  he  rejoice  at  dbe  bksssd 
sight,  as  I  am  doing!  To  think!  to  think!"  she  continued,  with  the 
volubility  of  joyous  and  excessive  excitement,  ''  diat  we  have  met— dist 
you  have  learnt  to  whom  I  fled  from  your  kind  and  tender  shelter — Ihit 
you  have  learnt  to  whom  it  indeed  was,  and  yet  not  one  word  of  reproach 
m>m  your  lips— not  one  frown  of  discouragement  on  your  brow^-^not  em 
upbraiding  glance  firom  your  eye—- afiter  all  the  dread  which  I  have  ao 
long  had  of  this  interview  I  On !  to  find  you  so  placable,  so  gentle,  so 
like  the  dear,  affectionate  Angus  of  old,  is  more  idLidty  than  I  am  pre- 
pared for,  and  I  am  bewildered  by  it,  as  by  a  delicious  <iream.*' 

''  Ellen,  the  only  real  happiness  of  this  life  is  but  sudi  a  dream*~>a 
dream  from  which,  alas !  all  too,  too  soon  must  be  awakened.  Yet,  woe 
to  him  to  whom  the  task  is  assigned  of  breaking  the  roseate  bonds  of  such 
illusion !  Hate,  anger,  detestation,  repugnance,  and  horror,  will  assuredly 
be  his  sole  portion  for  it.  Hitherto,  my  sister,  you  have  been  dreaming 
that  enamouring  dream ;  lulled  by  the  sofb  murmurs  of  love^  you  thought 
not  of  the  dark  and  dismal  dawn  which  might  succeed  the  slumbets  of 
its  tranquil  and  enchanting  night.  You  thought  not  of  the  Azrad  ^ 
Doomj  who  was  to  cry  <  Awake !'    Absorbed  in  selfish  felicity— " 

<<  Oh,  no !  not  sel&h,  my  brother  !  Far  and  wide  were  the  smMfB 
of  my  happiness  difiused." 

''  They  never  penetrated  to  me,  EUlen ;  they  never  illumined  the  deso- 
lation of  my  souL''  ^ 

<*  I  have  often  thought  of  you,  often  wished  for  you,  but ■■  " 

"But  what?— but  as  the  serpent,  who  was  to  ghde  into  this  Faiadiie) 
to  rob  it  of  its  peace,  its  beauty,  its  delight.     Oh,  Ellen,  Ellen!  if  yon 
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had  but  put  thoee  thoughts  into  execution — if  you  bad  but  fulfilled  those 
^Hihes!" 

"  But  it  is  not  too  late." 

<<  There  is  a  too  laie,  my  sister,  m  ereiy  human  creature's  destiny." 

^'  But  this  is  not  mine— Angus,  this  is  not  mine.  You  are  here-— 
Providence  has  sent  you  here;  for  imder  the  guidance  of  Proridenoe 
could  you  alone  come,  so  kind,  so  gentle,  and  so  brotherly.  Donald  will 
shortly  he  here,  too ;  nay,  the  hour  is  past  for  his  OTomised  return ;  and 
be  never  fails  in  his  wora  to  me,  for  he  knows  that  1  reckon  the  moments 
by  the  quickened  pulses  of  my  heart  He  may  be  already  arrived — I 
will  go  in  quest  of  him  ;  such  a  meeting  as  yours  should  not  be  delayed 
aa  instant."     And  she  moved  towards  tne  door. 

'^  Ellen,  my  sister,  my  still  most  precious  sister !''  he  exdaimed,  de- 
tuning her,  ''  how  can  I  know — how  can  I  conceive  the  strength  of  your 
fortitude— how  imagine  the  submission  with  which  you  can  receive  the 
imry  saddest  announcement?" 

'^  How  ?  what  ?  what  can  be  sad  to  me  ?  Do  you  not  stand  before  me  ? 
Are  you  not  clasping  my  child  to  your  breast?  Will  not  his  father — 
win  not  my  husband  soon  have  the  inexpressible  ecstasy  of  reciprocating 
your  brotherly  forgiveness,  your  brotherly  affection  ?  Talk  not,  then,  to 
me  of  sadness  and  sorrow ;  the  full  heart  cannot  comprehend  the  distant 
and  improbable  evil,  which  may  afflict,  in  present  and  certain  good. 
When  patience  is  to  be  tested — when  submission  is  to  be  evinced,  I  trust 
I  shall  not  be  found  deficient  in  those  Christian  attributes ;  but  wait>  at 
least,  until  a  cruel  necessity  forces  their  display." 

**  Now,  my  sister,  now  is  that  stem  necessity  trying  you ;  how,  how 
win  you  wrestle  with  it  ?" 

'^  Angus,  if  you  are  the  harbinger  of  ill,  tell  it  at  once ;  subterfuge 
cannot  mitigate  the  pang.  But,  with  all  I  love  beneath  yon  shining  sun, 
aHve " 

"  Alive !  are  all  alive  ?" 

"  "What  can  you,  what  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  That  life  is  so  uncertain " 

<'  Who  can  be  dead  but  Donald?" 

'<  Oh,  fatal !  oh,  prophetic  guess!" 

"  Wretch !  monster  !  fiend  !  have  you  then  miudered  him  ?  Give  me 
badL  my  child ;  your  touch  will  cling  like  leprosy  to  it !  Oh !  I  thought 
your  presence  here  boded  misfortune !     My  Donald  dead  I**. 

**  He  fell,  my  poor,  distracted  sister,  over  the  Bridge  of  Bendearg." 

"  Angus,  answer  me  one  question,  as  you  hope  for  the  pardon  of  your 
God  !  Did  you  meet  on  that  bridge  ?  on,  if  you  both  met  there,  too  well, 
too  well  do  I  know  the  bloody  contest  that  woidd  follow.  Too  weU,  too 
well  do  I  know  the  long  and  deeply-nursed  rancour  of  your  heart,  to  be- 
lieve that  my  husband  feU  by  accident  over  that  accursed  chasm !" 

"  How !  ao  you  accuse  me  of  his  death  ?  Dare  you  accuse  me  of  it  ? 
Do  I  look  like  a  murderer  ?  Should  I  be  here,  think  you — could  I  be 
here,  with  such  a  came  upon  my  soul?  Do  you  suppose,"  he  con- 
tinued, with  increased  vehemence,  "  that  if  he  had  died  through  my 
violence,  that  he  woidd  have  revealed  your  retreat  to  me  ? — would  have 
admitted  the  tiger  into   the  sheepfold — the  eagle  into  the  dovecote  ? 

x2 
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I  am  here  at  his  request ;  '  Go,'  said  he,  '  and  break  this  to  m j  Ellen 
— break  it  to  her  gently,  as  gently  as  words  can  breathe  such  a  calamity.' 
These  were  almost  his  dying  words." 

"  Almost!  Oh!  what  were  quite,  quite  his  dying  words,  my  brother? 
Perhaps,  a  blessing  for  his  boy — perhaps,  a  blessing  for  me.  Oh !  can 
you  not  remember  them,  Angus  ?" 

"  His  very  latest  word  was,  *  Mercy !' " 

"Ah!  then  he  most  surely  called  upon  the  Almighty  to  forgive 
some  one." 

"  Did  he  need  no  mercy  for  himself?" 

**  True !  true !  yet  was  he  faultless  in  my  eyes." 

"  Are  you  satis6ed  now,  my  sister,  that  Grant  of  Cairn  /ell  over  the 
Bridge  of  Bendearg  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  how  can  I  doubt  it  now  ?  Forgive  me  that  I  ever  ente^ 
tained  a  more  injurious  suspicion.  It  will  be  long  before  my  own  heart 
acquits  me  of  doin^  you  such  a  wrong ;  but,  oh,  my  brother  !  grief  will 
still  be  unjust.  I  tnank  God,  however,  that  in  death  he  was  reconciled 
to  you.  Now  I  see,  indeed,  that  there  is  a  too  late  in  every  one's 
destiny.  Little  did  I  think  to  learn  that  so  soon  and  so  fearfully. 
Angus,  we  must  no  more  separate ;  you  will  now  be  my  sole  consola- 
tion ;  he  sent  you  to  console  me ;  respect  and  obey  the  injunctions  of 
the  dead." 

The  poor  bereaved  widow  had  not  perceived  the  sophistry  concealed 
under  the  apparently  candid  explanation  of  her  husband's  unexpected 
and  awful  death.  She  did  not  perceive  the  demoniacal  hand  whicn  pre- 
cipitated his  idolised  form  over  that  tremendous  gulf;  she  did  not  be- 
hold the  glaring  eyes  of  his  murderer  starting  fix)m  their  bloody 
sockets  in  horror  and  compunction,  as  they  followed  that  bruised  and 
battered  form,  until  it  reached  its  destined  grave,  in  the  bed  of  the 
raging  river. 

Oh,  no !  oh,  no !  she  only  saw  before  her  a  meek  and  sympathising 
man,  shedding  tear  for  tear  with  her ;  vowing  to  devote  his  whole  life  to 
her ;  imploring  her  to  consider  him  in  the  light  of  that  lost  and  most 
deplored  husband — in  the  light  of  a  father  to  his  child  ;  for  such  would 
he  be  to  both,  so  long  as  his  days  continued  on  this  earth. 

All  these  professions  were  sincere — all  these  professions  were  atoning; 
but,  whilst  they  mitigated  the  anguish  of  the  innocent  sister,  did  they, 
could  they  appease  the  more  corroding  agony  of  the  guilty  brother? 
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PARMA. 

▲N  HISTORICAL  ROMANCE. 

Chapter  LIT. 

Wearied  in  body  and  mind,  and  not  daring  to  seek  openly  his  own 
liome,  Van  Diest,  when  he  found  himself  once  more  within  the  fortifica- 
tions, knew  not  which  way  to  turn.  Martin,  seeing  his  embarrassment, 
and  having  ah^eady  provided  lodging  at  his  own  house  for  his  friend, 
with  a  firank  though  rather  rough  courtesy  extended  his  hospitality  to 
the  two  other  fugitives.  But  instead  of  permitting  his  guests  to  seek 
the  repose  they  so  much  needed,  he  abruptly  thrust  them  into  the  pre- 
sence of  a  few  dozen  men  who  were  impatiently  awaiting  his  return,  and 
to  these  they  were  compelled  to  give  a  detailed  account  of  the  day.  This 
being  the  first  distinct  news  that  had  yet  penetrated  into  the  city,  it  soon 
^kread  throughout  the  neighbourhood  hke  wildfire,  and  the  people  be- 
neged  Martin's  door  in  crowds,  to  gain  intelligence  at  the  fountain-head. 

The  wounded  man,  totally  exhausted,  was  laid  at  full  length  on  a 
bench,  and  could  only  corroborate  by  signs  the  statements  of  his  com- 
panion, who,  in  his  turn,  beginning  to  feel  fatigue  and  his  wounds,  was 
soon  obliged  to  give  in,  when  Van  Diest  was  stormed  on  all  sides  to  con- 
tinue the  narrative.  And  although  the  audience  was  of  a  kind  he  was 
not  much  accustomed  to — and,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  no  man 
could  be  more  prudent  than  himself—yet  he  was  on  thb  occasion  carried 
airay,  not  only  by  his  indignation  at  the  events  of  which  he  had  been 
witness,  but  by  that  strange,  mysterious  effervescence  of  the  mind  which 
e?en  the  calmest  are  subject  to  in  times  of  political  commotions,  when. 
Eke  a  straw  cast  on  the  surface  of  rapid  waters,  they  are  borne  away  on 
the  stream. 

Thus  he  not  only  described  in  vivid  colours  the  cruelty  of  Beauvoir 
and  the  wretched  end  of  his  victims,  but  he  unfolded  to  them  the  more 
hidden  sources  of  this  misfortune,  unveiling  the  real  character  and  deal- 
ings of  the  spy  who  had  hitherto  walked  among  them  unsuspected  and 
unnoticed. 

Van  Diest,  had  he  scrupulously  examined  his  own  heart  whilst  telling 
his  tale,  would  perhaps  have  found  lurking  in  its  inmost  recesses  a  dim 
consciousness  that  he  might  thereby  prove  the  means  of  bringing  punish- 
ment on  the  head  of  the  guilty  man,  and  was  thus  obeying  a  secret  in- 
stinct of  revenge  as  well  as  of  justice.  If  so,  he  but  followed  the  blind 
impulse  of  nature ;  he  did  not  coolly  meditate  harm  even  to  the  only 
man  he  ever  hated.  As  little  did  he  reflect  on  the  greater  error  of  ex- 
citing the  passions  of  those  untutored  in  the  art  of  restraining  them,  and 
who  in  their  folly  and  ignorance  more  often  convert  them  into  deadly 
weapons  against  themselves  and  the  community,  than  apply  them  as 
levers  to  g^eat  and  useful  purposes. 

But  Van  Diest  quailed  before  the  effect  of  his  revelations  on  those 
stem,  violent  natures.  They  stormed,  they  raved,  and  his  host  but  added 
fuel  to  the  fire  by  his  own  uncontrollable  fury.  Himself  a  stanch  lover 
of  liberty,  a  hater  of  the  Inquisition,  a  devoted  adherent  of  the  elder 
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Van  Meeren  and  Thoulouse,  under  whose  banner  his  brother  had  that 
very  day  perished,  whilst,  foremost  among  the  rioters,  he  was  madly  ex- 
ertrag  himself  to  eflfect  a  timely  sally  in  favour  of  the  Gueux, — this  man 
now  addressed  his  mates  in  a  strain  of  rude  but  impassioned  eloquence^ 
that  went  home  to  all  hearts,  and  fired  every  brain.  Nor  was  his  task 
difficult.  There  were  few  among  his  auditors  who  had  not  a  son,  a 
brother,  or  a  friend  to  deplore ;  and  with  them  to  deplore  was  to 
avenge. 

Van  Diest's  alarm  increased  as  the  nmnber,  as  well  as  the  rage,  of  the 
mutinous  augmented.  He  attempted,  indeed,  to  reason ;  but  die  mo- 
mentary importance  with  which  his  news  had  invested  him  had  so  com- 
pletely faded  away,  that  he  could  attract  no  further  attention. 

Thus  the  better  part  of  the  night  wore  away.  With  early  dawn  the 
streets  and  squares  were  again  thronged  ;  again  were  the  cannons  drawn 
out  and  the  gates  menaced  ;  and  the  more  thoughtful  part  of  the  com- 
munity trembled  at  seeing  the  insurgents  gather  in  such  strength,  kst 
their  imprudence  should  lay  the  town  open  to  the  rapacity  of  BeaoYoii^s 
murderous  troops. 

But  this  menacing  aspect  of  affairs  could  not  induce  Chievosa  to  re- 
linquish his  design.  He  informed  Mistress  van  Meeren  that  the  diapd 
was  already  decorated,  and  that  the  priest  who  was  to  perform  uie 
ceremony,  and  those  who  were  to  witness  it,  were  at  hand ;  and  whaterer 
that  day  happened,  he  would  suffer  nothing  to  interfere  with  his  arrange- 
ments ;  but  the  marriage  once  solemnised,  they  would  remove  to  Bnzssds, 
whence,  having  procured  Cornelius's  liberation,  the  whole  party  would 
instantly  depart  for  France,  he  having  urgent  business  in  that  conntrj, 
which  would  not  admit  of  further  delay. 

Margaret  had  spent  a  sleepless  night  in  a  state  of  the  most  harasBnig 
suspense ;  now  fancying  that  nothing  could  be  easier  for  an  ingenioos 
man  than  to  execute  some  stratagem  in  order  to  get  beyond  the  waDs, 
and  then  reflecting  that  it  would  be  next  to  impossible,  should  the  gates 
still  remain  closed,  for  the  most  resolute  to  effect  it ;  and  again,  tor- 
menting herself  with  doubts,  not  as  to  Lamoral's  keeping  faith  with 
her,  but  as  to  the  efficacy  or  promptitude  of  the  means  he  might 
employ. 

So  passive  and  desponding  did  the  poor  girl  look  on  the  fbUowii^ 
morning,  that  Chievosa  entert^ned  no  suspicion  of  further  leeiatmee; 
Nor  had  he  much  time  to  watch  her  usually  speaking  countenance ;  for 
the  disturbances  were  gaining  such  head,  that  he  was  continually  ranmn^ 
to  the  street  to  ascertain  the  course  they  might  take. 

Hours  flew  by  without  bringing  any  chcmge  to  Margaret,  who  coM 
almost  count  tne  minutes  by  the  throbbing  of  her  own  heart.  Their 
early  meal,  of  which,  though  from  different  causes,  neither  mother  nor 
daughter  could  partake,  woidd  have  passed  away  in  unbroken  silence  htd 
not  Chievosa  filled  up  the  blank  by  the  intelligence  he  brought  from  time 
to  time.  The  Catholics,  the  foreign  merchants,  and  the  burgher  gunrd, 
mustered  strong  around  the  Prince  of  Orange ;  but  the  people  showed  a 
bold  front.  At  any  rate,  things  would  roeedily  come  to  a  cnsis,  one  way 
or  the  other ;  butj  happen  whi^  would,  the  ladies,  he  assured  them,  stood 
in  no  peril,  as  he  had  ingress  and  egress  to  and  from  the  town  at  ha§ 
pleasuTB,  and  should  take  care  to  remove  them  the  moment  ihe  oeremooy 
iovort 
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But  wfaereai  die  Baddng  of  the  city  by  BeauYoir's  aoldieiy  wm  the 
acme  of  the  mother^s  terror,  what  cared  Margaret  how  that  evening, 
dosady  if  it  brou^xt  not  the  suooour  dlie  had  entreated  ?  The  only  relief 
she  feit  was  when  Chievosa  left  them  to  themselTes,  which,  after  these 
conac^atorv  assurances,  he  did  to  see  how  matters  sped. 

When  he  left  the  room,  Mistress  van  Meeren  hastened  to  her  own 
apartment  to  pour  out  the  whole  anguish  of  her  soul  in  solitary  prayer. 
Scarcely  had  she  retired  when  the  door  again  opened,  and  Margaret's  old 
norse  crept  stealthily  up  to  her  young  mistress,  and  whispered  that  the 
man  who  had  carried  her  letter  to  Brussels  was  returned  with  a  message 
from  the  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed.  Margaret  closed  her  eyes 
and  leant  back  in  her  chair,  quite  overcome  with  this  intelligence.  It . 
seemed  as  if  her  fibres  relaxed  like  a  bow  unbent.  The  nurse  thought 
she  had  fainted,  and  gently  chafed  the  palms  of  her  hands ;  but  when  she 
saw  a  delicate  tinge  return  to  her  cheek,  and  her  large  hazel  eyes  turn 
towards  her  with  the  soft,  caressing  expression  peculiar  to  them  in  happier 
times,  and  the  smile  of  those  days,  as  peculiar  for  the  same  kind  of  win- 
ning, tender  grace  return  to  her  lip,  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  her  beloved 
mistress  were  once  more  that  sweet  youthful  being  she  had  never  hoped 
to  behold  in  her  again.  Yet  she  responded  not  to  that  confident  look 
with  one  of  congratulation  or  gladness,  nor  to  the  happy  smile  with  a 
reciprocating  one ;  on  the  contrary,  tears  came  fast  into  the  faithful  crea- 
ture's eyes. 

To  Margaret's  eager  inquiries  after  the  bearer  of  this,  to  her,  blessed 
message^  the  old  woman  shook  her  head,  and  said  he  would  not  even 
tarry  for  his  promised  guerdon,  saying  he  had  received  more  than  enough 
for  his  troubM  at  Brussels ;  that  he  must  join  his  friends,  who  accused 
him  of  havung  shirked  his  share  of  the  row  from  cowardice.  He  had  not 
forgotten,  however,  to  deliver  the  message,  useless  as  it  was  under  the 
{nesent  circumstances,  the  gates  being  closed  :  '^  Margaret  would  find  a 
person  at  the  apothecary's  garden,  who  would  inform  her  of  the  rest,  and 
fulfil  her  desires." 

As  Margaret  listened,  she  turned  deadly  pale.  Her  new-bom  hope 
was  crushed  at  its  very  birth,  and  the  seal  of  fatality  seemed  to  be  set 
upon  her  destiny.  As  she  again  fell  back  speechless  into  her  chair,  her 
nurse  attempted  in  her  own  way  to  soothe  her  anguish ;  but  her  not  very 
fertile  brain  soon  exhausted  the  limited  stock  of  comfort  she  could  think 
of,  and  driven  to  extremity  by  the  obvious  su£Perings  of  her  foster-child, 
althongh  in  her  heart  she  detested  Chievosa  as  mudi  as  her  young  mistress 
did,  she  began  to  show  cause  why  the  marriage,  after  all,  might  not  be  so 
very  dreadftil.  Lopez  Chievosa  was  so  handsome — there  was  no  one 
else,  she  heard  the  people  say,  so  handsome  as  h»-— though  she  could  not 
judge,  her  sight  bemg  so  dim  with  age.  Then  he  was  some  great  person 
or  other  in  disgube — at  least  so  Mbtress  van  Meeren  said,  and  she  oug^t 
to  know.  Unwittingly,  the  old  woman  touched  the  right  chord.  As  she 
thus  ambiguously  eulogised  the  merits  of  the  bridegroom,  Margaret 
sprang  to  her  feet,  and  catching  up  her  faUley  threw  it  over  her  pretty 
head  and  shoulders  with  an  air  of  desperate  res(dution. 

Amazement  at  the  young  girl's  movements  kept  her  aged  coBopanion 
speechless^  and  it  was  not  until  she  saw  htr  about  to  step  forth  into  the 
street  that  a  notion  of  her  desigft  gUmmered  upon  her ;  when^  deeming 
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that  80IT0W  had  affected  ber  reason,  she  eatreated  her,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  to  desist  from  so  mad  an  attempt. 

"  I  myself,"  sidd  she,  '^  have  been  ordered  by  yonr  husband  that  is  ts 
.be  to  carry  a  letter  for  him  only  as  far  as  the  comer  of  Our  Lady'i, 
there  to  remit  it  to  the  person  I  should  find  waiting  for  it ;  yet  I  rather 
risk  to  draw  down  his  displeasure  upon  me  by  my  disobedience  than  ven* 
ture  forth  to-day." 

'*  Give  me  the  letter,"  said  Margaret,  struck  with  the  sudden  thought 
that  by  carrying  it  herself  she  might  extract  some  useful  information 
about  Chievosa ;  "  I  will  deliver  it" 

Vain  was  all  further  expostulation.  Margaret,  recommending  her 
nurse  to  conceal,  if  possible,  her  absence  from  her  mother,  or,  if  she  could 
not  succeed  in  this,  at  least  not  to  mention  the  object  or  direction  on 
which  she  was  bent,  prepared  to  depart. 

"  But,"  still  urged  the  old  woman,  "  where  will  you  go,  my  poor  child? 
There  is  no  getting  beyond  the  walls.     What  is  it  you  would  do  ?" 

"  Look  out  from  the  bastions  into  the  garden,'  answered  Margaret^ 
"  and  if  there  really  be  any  one  there  awaiting  me,  surely  he  can  find 
some  means  of  letting  me  know,  were  it  but  by  signs,  what  he  would  have 
me  do.  But  perhaps  a  resolute,  intelligent  emissary  may  do  more^ 
especially  one  coming  from  that  quarter ;  it  is  not  impossible  that  he  may 
have  the  means  of  entering  the  city ;  besides,"  she  continued,  hurriedly, 
"  from  one  hour  to  the  next  the  gates  may  be  forced." 

"  For  the  Virgin's  sake  !"  The  words  died  away  on  the  old  nurse's  lips 
as  she  saw  the  light  figure  of  Margaret  gliding  down  the  street,  where 
she  was  soon  lost  to  view. 

Margaret's  state  of  mind  was  such,  that  for  a  time  she  was  scarce  con- 
scious of  the  scenes  through  which  she  passed.  She  was  bent  on  giving 
herself  one  more  chance  ;  and  should  this  desperate  effort  have  no  result 
she  was  resolved  it  should  be  her  last.  One  means  of  escaping  Chievosa— 
one  safe  refuge  from  every  peril — ^was  still  open  to  her ;  and  could  she  but 
have  persuaded  her  mother  to  seek  with  her  the  safe  asylum  of  a  cloister, 
she  would  not  have  hesitated  in  her  next  step ;  but,  as  it  was,  nothing 
remained  but  to  return  and  share  the  worst  with  her,  and  for  her. 

Nerved  by  despair,  heedless  of  the  many  eyes  that  followed  her  in 
amazement  as  she  forced  her  way  thiough  groups  of  noisy  rabble, 
Margaret  proceeded,  unconscious  of  every  thing  on  earth  besides  her  object 
Luckily  there  was  no  lack  of  women  in  the  streets.  Some,  having  lost 
their  kinsmen  at  Ousterweel,  were  exciting  the  men  to  avenge  them ; 
some,  urging  them  to  a  resolute  sortie,  to  save  those  who  might  still  b^ 
in  danger ;  and  others,  storming  at  their  lords  and  masters  for  exposing-^ 
themselves  to  blows  for  what  they  chose  to  say  concerned  them  not 

In  attempting  to  pass  St.  John's  gate  to  reach  Notre  Dame  her  pro- 
gress was  intercepted  by  a  large  body  of  horsemen  winding  through  it^ 
and  joining  others  already  drawn  up,  whose  rapidly-increasing  number^ 
gradually  filled  the  square.  As  it  was  impossible  to  proceed  in  thi^ 
direction,  Margaret  was  fain  to  relinquish  the  idea  of  seeking  ouC^ 
Chievosa's  messenger  and,  altering  her  course,  she  made  for  the  Kuyp" 
dorpt-street.  ^ 

Not  an  individual  was  to  be  seen  throughout  its  long  extent,  and  ther^ 
was  something  in  the  silence  that  contrasted  strangely  with  the  tumult 
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and  disorder  of  the  other  parts  of  the  town.  The  houses  were  hermeti- 
cally closed,  with  the  scarce  exception  of,  here  and  there,  a  window- 
fhutter  sufiered  to  remain  ajar  for  the  admission  of  a  streak  of  light.  In 
this  street  of  palaces,  the  abode,  a  few  short  months  before,  of  w^th  and 
qdendoor  the  most  unbounded,  all  looked  black  and  cheerless;  and 
Margaret  felt  more  awed  bj  this  stillness  than  by  the  uproar  she  had 
left  behind. 

On  drawing  near  the  gate  at  the  further  extremity,  the  first  ^ance 
showed  her,  what  she  had  feared,  that  it  was  strongly  manned  by  a  de- 
tachment of  the  burgher  g^uard.  She  was  about  to  diverge  up  one  of 
the  rampart  streets,  which  appeared  as  deserted  as  that  she  was  leaving, 
when,  suddenly,  the  g^eat  bell  of  Notre  Dame  again  tolled  its  peal  of 
alarm,  to  which  the  minor  churches  responded.  As  Margaret  listened  to 
these  boding  sounds,  whose  import  she  but  too  well  understood,  the  dis- 
tant dischaige  of  fire-arms  reached  her  ear,  and  almost  at  the  same 
moment  a  considerable  body  of  soldiery,  emerging  from  a  side-street  on 
to  that  of  the  bastions,  came  marching  down  upon  the  gate,  obviously 
with  a  view  to  reinforce  it. 

As  file  af^r  file  turned  the  angle  and  advanced  towards  her  with  the 
promptitude  and  reg^arity  of  one  body,  their  arquebuses  unslung  for 
action,  and  their  broad  lines  extending  across  the  street,  leaving  no  space 
by  which  she  could  hope  to  pass  by  them,  Margaret  cast  a  bewildered 
look  behind  her ;  but  down  the  broad  street  she  had  just  left,  as  well  as 
that  opposite  to  the  soldiery,  the  rioters  were  now  pouring  in  irresistible 
masses,  shouting  as  they  rushed  on  to  the  attack.  She  heard  the  word 
given  '<  to  halt  and  make  ready,"  but,  rendered  incapable  of  movement 
by  the  excess  of  her  terror,  she  still  stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  when  a 
.strong  hold  was  laid  upon  her  arm,  and  she  felt  herself  dragged  rather 
than  Ted  beneath  the  gateway,  just  as  a  general  discharge  of  arquebuses 
proved  that  had  she  lingered  a  moment  longer  mortal  aid  could  not 
have  availed  her. 

'^Jesu!  Maria!  Josepha!"  exclaimed  a  friendly  voice  in  the  broad 
native  accent,  "  I  am  not  mistaken — it  is  the  daughter  of  old  Van 
Meeren  of  the  Meerbrugge.  I*  God's  name,  how  came  you  here,  silly 
child?"  he  continued,  a  touch  of  fatherly  reproof  accompanying  the 
ffitherly  look  he  cast  at  the  young  girl.  "  But  fool  that  I  am  to  ask 
questions  at  such  a  time,  when  I  should  be  foremost  at  the  gate ! — ^in 
such  a  place,  too,  shots  raining  about  us  like  hailstones !  Come  away, 
my  poor  child — but  even  in  the  guard-room,''  hurriedly  communing  with 
himself,  "  amid  the  ammunition,  the  spirit-flasks,  and  the  wounded,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  seditious,  who,  if  they  carry  the  point — ^no,  no,  there's 
no  safety  there  !" 

"  Oh  !*'  cried  Margaret,  "  do  but  Jet  me  out — I  have  friends  on  the 
other  side." 

''  Impossible !"  said  the  captain  of  the  guard,  who,  however,  as  he  pro- 
nounced the  word,  remembered  that,  for  the  time  being  at  least,  he  was 
commander  of  the  station,  and  could  let  her  out  if  he  wished  it  To 
what  conclusion  he  would  finally  have  arrived,  and  how  long  it  would 
have  taken  him  to  arrive  at  any,  is  uncertain ;  but  a  volley  of  shots 
rattling  in  and  thinning  the  ranks  of  the  soldiers,  and  some  of  his  own 
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men  at  the  same  moment  rumung  up  for  orders^  somewhat  hnrriedLtlM 
phlegmatic  FlemiDgV  habitual  process  of  thought  and  actum. 

'^  Eetum  the  fire>  to  be  sure,"  said  he ;  "  I'm  with  70U  in  a  gifff  ^>— 
besides,  the  regulars  must  bear  the  brunt  of  this  affair^—thej  haire  their 
officers ;  let  ib^a  tell  'em  what  to  dou"  Then  turning  to  Mazgaiety.  aal; 
speaking  somewhat  thicker*  from  the  unusual  rafnditj  wiili  wfaUi.  he. 
strove  to  give  utterance,  "  As  for  you,  young  muden,  I'll  let  you  leave 
the  town*  but  can't  stand  good  tiiat  what  you'll  meet  without  won't  be 
worse  than  what  you  have  to  fear  within — ^but  you  say  you  hare  Ueuk 
there."    And  he  produced  a  ponderous  key. 

*'  Oh!  yes,  yes— eure  fiiends !"  pleaded  Margaret,  eagerly. 

'^  Well,  he  said,  carefully  unclosing  a  small  wicket,  ^'  if  it  be  so,  tben 
axe  you  sa&r  there  than  here ;  so  hurry  on,  and  .lose  no  time  in  talking;" 

Margaret,  thanking  her  kind  townsman  with  an  eloquent  look,  darted 
througn  the  opening.  Scarcely  had  she  done  so^  when  the  key  gratel 
in  the  lock,  and  the  sound  of  desperate  conflict  warned  her  of  the  peril 
from  which  that  protecting  gate  divided  her. 

When  she  reached  the  garden,  breathless  with  haste  and  anxie^,  she 
sunk  down  on  a  rustic  seat,  where  she  had  often  sat  with  her  uncfe  asd 
discussed  the  probability  of  those  misfortunes  which  had  actually  orer^ 
taken  them.  The  remembrance  of  her  heavy  and  recent  bereavmnent 
came  fraught  with  double  bitterness  at  such  a  time  and  place.  But  ap* 
prehensions  of  every  kind  pressed  on  her  mind.  Upon  the  chanees  of 
this  hour  everything  depended;  and  if  it  brought  not  aid,  what  wonU 
become  of  her  and  hers  ?  She  looked  around  in  vain  for  any  trace  of 
that  aid,  or  for  the  smallest  assurance  that  the  hope  which  had  led  her 
forward  through  so  much  dangw  and  difficulty  was  not  illusory.  She 
questioned  the  gardener;  but  he  had  scarce  seen  anybody,  he  said,  for  a 
fortnight  and  more :  in  these  bad  times  no  one  thought  of  visitii^  the 
garden.  Father  Eustace  had  warned  her,  it  was  true^  of  the  folly  of  thns 
relying  upon  the  support  of  one  from  whom  duty  bade  her  shrmk ;  but 
wmit  feeling  now  animated  her  bosom  ? — merely  a  desire  that  he  ^0 
professed  friendship  would  extend  a  helping  hand  in  her  utmost  need. 
She  had  applied  to  him  only  when  all  other  human  means  had  £Buled; 
and  gradually,  as  the  conviction  sank  upon  her  heart  that  even  that 
measure  was  fruitless — that  last  hope  fallacious — she  gave  herself  up  for 
lost. 

The  attack  upon  the  gate,  which  had  at  first  been  so  hot,  now  re*^ 
laxed ;  and  the  sounds  of  conflict  becoming  fainter  and  ^Eunter,  and  at 
last  dying  away  altogether,  told  Margaret  that  the  assailants  had  beea 
driven  back.  The  tocsin  still  tolled ;  but  she  could  perceive  no  other 
symptom  of  disturbance,  when  ^again  the  silence  was  broken  by  a  strange 
hubbub,  the  cause  of  which  she  could  not  divine,  though  its  nature  was 
sufficiently  threatening. 

On  the  terrace  we  have  elsewhere  described  stood  a  slight  wooden 
pavilion  in  the  form  of  a  tower,  high  enough  to  overlook  the  ramparts 
and  the  streets  adjoining,  though  not  of  sufficient  importance  to  inmnge 
the  laws  of  the  town  which  prohibited  the  raking  of  any  solid  edifice 
within  two  miles  of  the  walls.  Margaret  now  flew  towards  it,  and  avail- 
ing herself  of  a  small  hakony  protruding  from  a  window  at  the  sununii^ 
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afaa  b«iit  eagerly  forward  to  asoertain  the  cause  of  the  tumolt,  and  toon 
hw  atteotioa  became  rivetted  on  the  scene  enacting  beneath  her. 

Along  the  street,  the  whole  length  of  which  she  commanded,  came  a 
rashmg  multitude^  and  before  them,  considerably  in  advance,  pale  as 
daath^  without  dioak  or  barret,  with  disheyelled  hair  streaming  wildly  on 
the  wind,  6ed  a  man  at  his  utmost  speed ;  and  it  soon  became  obrious 
that  those  who  followed  on  his  track  with  i^oop  and  halloa  could  not 
oonupete  with  him  in  the  race.  So  n^id,  indeed,  was  his  flight,  that  he 
mNuid  without  difBculty  have  distanced  his  enemies,  had  not  some  of 
them,  with  cruel  sagaaty,  run  up  by-lanes  ;  and  thus  the  fugitive  found 
himself  encountered  in  front,  wlulst  on  his  rear  pressed  his  pursuers.  In 
nan  the  youne  man  sought  some  open  door,  some  dark  alley  that  might 
ifibrd  him  a  chance  of  esci^  ;  in  the  midst  of  the  splendid  dwellings  of 
a  populous  and  civilised  city,  he  seemed  as  lost  as  if  he  had  been  in  the 
deserts  of  Arabia,  at  the  mercy  of  the  wild  wanderers  of  those  desolate 
regioni. 

As  an  exhibition  of  the  physical  powers  of  man,  this  solitary  being, 
contriving  to  baffle  the  strenuous  exertions  of  hundreds  by  the  display 
of  nature's  ^fts,  aided  by  nature's  strongest  instinct — self-preservation — 
ifibfded  an  imposing  spectacle;  and  Marg^aret  felt  her  whole  heart 
bonnd  up  in  the  issue.  What  though  she  knew  not  that  man — what 
diOQgh  he  might  be  guilty — she  could  not  understand  how  Christians 
OQald  thus  hunt  down,  like  a  beast  of  prey,  a  being  formed  in  Grod*s 
own  image.  Had  she  but  been  behind  one  of  those  doors  so  sternly 
dosed,  how  gladly  she  would  have  opened  it  at  every  risk  !  Her  breatn 
went  and  came  with  painful  rapidity ;  her  heart  beat  audibly  ;  and  her 
dan  seemed  filled  with  the  sound  of  rushing  waters.  All  else  forgotten, 
iliB  saw  nothing  but  that  stranger,  doubling  and  shifting  before  his  fierce 
Hnilants,  like  a  hare  turned  by  the  greyhounds,  whose  singular  powers 
sf  agility  defied  their  utmost  efforts. 

His  strength  seemed  inexhaustible,  while  that  of  his  opponents  was 
mdently  on  the  wane.  Availing  himself,  suddenly,  of  a  gap  accidentally 
bnned  m  the  ranks  of  those  fronting  him,  he  glided  through  it  with  the 
mbilety  of  a  serpent,  and  had  already  left  them  far  behind,  when  three 
men  emerging  from  a  by-street  resolutey  barred  his  passage.  They  were 
3f  athletic  bmid  ;  while  the  tall  and  slight  figiu^  of  the  fugitive  appeared 
rather  formed  for  feats  of  activity  than  for  deeds  of  strength.  Already 
liad  they  laid  hold  of  him,  and  Margaret  gave  him  up  for  lost,  when, 
xuick  as  thought,  he  thrust  his  hand  into  his  bosom,  and  when  he  drew  it 
Snth,  Margaret  perceived  something  gleam  for  a  moment  like  a  flash  of 
(ightning ;  he  struck  two  blows  right  and  left  in  rapid  succession,  and 
two  of  his  assailants  fell.  Apparently  his  weapon  had  become  entangled 
in  the  dress  of  the  latter ;  for,  with  an  incredible  exertion  of  strength,  he 
ieized  the  third  by  the  waist,  and  raising  him  from  the  ground,  on  which 
bis  heavy  form  seemed  rooted,  dashed  him  to  the  earth  with  stunning 
riolence,  and  having  thus  opened  once  more  a  clear  way  before  him,  re- 
sommenced  his  headlong  career. 

The  whole  had  been  little  more  than  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  the 
oob  were  at  first  too  much  astounded  at  his  escape  to  continue  the  chase ; 
lihen  they  did  so,  he  had  shot  &r  ahead,  and  turned  up  the  rampart,  and 
Margaret  faieathed  more  freely  as  she  saw  him  rapidly  distancing  his  ad- 


▼exvaries.  When  he  drew  neal*er,  she  recognised  in  the  object  of  her 
STmpathy  him  who  had  so  long  and  unceasingly  persecuted  her ;  but 
though  she  had  that  morning  fled  from  him  as  from  her  mortal  enemy,  her 
heart  was  too  womanly  to  remember  it  at  such  an  hour.  She  perceiTed 
with  gladness  that  the  shouts  and  halloas  were  fainter,  that  tiie  pursuit 
had  slackened,  and  she  thought  escape  was  certain.  So  deemed  CraeTOsa, 
for  a  smile  of  triumph  hovered  on  his  scornful  lip. 

On  reachine  the  point  opposite  to  that  above  which  Margaret  stood, 
the  cause  of  the  momentary  respite  became  obvious ;  again  his  enemies 
had  had  recourse  to  their  former  policy,  and  had  doubled  him  by  throw- 
ing themselves  into  by-lanes,  from  whence  they  now  emerged  on  the 
bastions,  enveloping  him  in  front  and  rear.  For  a  moment  he  paused, 
and  took  a  keen,  steady  gaze  forward,  then  glanced  back,  and  ascertained 
that  retreat  or  advance  was  equally  cut  off;  but  his  cheek  did  not 
blanch — he  stood  like  the  Arabian  courser  checked  in  his  fleet  career, 
with  limbs  quivering  from  his  late  exertions,  but  with  head  erect,  proudly 
glancing  eye  and  expanded  nostril,  every  muscle  nerved  to  action,  the 
heaving  chest  betraying  impatience  rather  than  fatigue. 

Near  this  spot  extended  across  the  moat  what  in  military  parlance  is 
called  a  pont  dormant^  whose  drawbridge  was  for  the  present  removed.. 
Chievosa's  eagle  glance  seemed  to  measure  the  empty  space ;  it  was  a 
fearful  leap,  and  one  that  few  men  would  have  dared  to  contemplate ;  but 
Margaret  felt  assured,  when  she  marked  the  contemptuous  look  he  cast  at 
his  ra^adly  approaching  adversaries,  that  he  would  attempt  it,  and  she 
internally  muttered  a  prayer  that  he  might  be  successful.  Accordingly, 
instead  of  turning  towards  either  of  the  advancing  parties,  with  a  few 
^g^t,  panther-like  bounds  he  gained  the  angle  of  the  bastion,  deep 
beneath  which  lay  the  moat,  and  bending  his  body  to  the  spring,  was 
about  to  perform  his  meditated  feat,  when  the  report  of  a  firelocJc  was 
heard,  and  he  fell  prostrate  on  the  very  edge  of  the  fosse.  He  endea-, 
voured  to  spring  again  to  his  feet,  but  his  efforts  were  useless— a  limb 
was  fractured. 

Unspeakable  rage  flashed  from  his  dark  eyes ;  but  no  expression  ot 
pain  mingled  with  it.     His  enemies  now  gathered  around   him  with 
fiend-like  shouts;  to  their  execrations  and   blows   he   opposed  a  stem 
silence ;  neither  a  cry  for  mercy,  nor  a  g^an  of  anguish,  escaped  his  lips. 
Shouts  of  "Cut  down  the  spy!**  "Drown  the  spy!"  "It  is  he  who; 
caused  the  defeat  at  Ousterweel,  and  sold  us  to  the  king^s  troops  !^^ 
resounded  on  all  sides ;  and  desperate  were  the  efforts  of  some  to  despatcliL 
their  victim  on  the  spot,  and  the  counteracting  endeavours  of  others  to*-, 
preserve  him  for  more  exaraplary  punishment.     His  raven  locks  were, 
clotted  with  blood — the  ashy  hue  of  death  was  fast  spreading  over  his 
face ;  but  unconquered  even  in  death,  he  glared  around  him  with  t^ 
ferocity  of  a  wounded  tiger. 

At  last  a  stalwart  man,  no  other  than  Martin  lumself,  the  chief  mover. 
0^  and  actor  in,  this  popular  outbreak,  forced  his  way  through  the  thrpig, 
and,  seizing  Chievosa  by  the  collar,  attempted  to  drag  nim  forward. 
Lopez,  even  at  that  moment,  thought  but  npon  revenge;  again  he  sought 
the  place  where  his  poniard  usually  hung,  and  vented  his  anger  in  a  deep>, 
though  feebly  muttered  oath,  when  his  hand  encountered  but  the  empty 
sheath.    His  opponent,  marking  the  action  without  being  aware  of  its.  xnr. 
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lozioiisness,  drew  back ;  and  Chievosa,  profiting  of  the  moment,  with  a 
ftft  effort,  threw  himself  into  the  moat. 

Wonnded,  disabled  as  he  was,  for  a  few  moments  he  supported  himself 
}a  the  surface  of  the  water,  and  raised  his  livid  countenance  in  seeming 
Item  defiance  to  the  skies ;  the  next  instant  nothing  marked  the  place 
Nrbere  the  unbeliever  had  struggled  in  his  agony  but  a  small  circle  of  deep*^ 
red  blood,  which  soon  mingled  with  the  waters  of  the  moat. 

Margaret  would  have  fallen  had  not  a  powerful  arm  upheld  her ;  and 
IS  she  leant  helplessly  within  its  encircling  support,  she  gazed  up  in  name- 
JmB  terror,  for  sue  could  not  bring  her  mind  to  the  conviction  that  all  was 
OTer — that  he  who  had  resisted  so  long  and  so  manfully  had  fallen  to  rise 
no  more ;  but  instead  of  the  dark,  fierce  glance  of  the  Spaniard,  Count 
Lunoral's  mild  blue  eyes  met  hers.  She  tried  to  speak,  but  in  vain.  He 
irew,  or  rather  bore  her  g^Uy  from  the  balcony,  and  depositing  her  on 
a  bench,  again  folded  her  in  his  arms  and  endeavoured  to  soothe  her  emo- 
tion. He  himself  had  been  a  shuddering  witness  of  the  closing  scene  of 
a  bad  man's  life,  whose  unworthiness  was  no  excuse  for  the  savage  deed 
by  which  he  perished.  His  natural  generosity  revolted  at  the  cowardice 
with  which  hundreds  had  set  upon  one  man,  whom,  had  fair  play  been 
allowed  him,  it  would  have  been  out  of  their  power  to  overcome.  Un- 
hesitatingly  as  he  would  himself  have  punished  the  base  treachery  of  the 
crafty  Spaniard,  yet  this  mode  of  punishment  awakened  as  much  horror 
in  his  ingenuous  bosom  as  in  that  of  Margaret. 

But  his  words  of  sympathy  allayed  not  her  agitation.  Regardless  of 
all  external  circumstances,  too  shaken  by  the  rapidity  with  which  events 
and  sensations  so  far  beyond  the  ordinary  routine  of  existence  had  suc- 
oeeded  each  other  to  regard  the  world's  cold  conventionalities,  Margaret 
leant  her  head  upon  Lamoral's  bosom,  and  sobbed  as  though  her  heart 
were  breaking.  After  having  exhausted  every  topic  likely  to  soothe  or 
rouse  her  spirits,  infected  with  the  weakness  of  her  own  mood,  Lamoral 
promised  a  protection,  and  avowed  a  love,  in  broken,  unpremeditated 
accents,  the  secret  of  which  he  had  determined  should  have  died  with  him. 
Bat  Margaret  seemed  not  to  hear,  far  less  to  dwell  on,  his  un^arded 
efiusions ;  one  thought  alone  preoccupied  her  mind,  to  which  at  last  she 
gave  vent  in  words. 

-  <^  Oh !  had  he  but  died  a  Christian !  But  to  perish  thus  in  his  pride  an 
unclaimed,  a  hardened  sinner — this  is  dreadful  to  think  upon !  Oh,  that 
horrid  sight ! — ^the  fearful  conviction  that  he  is  lost  to  all  eternity !" 

'^  Calm  yourself,  my  beloved  ;  turn  your  thoughts  to  other  and  more 
firessing  subjects.  You  are  now  safe ;  you  are  not  friendless  and  alone 
in  the  world,  as  you  described  yourself  in  your  letter,  for  I,  Margaret,  will 
watch  over  you  like  an  unseen  but  guardian  spirit." 

"  My  Uncle  Paul,"  said  the  poor  g^rl,  struggling  for  utterance — "  my 
Uncle  raul  perished  yesterday  at  Ousterweel.'* 

This  intelligence  deeply  affected  Lamoral.  He  had  not  only  admired 
the  partisan  in  the  elder  Van  Meeren,  but  he  had  loved  him  as  a  friend, 
and  his  regrets  were  too  sincere  and  too  deep  to  be  framed  in  words. 

*^  And  yoiir  mother?"  inquired  he,  after  the  lapse  of  some  minutes. 

This  simple  phrase  recalled  Margaret  to  herself,  and  her  companion 
soon  extracted  from  her  a  clear  statement  of  the  last  few  days'  events. 

**  Antwerp  is  no  longer,"  he  said,  *'  a  fitting  sojourn  for  you,  even 
though  personal  persecution  has  been  put  an  end  to  by  this  catastrophe. 
It  wOl  soon  unavoidably  be  the  theatre  of  civil  war,  of  whose  horrors 
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yesterday  and  to-day  may  hare  givea  you  a  foretaste.  I  repeat,  Antwerp 
IS  no  place  for  unprotected  females.  Bnissek,  if  erer  made  the  seene  of 
strife,  will  be  so  the  last  of  any  town  in  the  Netheiiaiids ;  thither  you 
must  repair,  and  there,  too,  I  snail  be  better  able  to  watdi  over  yoo." 
And,  finding  that  Margaret  was  sufficiently  recovered,  he  left  her  to  go  in 
quest  of  his  own  pec^le,  who  waited  without  the  garden,  and  give  tliem 
directions  concerning  their  further  aooyemcBts. 

It  was  now  his  object  to  gain  for  his  squire,  in  whom  he  oooid  wholly 
con6de,  an  entrance  into  the  town,  that  he  might  ascertain  what  had  be- 
&llen  Mistress  van  Meeren ;  and,  if  possible,  bring  her  to  the  garden. 
He  would  not  himself  venture  within  the  walls ;  for,  if  he  were  reoog- 
nised,  such  a  circumstance,  at  a  crias  so  critical,  might  be  attended  witfi 
eril  consequences  to  himself  and  his  family. 

After  the  departure  of  his  messenger,  whom  he  had  amply  fm'iashsd 
with  means  and  instructions,  two  anxious  hours  elapeed,' liunng  winch 
/Lamoral  exerted  himself  to  the  uttermost  to  reassure  his  trembling  com- 
panion, and  grew  every  moment  more  interested  in  his  task.  At  last,  the 
return  of  his  Bsdthful  emissary  put  an  end  to  his  more  painfd  sunniBeB. 
He  went  out  to  meet  him,  in  order  to  gain  time,  show  he  prove  the 
bearer  of  bad  news,  to  reflect  upon  the  best  manner  of  breaking  diem  to 
poor  Margaret. 

His  mind  was  not  ti  little  relieved  by  the  tidings  his  squire  brought 
He  bad  with  great  difficulty  gained  an  entrance  into  the  town,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  finding  the  house  of  Ikfistress  van  Meeren,  who  was  q^te  beside 
herself  at  the  protracted  absence  of  her  daughter  and  tise  Spanmrd  at  sudi 
-a  time.     The  town  was  in  a  ferment,  and  he  had  the  greatest  difficulty 
in  obtaining  egoless  for  himself  and  his  charge,  who,  on  hearing  of  bet 
daughter's  situation,  insisted  on  benng  immediately  conducted  to  her. 
Thus  were  mother  and  child  agadn  dasped  in  each  other's  embrace,     ^ 
lew  words  ^  latter  related  Chievosa's  fearful  end,  carefully  abstaining- 
from  its  more  revolting  details,  and  from  mentioning  the  frame  of  miBo. 
in  which  it  had  overtaken  him ;  for  she  could  not  at  that  moment  dwcfl^ 
even  in  thought,  on  the  fiaults  of  one,  the  manner  of  whose  death  seemed^ 
at  least  to  mortal  eyes,  an  atonement.     She  had  no  trouble  to 
Mistress  van  Meeren,  who  had  listened  to  her  recital  with  feelings 
unmitigated  horror,  to  avail  herself  of  Lamoral's  assistance  to  remove 
instantly  to  Brussels.     No  other  choice,  indeed,  seemed  left  them,  as  to 
re-enter  the  gates  was  now  imposnUe :  nor  had  they  much  eanse  to 
regret  it ;  for,  independently  of  the  uncertain  state  of  the  town  whose 
dangers,  now  that  they  were  re-united,  neither  had  any  motxre  far 
incurring,  Antwerp,  the  scene  of  so  much  sufiering,  had  become  odious 
to  them,  and  Brussels,  where  Obievosa  had  that  very  morning  sdemnly 
assured  them  Cornelius  was  confined,  had  in  consequence  become  tli^ 
bourne  of  their  wishes. 

Some  of  Lamoral's  servants  now  appeared  with  a  couple  of  palfreys, 
which  they  had  procured  from  a  neighbouring  village,  and  noton^  le- 
mained  but  to  mount  and  set  forward.  Lamond  chsjged  his  eBcnnre  with 
the  care  of  the  party ;  and  after  cautioning  his  followers  to  maintain  the 
strictest  silence  as  to  this  day's  adventure,  rode  off  at  a  brisk  pace  on  his 
way  to  Brussels  by  a  cxrcmtous  road,  which  the  podtion  of  BeauTcn^s 
troops  rendered  necessary,  leaving  the  ladies  and  their  esoort  to  foDow 
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Chaftcr  VI. 

GnJDiTTA  was  still  the  guide  of  my  children.  She  deemed  that>  in 
jdeoating  them  in  the  principles  of  their  mother,  she  accomplished  her 
katfter  destiny.  The  signs  of  insanity  had  left  her,  and  the  exercise  of  her 
kaart  in  the  vork  she  loved  best  kept  her  mind  in  health.  No  suliject  bat 
wligion  had  a  charm  left  for  her ;  hut,  with  the  aid  of  Ippolito,  a  current 
of  literature  was  diffused  through  the  course  of  study. 

The  village,  secluded  as  it  was,  afforded  all  the  lesouroes  which 
Aomestk  life  had  occasion  to  invoke.  Among  these,  the /xKier^  attadied 
to  the  household  was  prominent,  tenanted  by  one  whoee  ancestors  had 
Bred  there  for  generations  untold.  This  was  no  other  than  Ansdmo, 
miDng  whose  sons  there  was  one  of  Oraao's  age,  named  Costanzo.  He 
was  remarkable  for  elevation  of  character,  and  for  the  decided  influence 
he  ezeroised  over  all  about  him,  though  he  was  but  twelve  years  old. 
He  and  Orazio  were  inseparable  friends;  they  not  only  pursued  their 
wtalks  and  studies  together,  but  lived  always  under  the  same  roof,  either 
at- the  castle,  or  the  urm.  I  indulged  them  in  th^  friendship,  because  I 
bww,  from  ptunfol  remembrance,  the  importance  of  a  happy  childhood, 
Hid  that  nothing  but  mutual  benefit  could  result  from  such  an  intercourse. 
The  complexion  of  Costanzo  was  fair  for  the  climate,  and  his  look 
serious,  except  when  he  smiled ;  then  his  whole  countenance  burst  into 
dimples,  and  expressed  a  joyous  sweetness. 

•Orano  differed  in  cluuacter  from  his  companion  to  a  degree  which 
niadri  the  contrast  striking*  His  face  was  attractive  from  die  sadness  it 
ea^wesaed  and  the  sickly  kok  it  wore.  They  differed  also  in  tempem- 
ment  While  Costanzo  devoured  the  very  looks  of  nature,  and  danced 
ivith  the  elements,  Orazio  had  scarcely  a  mark  of  affection  for  the  world. 
Hie  father,  sister,  friend,  were  dear  to  him — most  dear;  Giuditta  he 
adored ;  but  through  the  mist  of  his  attachments  floated  the  form  of 
baa  f  en,  the  {nospeot  of  love  a£sr. 

Costanzo's  notions  were  larger ;  he  worshipped  the  Father  of  All  as  a 
(■rant  mysterious  and  remote,  and  looked  to  the  enjoyment  of  a  future  as 
loo  blessed  an  inheritance  to  be  thus  acquired  in  the  selfsame  €{K)ch 
—almost  in  the  very  hour  in  whidi  the  new  instinct  of  existence 
Nirealed  it ;  for  he  was  happy  on  earth,  where  he  had  seen  no  evil^ — 
where  no  sense  of  bodily  we^mess  had  greeted  his  tender  years  with 
onweloome. 

They  walked,  rode,  studied,  in  affectionate  union,  Giuditta  their  guide. 
She  taught  tiiem  the  habit  of  describing  their  thoughts  and  actions,  an 
acoount  of  which,  and  of  her  zealous  admonitions  to  them,  she  daily 
toanamitted  to  me.     This  habit  became  so  natural  to  the  littie  ones,  that 
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they  would  relate  their  most  secret  thoughts  without  hjrpoerifly,  and 
suhmit  them  to  the  correction  they  required ;  and  they  womd,  with  few 
exceptions,  act  upon  the  improvements  suggested  with  nearly  the  same 
ease  as  they  had  in  adopting  the  amendments  made  in  the  lessons  tbey 
had  written. 

We  had  all  agreed  one  evening,  when  the  children  should  have  ended 
their  ramhle  through  the  fields,  to  meet  at  the  podere,  and  sit  down  at 
the  hoard  of  Anselmo,  a  man  whose  worth  I  knew  not  fully  until  thus  late 
in  life ;  and  for  ever  would  it  have  heen  concealed  from  me,  had  I  not  heen 
thrown  upon  my  own  resources  hy  the  irremediable  worthlessness  of  those 
who  occupied  my  own  sphere.  As  I  approached  the  meadows,  I  saw  the 
children  at  an  open  gate,  looking  on  in  childish  wonder  while  a  beggar 

Csd.  His  rags  gave  a  shaggy  outline  to  his  figure ;  his  face  seemed 
ened  into  sorrow ;  his  looks  were  cheerless,  though  ^ded  by  the  de- 
clining sun.  The  children  thrust  their  hands  into  their  pockets,  and  ran 
after  nim  with  all  their  money,  holding  it  forth  with  a  gesture  which 
might  have  led  one  to  surmise  that  he  had  dropped  it  from  his  tattered 
coat,  rather  than  that  it  was  an  offering.  The  beggar  bowed  the  loidy 
head  to  his  little  friends,  and  hurried  on.  Poor  looked  he  in  spirit,  hai 
he  was  to  be  blessed  hereafter. 

In  the  farm-house  a  cheerinl  activity  everywhere  prevailed.  The 
youths  had  returned  from  the  field.  The  allotted  task  of  that  day  was 
exactly  done,  not  more  nor  less — ^neither  with  indifference  nor  enthusiasm, 
but  duty. 

The  sheep  with  their  lambs  were  penned ;  a  watchful  shepherd  tended 
them.  The  cows  were  well  fed,  with  their  calves  beside  them ;  the  oxen 
were  stalled;  the  horses  stood  in  their  littered  stables,  their  mangers 
filled;  the  pig^  were  eagerly  revelling  in  well-charged  troughs;  the 
chicks  were  gone  to  roost. 

The  duty  of  the  day  was  done. 

The  table  was  set  out  for  supper ;  the  good  Anselmo  sat  down  with  his 
wife  and  children,  and  I  joinea  them.  On  one  side  of  the  patriarch  was 
Costanzo,  Orazio  was  on  the  other.  A  large  brown  loaf,  with  small 
cheeses,  butter,  eggs,  and  milk,  added  to  which  was  a  flask  of  Chianti, 
formed  the  substance  of  our  repast. 

'*  Holy  is  the  name  of  Him  who  has  given  us  strength  to  obtain,  an' 
health  to  enjoy,  these  good  things !''  said  Anselmo ;  while  by  look  an< 
gesture  all  assented  to  this  thanksgiving. 

Scarcely  was  the  bread  broken  when  the  beggar  appeared  at 
door. 

Anselmo  signified  to  him  that  he  mieht  enter,  and  even  bade  him  u  _ 
while  his  daughter  got  up  and  placea  a  chair  for  him  at  the  taUe«» 
Costanzo  and  Orazio  made  him  signs  of  recognition. 

"  You  have  met  before  ?"  sud  the  old  man,  inquiringly ;  pleased  at  th^ 
unreserve  with  which  the  children  saluted  the  beggar,  and  they  hastened 
to  explain. 

Famished  man,  I  knew  him !  he  looked,  indeed,  forlorn,  yet  was  there 
one  feature  not  yet  starved  I  I  mean  not  the  beard,  which  lives  on  little, 
sometimes  grows  after  death ;  but  that  which  drinks  deep  at  the  well  of 
aorrow,  and  lives  on  that — the  eye !     There  was  a  languor  in  that  fM- 
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iga^  but  the  vigour  of  no  common  soul  spoke  through  its  feverish  gase. 
Orazio  shuddered  and  turned  pale  at  the  beggar's  looks. 

« I  am  consumptiye,"  said  the  mendicant,  in  the  well-known  voice  of 
oopiplaint ;  **  I  am  worse  than  ever !  All  night  I  cough,  and  toss  about, 
and  still  cough  on  until  I  am  worked  up  iuto  rage,  and  then  I  could  tear 
mv  bedclothes  to  shreds,  or  get  up  and  dash  my  head  against  the  floor. 
Oh,  it  is  so  hard !  why  do  I  not  die !" 

It  was  the  ill-requited  printer !  I  was  appalled ;  my  blood  ran  cold ; 
V6«  it  was  he,  the  wanderer, — ^he  of  the  ever-conscious,  yet  ever-dying, 
hope.  He  had  entered  my  house  when  I  was  last  threatened  with  afflic- 
tkyi :  vnth  whose  fate  was  the  consumptive  coupled  now  ? 

My  eyes  were  ri vetted  on  him  intently;  he  sometimes  seemed  to 
dwindle  mto  miniature,  then  to  vanish  and  reappear. 

*^  But  I  can  eat  when  there  is  anything  nice,"  said  the  beggar,  with  an 
^ftger,  greedy  look.  He  began,  and  was  voracious.  No  one  else  could 
0Ht ;  it  was  like  a  repast  at  which  the  healthy  were  made  sick,  while  the 
one  who  was  sick  could  eat.  I  still  watched  the  large  half-naked  eyes, 
eyes  which  seemed  at  times  almost  to  vanish  from  their  sockets,  the  hollow 
&oe  to  show  its  bony  proportions  beneath,  and  the  whole  form  to  vanish, 
while  the  room  revolved.  Again  would  the  figure  return,  as  before,  de- 
Tooring  stilL 

He  rose  to  depart,  and  with  forced  humility  thanked  the  charitable 
Aiuelma  As  he  crossed  the  yard,  the  dog,  a  large  and  powerful 
creature,  but  generally  very  tame,  rushed  violently  against  him  with 
mingled  bark  and  howl.  The  man,  instead  of  flinching,  patted  its 
head,  and  looked  with  death  into  its  eye.  The  animal  dropped  the 
zags  from  its  mouth,  and  slunk  back  with  continuous  moan  into  the 
koonel. 

The  broad,  red  disc  of  the  sun  was  setting ;  the  beggar  disappeared  in 
the  twilight. 

I  mused  on  this  event :  the  printer  did  not  remember  me ;  had  he  for- 
gotten the  castle  where  he  had  been  refreshed  so  many  years  before  ? 
Would  he  visit  me  tliere,  would  he  ask  for  her  ?  I  hurried  home  to  see, 
and  again  to  speak  with  the  not  yet  dead. 

When  I  got  into  the  avenue,  I  heard  a  voice ;  it  was  that  of  the  printer 
floliloquising  as  of  old. 

''  Ye  authors,"  he  said,  in  that  melancholy  and  unmodulated  tone 
peculiar  to  deaf  persons,  "  accursed  be  the  hour  when  ye  first  arose  I  To 
print  your  works  have  I  wandered  all  these  years,  death  nestled  within 
my  breast ;  but  still  made  to  live,  to  survive  the  power  to  earn  my  bread. 
In  your  service  the  printer  got  tlie  first  seeds  of  his  malady ;  when  thirty 
Tfanago  he  printed  the  book  of  that  author,  whose  workis  have  haunted 
his  steps  and  been  hb  bane,  he  received  due  notice  of  what  must  be  his. 
fiite*  The  hot  air  melted  him ;  the  cold  blasts  froze  him;  and  then  did 
oongh  first  trouble  him ;  ever  since  has  it  clung,  to  him,  and  been  his 
master.  Cough  is  still  his  language,  his  interpreter ;  his  noisy  neigh- 
bour all  the  night  long ;  a  spy  upon  hb  life,  following  him  wherever  he 
goes. 

■  "  After  my  former  visit  here  I  was  better,  and  remained  so  for  a  time. 
I  imbibed  new  life- at  the  sight  of  that  beautiful  lady  at  the  castle;  but 

VOL.  XXIL  T 


262L         YBXtTBIKJiS;  OB,  THE  OBDBAL  OF  SACBmOm 

my.  first  employment  in  the  towns  after  that  was  upon  the  prinoe*s  woilli^ 
and  from  first  to  last  wherei^r  they  were  to  be  printed  have  my  wander^ 
mgs  called  me^  and  always  to  get  worse.  And  I  feel  better  now  ainoe 
I  Feasted  my  eyes  on  that  pretty  boy,  whose  cheek  blanched  mider  my 
ga&e.  'Tis  said  that  the  old  draw  life  out  of  the  young :  am  I  not  more 
than  old  ?  Hereabouts  lives  the  mighty  prince^  tae  hiippiest  of  mankind; 
while  I,  the  printer,  am  the  most  miserable ;  the  little  content  I  onoe 
possessed  soured  by  the  thoughts  which  issued  out  of  his  leisure  hours. 
Some  of  us  can  fix  the  t3rpe  without  thinking ;  I  cannot,  my  sensibility 
was  great  from. a  child ;  and  what  language  he  uses ! 

^'  How  can  I  call  at  the  castle,  ragged  as  I  am,  and  a  beggar  to  afl- 
outward  seeming  ?  It  is  not  my  fault ;  I  gave  my  mother  all  my  earn- 
ings while  she  lived,  and  sidmess,  which  is  the  forerunner  of  penury,  ht» 
completed  my  ruin.  Next  to  that  is  certain  to  come  want,  and  lajt  of  all 
destitution. 

*^  My  poor  mother  did  not  know  it  would  come  to  this ;  and  she  is  now 
better  off.'' 

Chapteb  VII. 

What  I  had  heard  from  the  printer's  lips  did  not  embitter  my  mind ; 
I  was  in  the  hands  of  a  power  above,  and  prepared  to  submit  to  divine 
dispensations.  The  trials  imposed  upon  me  were  mild  compared  with 
those  to  which  I  had  formerly  subjected  myself.  Think  how  blessed  was 
Adora's  end  ;  who  could  have  desired  her  to  remain  below,  with  a  hevt 
weaned  from  this  world,  and  a  spirit  prepared  to  meet  the  welcome  ol 
another? 

Her  influence  has  not  departed. 

I  had  for  a  long  time  past  entertained  apprehensions  about  my  son* 
But  how  kindly  was  the  way  prepared ;  with  life  itself  were  sown  the  seeds 
of  immortality,  and  they  sprang  up  early,  highly  favoured  in  their  ai^ 
mosphere  and  soil.  Orazio's  malady  was  one  which  often  leads  to  an 
early  grave  ;  it  was  that  from  which  the  exile  suffers,  nostalgy,  the  long* 
ing  after  home.  The  soldier  led  to  quit  his  mountains  and  follow  the 
fortunes  of  war,  pines  incessantly  to  return,  and  deserts  at  the  sound  of  a 
native  air.  Orazio  was  like  the  mountaineer,  but  the  home  he  longed  to 
reach  was  that  of  which  the  prophets  spoke,  and  every  hymn  that  awoke^ 
hi9  soul  to  a  sense  of  endless  joys  was  as  a  native  air  to  his  ear^ 

I  should  have  been  thanknil  could  he  have  lived,  and  made  himadf 
happy :  he  was  my  only  son,  the  heritor  of  ancient  honours.     I  shoolA 
have  been  thankful  for  him  to  have  survived  me  even,  and  to  have  be*- 
come  the  minister  and  interpreter  of  the  religion  he  so  fondly  loved. 
But.  his  adoration  of  God  consumed  him ;  he  could  wait  no  longer  ob 
earth! 

It  was  a  strange  conjuncture,  but  on  the  evening  of  the  printer's  ai^ 
rival  Orazio  fell  sick.  Volta  was  sent  for,  and  came  ;  he  nad  hope  of 
my  son,  but  of  the  wanderer  who  rested  at  the  castle,  his  view  was  mtd ; 
he  was. surprised  to  find  that  so  dilapidated  a  frame  should  be  alive. 

The  child  did  not  grow  worse  ;  at  times,  indeed,  he  improved,  so  won- 
derful were  the  results  of  science.  Costanzo  lived  in  the  bedroom  of  his 
friend,  and  almost  p^suaded  him  into  the  love  of  life  ;  when,  howew, 
Orazio  remembered  his  mother,  his  ties  in  heaven  were  strengthened. 
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She  had  left  him  her  portrait,  a  ndniatore  on  which  his  eyes  would  dwdl 
imtii  the  expression  of  the  picture  seemed  to  speak, — to  utter  the  words 
wbioh  were  printed  heneath — <<  Not  lost,  hut  gone  before." 

How  merciful  was  this  towards  me !  Had  I  still  been  vainly  attached 
to  the  pursuits  of  life,  had  my  child  been  vigorous,  possessing  a  keen 
enjoyment  of  the  world,  how  could  I  have  borne  my  tnal  ?  I  loved  him 
better  than  myself,  and  for  him  would  have  snfferea  death ;  but  it  was  to 
be  otherwise,  and  I  was  to  feel  through  his  departure  how  valueless  was 
the  life  which  survived. 

His  last  desire  was  to  sleep  in  the  room  where  his  mother  died.  We 
oeold  refuse  him  nothiug,  and  he  was  carried  into  that  deserted  chamber; 
ikere  he  was  happy. 

I  sat  by  his  bed  that  night,  and  talked  much  with  him  on  Providence 
and  life  to  come,  until  exhaustion  came  over  him,  and  he  dropped  asleep. 
I  stayed  with  him,  watching  his  living  form  with  a  sad  pleasure,  and 
thinking  with  wonder  of  his  unwillingness  to  live.  Afiber  a  time  he  woke 
up^  and  said,  "  Papa,  is  the  candle  nearly  out  P'  I  told  him  it  was  not ; 
and  he  replied,  '*  It  is  not  so  long  as  it  was,  is  it  ?"  After  an  interval,  he 
added,  ''  I  have  been  dreaming,  dear  papa,  that  I  picked  you  some 
flowers  ;  but  they  all  grew  dead,  so  I  did  not  bring  them." 

In  ihe  morning,  when  the  sun  had  scarce  risen,  unable  to  sleep,  I 
aioee ;  and,  having  looked  at  Orazio,  who  was  in  a  quiet  slumber  upon 
the  same  pillow  I  had  so  often  seen  Her  sleep  on  whose  lesser  im^ge 
now  \aj  there,  I  went  into  the  morning  air,  and  walked  across  the  heath, 
to  the  lake  into  which  the  torrent  pours  its  waters.  The  wind  was  chilly ; 
and  feeling  my  mind  wretched,  I  was  about  to  return  to  the  castle,  when 
I  was  struck  as  by  the  sight  of  a  well-known  figure,  which  stood  like  a 
form  of  mist  on  the  ver^e  of  the  lake.  It  brought  back  to  memory  my 
filft  visit  to  that  spot  aner  my  fathers  death ;  when,  walking  forth  at 
dswo,  I  saw  Orazio,  then  my  sister's  lover,  at  the  water's  edge.  It  is  the 
same  Orazio  now,  not  impassioned  as  he  then  was,  but  somhce,  like  a 
shade  on  the  banks  of  Acheron. 

Broken-hearted,  I  saw  that  another  sacrifice  was  fini^ed,  and  hastened, 
home  to  receive  the  last  breath  and  blessing  of  my  little  one. 

He  smiled,  but  not  at  me;  he  had  asked  for  me  before  he  went;  he 
had  left  me  that  smile. 

My  lips  quivered—— 

Chapteb  VIII. 

This  separation  was  heartrending,  yet  I  bore  it  in  a  manner  worthy 
of  the  ^th  I  professed.  My  trouble  was  calm  though  deep :  I  found  a 
consolation  in  clinging  the  more  closely  to  Angelina,  now  almost  the  only 
tie  which  united  me  to  the  world. 

On  the  day  of  this  mournful  event,  I  wrote  to  Abarbanel^  out  of 
reject  to  Adora's  memory,  for  I  hardly  knew  whether  or  not  he  heeded 
the  concerns  of  life ;  he  had  visited  my  castle  once  only,  and  then  had 
vanished  as  suddenly  as  he  came.  He  had  ag^io,  I  heard,  reached  his 
monastic  home,  and  had  ceased  for  awhile  to  exceed  its  bounds  in  his 
night  rambles. 

The  printer  had  left  in  the  middle  of  the  night  preceding;  Oiano't 
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death,  taking  letye  of  none,  destined  never  more  to  set  up  type,  or  give 
technical  reality  to  glorious  and  undying  thought  ;  but  with  consumptive 
aspect  and  ragged  habiliments  to  go  on  repining — ^to  reproach,  in  daily 
soliloquy,  the  art  which  most  exalts  mankind — to  lament,  with  untiring 
cough,  the  misery  of  an  individual's  doom — to  tell  the  world  that  wretch- 
edness still  is,  to  he  himself  its  unreconciled  example. 

Giuditta  continued  during  the  day  in  the  deserted  chamber  ;  she  nei- 
ther spoke  nor  moved,  but  sat  like  Prayer,  emaciated  by  feeding  on  reli- 
gious thoughts  alone,  and  from  whose  enfeebled  lips  had  fled  the  gift  of 
utterance. 

Costanzo,  too,  remained  in  the  room  to  mourn  over  his  lost  friend ;  he 
could  not  be  persuaded  to  quit  the  place  of  weeping,  but  remuned 
there  until  twilight  sank  softly  over  all,  and  confused  the  living  with 
the  dead. 

And  deep  was  the  sorrow  at  the  podere ;  old  Ansel mo's  eye  kindled 
the  big  tear,  but  through  it  he  saw  hope  as  in  the  rainbow. 

I  proceeded  to  the  village  churchyard  myself  that  day,  to  visit  Adora's 
grave,  to  commune  with  her — to  tell  her  about  her  child.  I  had,  a  few 
years  before,  selected  the  spot  where  she  lay,  still  dreading  the  suffocative 
vault  below  ;  adoring  that  above — the  open  sky.  Had  it  been  for  my 
own  i-esting-place  I  had  marked  out  a  spot  of  earth  over  which  the  set- 
ting sun  was  wont  to  shed  his  departing  rays  ;  I  was  near  the  evening  of 
life, .  and  felt  that  a  mild  sunset  would  most  appropriately  bathe  my 
memory  in  its  temperate  beams.  But  for  the  sainted  Adora,  and  now 
for  her  holy  child,  I  chose  a  younger  site,  one  where  day  was  early — the 
cheerful,  sacred  eaat — bright  and  burning  when  daylight  first  glow«,  bat 
while  yet  it  persists,  suddenly  overtaken,  like  themselves,  by  the  daric 
shadow. 

In  my  trouble,  I  found  that  none  of  the  faculties  or  sentiments  of  the 
eoul  are  lost  in  religious  life.     The  glorious  self-assurance  of  genius  whidi 
is  the  consciousness  of  highest  faculties  in  exercise,  is  not  sacrifice  ;  even 
pride  itself  has  its  religious  use — under  its  influence  may  be  felt  a  stnse 
of  exaltation  not  experienced  in  worldly  concerns.     If  human  pride  coald 
have  tempted  me  at  any  time,  it  was  when  Orazio  died.     I  had  then 
recently  discovered  that  the  Etruscan  tombs  beneath  the  foundations 
my  ancient  castle  were  most  numerous ;  that  there  was  a  passage  firom. 
one  into  another  in   long   and  wide  succession.     Amid   cinerary   and. 
monumental  urns  and  vases,  and  figures  wrought  in  bronze  of  wardor' 
with  helmet,  shield,  and  sword — amid  these,  within  chambers  painted 
with  forgotten  history,  the  horse  and  chariot  race,  and  the  music  of  the 
flute  and  lyre,  and  the  feast  of  olden  wine,  were  there  sarcophagi  in 
numbers,  all  inscribed  with  the  name  of  Aula  Velthinas,  all  tenanted  by 
the  sacred  ashes  of  my  ancestors.     There  had  a  noble  house  lived  for 
half  the  years  of  the  world,  and  there  shortly  would  the  last  of  th^ 
race  sleep.     Oh !  had  I  felt  pride,  how  should  I  have  mourned  my  only 
son !     Bora  to  inherit  an  antiquity  of  blood  unique  on  earth,  the  fate  ii 
Atresthe  overshadowed    him :   he  died,   and   left   no   heir.     My  pride 
was  great  when    I   discovered    the    above   particulars,   the   reality  of 
which  it  could  have  been  the  lot  of  few  to  sympathise  in  ;  but  I  quickly 
subdued   the  sentiment,   and    rejoiced   that   Orazio,  released  from  so 
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miglity  a  burden  of  glory  on  earth, ;  had  mingled  with  the  nobility  of 
beayen. 

I  had  a  daughter  still,  the  heiress  of  Aula ;  but  she  could  not  transmit 
Aese  distinctions,  and  the  adoption  of  the  name,  though  by  a  descendant, 
perpetuates  the  memory  only  of  an  heroic  line,  and  not  uie  race.  And 
of  her  safety  among  us  dreary  doubts  were  whispered  in  our  ears,  at 
which  the  blood  crept,  and  the  spirit  shuddered.  Poor  Giuditta  was 
afflicted  with  omens  through  the  medium  of  her  dreams ;  and  she  gave 
them  in  writing  to  me,  interspersed  with  earnest  prayers  that  Angelina 
might  take  the  veil,  fatally  forfeited  by  her  mother,  and  so  escape  the 
&te  that  else  awaited  her.  Such  prayers  I  resisted  firmly,  prepared  rather 
to  lose  my  child  than  see  her  sacrificed  at  the  blighting  shrine  of 
toperstition. 

In  after  years,  Angelina  became  tenderly  attached  to  Costanzo,  her 
brother's  friend.  His  humble  yet  not  ignoole  parentage  recommended 
him  strongly  to  my  afi^ection,  for  it  made  his  mind  and  manners  purer, 
ficsher,  from  the  common  source  of  oldest  and  newest  names.  Angelina 
resembled  me ;  her  face,  her  mind,  were  those  of  my  own  childhood  and 
youth :  she  was  what  I  might  have  been  had  my  parents  checked  the 
evil,  and  fostered  the  good  of  my  nature. 

Her  religious  feelings  were  deep  ;  she  had  been  well  instructed  ;  but 
her  spirit,  as  mine  had  been,  was  high,  and  she  had  a  power,  a  health, 
a  joy  within  her  to  embrace  everything  that  was  pleasant  to  youth.  Her 
beauty  was  uncommon ;  eyes  large,  quick,  yet  abstracted ;  brow  full,  and 

r  metrical ;  mouth  arched,  in  one  moment  almost  tragical,  in  the  next 
seat  of  merriest  laughter.  Her  attachment  to  me  was  what  might 
have  been  expected  in  such  a  character ;  and  never  would  she  have  en- 
couraged Costanzo's  passion,  which  was  not  less  vivid  than  her  own,  had 
I  not  done  so  too,  for  the  blood  of  Aula  breathed  through  her.  That 
die  loved  him  I  knew  well ;  and  to  spare  both  him  and  her  the  first 
agonies  of  doubt,  I  betrothed  them. 

The  tower  had  remained  a  heap  of  ruins  until  that  time,  when,  glad  at 
the  happy  prospects  of  my  child,  I  issued  commands  for  it  to  be  rebuilt 
from  its  foundation.  The  architecture  of  the  old  structure  was  preserved, 
bat  the  interior  I  ordered  to  be  decorated  in  accordance  with  the  im- 
proved taste  and  accommodation  of  the  times  ;  nor  was  this  in  violation 
of  art  in  a  castle  like  mine,  encrusted  with  the  successive  styles  of  almost 
three  thousand  years. 

The  decorations  were  of  a  kind  to  give  encouragement  to  numerous  arts, 
among  them  fresco-painting,  carving,  and  sculpture ;  all  important  where 
taste  is  studied,  and  well  worthy  to  be  cultivated,  that  the  young  may 
enjoy  what  the  vigour  of  their  senses  enables  them  to  appreciate  and 
desire  ;  that  if  the  vulgar  may  have  cause  to  envy,  they  may  thence 
aspire  also  to  the  possession  of  true  beauty. 

When  all  was  prepared,  and  the  apartments  were  fitted  up  with  the 
most  perfect  judgment  and  a  costly  taste,  it  was  agreed  that  Ippolito 
should  be  summoned  to  inspect  the  improvements,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  prepare  and  assist  in  arranging  the  preliminaries  of  the  marriage.  He 
came  in  an  attire  different  from  what  he  had  of  late  years  appeared  in ;  in 
&ct,  he  wore  the  habit  of  a  bishop,  and  he  gratified  our  hearts  by  the 
sight :  he  was  appointed  to  the  episcopal  see  of  Volterra. 
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Wift  thk  ^ppj  mem^  .and  these  glad  arrangemeiits,  rthere  liad  ben 
no  actual  circumstances  to  distress  us.  I  might  have  glanced  at  idle 
'future  of  mysdf  and  of  my  own  with  distrust ;  but  it  was  mmaceaBaiy  to 
«ppeal  to  *the  ideal  dGor  a  Wanoe  to  onr  worldly  hopes.  Among  oifaer 
causes  of  pain,  Thanatoshad  disappeared,  and  no  tidings  of  him  reached 
us.  And  Oiuditta,  impressed  with  the  faollowness  of  that  joj  whidi 
possessed  us,  had  returned  to  her  oonyent 

The  wedding-day  was  fixed,  but  no  guests  were  invited,  except  fte 
good  Anselmo,  the  father  of  the  bridegroom.  The  villagers,  however, 
were  present  in  the  church,  dressed  out  for  a  holiday,  and  bedecked  laA. 
-jewellery,  and,  after  the  ceremony,  they  partook  of  a  feast  spsead  out'fiir 
them  under  a  large  tent  on  the  lawn.  They  danced  all  day  to  the  muak 
of  their  own  band,  in  the  shade  of  the  avenue,  which,  ^xun  itioat  dto 
tree,  was  hung  with  festoons  of  flowers. 

The  weather  was  mild,  as  it  usually  proves  at  the  commencement  of 
Bfay.  The  mommg  was  passed  in  merry-making,  and  liie  games  were 
imiiriied  until  sunset  ^  ^^ 

The  destination  of  the  bridal-party  was  Florence.  On  the  evening 
after  their  departure,  I  received  a  special  messenger  to  acquaint  me-^ 
their  safe  arrival  at  the  Aula  Palace. 

It  may  easily  be  conceived  how  great  my  inquietude  was  during  the 
preparations  for  my  daughter's  marriage,  and  during  twenty-fbnr  hom 
fifiker  its  consummation.  A  presentiment  that  she  would  never  be 
mitted  to  repose  her  head  upon  the  bridal  pillow  had  possessed  me. 
had  lived  in  constant  dread,  for  all  my  hopes  on  earth  were  now 
in  that  one  child.  Why  these  fears  ?  I  knew  too  well,  alas !  Yet 
bride  was  in  fullest  health,  and  every  circumstance  tended  to  assure 
that  she  had  the  prospect  of  a  long  life  before  her.     When  I  heard 


she  was  safe,  I  was  calmed;  and  to  commemorate  an  event  which  pro 

mised  to  be  productive  of  many  blessings,  I  made  a  proposal  to  TprrirKt-TT 
that  we  should  proceed  to  the  Alps  together,  and  with  our  own  -^T^rg 
erect  a  cross  among  their  highest  peaks. 
There  would  I  offer  up  thanksgiving ! 
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Here's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  tiimer — 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire. 
This  and  my  food  are  equals:  there's  no  odds. 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  glTc  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Timon  of  Athens, 

Some  men,  after  money,  regard  the  pleasures  of  the  table  as  the  next 
^reat  thing  in  life.  We  nave  met  with  the  species  occasionally,  and  have 
gathered  matter  to  reflect  upon  while  we  listened  to  their  serious  com- 
jMnts  upon  the  dishes,  and  have  watched  their  tender  looks  of  anxiety  as 
the  different  courses  appeared.  An  abstemious  man,  observing  from  a 
dtstant  part  of  the  table  the  eloquent  rapture  depicted  on  the  faces  of  two 
diners  addressing  each  other,  would  naturally  judge  from  their  manner 
tbat  a  government  matter,  or  a  political  question  at  the  very  least,  was 
die  subject  of  debate.  As  they  became  warmer,  he  would  feel  pretty 
oertain  their  politics  would  very  soon  clash.  How  astonished  would  he 
be  to  hear  their  arguments  were  about  the  rich  soup  they  had  been 
so  plentifully  pouring  into  their  capacious  maws !  Could  he  only  draw 
naar  to  them,  he  would  hear  a  display  of  knowled^  of  the  cuisine  which 
would  strike  him  with  awe.  Great  diners  are  seldom  pleased,  however 
-cnooessful  the  dishes ;  their  palled  tastes  require  tickling.  Should  every- 
thing  pass  off  harmoniously,  they  will  even  stick  at  the  cheese.  There 
moBt  be  something  a  leede  not  the  thing.     Now,  we  have  heard  men 

Srow  eloquent  on  cheese,  as  a  white*headed  old  gourmand  did  the  other 
^  that  we  met  at  an  hotel.  Summoning  the  waiter,  he  pointed  to  the 
wuble-Gloucester,  and  with  a  puckered-up  face,  as  though  life  and  death 
were  in  the  cause,  cried, 

^*  William,  this  cheese  is  full  of  globules,  and  as  lean  as  charity.  How 
is  it  you  bring  us  such  a  thing  ?" 

Upon  which  the  waiter  cleared  his  voice  and  spoke,  venturing  to  say, 

**  Yes,  sir,  it  has  globules ;  but  it's  very  fat,  sir — very  fat,  and  eats 
much  better  than  it  looks." 

As  the  old  gentleman  had  condemned  before  he  had  tasted,  he  seemed 
afterwards  to  agree  with  the  waiter ;  for  as  he  ate,  he  kept  muttering  in 
m  nasal  kind  of  growl,  anything  but  pleasant, 

"  Yes,  it  certainly  eats  better  than  it  looks." 

Great  diners,  or,  we  should  say,  men  who  come  into  the  world  neither 
to  advance  its  interests  nor  retard  them,  but  for  the  express  purpose  of 
eating  good  dinners,  will  tell  you,  when  they  have  arrived  at  this  last 
•tage  of  the  business,  that  there  is  great  difficulty  in  meeting  with  a  fine 
Joheese ;  that  cheese  may  be  too  lean  or  too  fat,  not  mellow  enough,  or 
atiingy,  to  which  important  iact  their  whole  soul  seems  fully  alive ;  and 
we  have  really  felt  ashamed,  when  watching  their  goggle  eyes  sparkle, 
4hat  we  could  not  get  up,  out  of  mere  politeness,  the  proper  degree  of 
^yn^thy  and  excitement  The  great  diner  is  inclined  to  be  sociable  in 
a  room  hdl  of  company,  that  is,  if  he  is  tolerably  free  from  the  usual 
imngQS  and  shoots,  both  in  stomach  and  body,  through  which  he  pays 
4he  fpoialty  lor  yean  of  kDEuiioos  iddulgenoe.     If  it  is  otherwise,  or  if 
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the  diniDgohonr  has  been  protracted,  he  growls  like  a  bear,  pulHag  out 
his  watch  every  moment,  and  soarcdy  giving  cinl  answers  to  those  who 
may  chance  to  address  him.  At  sach  a  time  the  spirit  of  selfishneis  and 
contradiction  is  boiling  within ;  to  approach  him  is  really  dangerous,  and 
we  have  thought  he  has  looked,  at  this  period,  not  unnke  some  of  the 
wild  beasts  at  the  gardens  a  little  before  feeding-time. 

Some  time  back,  a  lady,  a  friend  of  ours,  was  introduced  to  a  very 
£Edr  specimen  of  a  great  dmer.  During  a  long  conversation  hts  manntts 
were  tolerably  agreeable,  but  as  the  a^^ointed  hour  wore  away,  and  bo 
summons  to  the  dining-room,  his  answers  became  more  abrupt,  the  sjpirit 
of  his  bearing  fast  changed,  and  the  smile  upon  his  features  faded  to  a 
cold  and  crabbed  look.  No  doubt,  the  cravings  of  his  pampered  stomadi 
became  both  painful  and  troublesome,  for  his  manners  changed  ao  rapidty 
from  the  insinuating  to  the  disagreeable,  that  the  lady  soon  relieved  him 
of  her  presence.  At  a  late  part  of  the  evening  the  gentlemen  rekMoed 
the  ladies ;  among  the  rest  this  same  great  diner.  The  crabbed  look  had 
again  given  place  to  the  smile,  and  he  seemed  completely  m^ted  by  the 
good  things  he  had  enjoyed,  for  he  sate  down  once  more  by  our  fineod, 
and  looking  at  her  very  seriously,  exclaimed, 

*^  The  pleasures  of  the  day  are  now  all  over ;  with  your  permiasion  we 
will  resume  our  conversation  of  this  morning.'' 

How  charming  such  a  being's  biography  when  he  shuffles  off 
mortal  coil,  and  what  a  delightful  task  for  the  biographer,  the 
of  a  life  and  history  of  dinners  !    Who  has  not  met  with  this  class 
heroes  ?     Come,  good  reader,  we  will  transport  thee  to  one  of  the  1 
•  halls  of  the  north.     A  grand  dinner  is  coming  off,  given  by  the 
to  the  shareholders  of  the  Spuggledee  Branch  Railway  Company.     W( 
have  a  half-guinea  ticket,  ourselves,  presented  to  us  by  a  friend,  co 
by  an  attack  of  the  gout.     As  the  reader  is  invisible,  of  course  he  nfiMJi 
not  require  one. 

We  are  now  in  the  hall ;  observe  the  company  assembling ;  you  per- 
ceive they  are  all  men  about  the  middle  ase  of  life,  and  that  they  carry 
good  corporations — many  of  them  are  in  the  corporation.     There  is  a 
placid  expression  upon  their  faces,  which  clearly  shows  you  that  the  cares 
of  this  world  liave  long  been  strange  to  them  ;  that,  in  fact,  they  hate 
feathered  their  nests  years  ago.     Observe  that  gentleman  in  the  baff 
waistcoat,  who  is  talking  to  the  cross-looking  old  gentleman  in  blue : 

"  Fine  weather,  Villiers — cutting  winds,  though — some  turtle-soup  will 
go  down  well,  a  day  like  this." 

"  Humph  !  would  it  ?  All  very  well  for  boys  like  you  ;  won't  do  for 
an  old  man  like  me — won't  do,  sir,  won't  do." 

See,  he  puts  his  hand  to  his  stomach,  and  shakes  his  head  veiy 
seriously.  You  perceive  the  old  veteran  in  blue  has  reminiscences  of 
those  bright,  happy  days  when  he  could  swallow  any  quantity  of  the  rith 
fluid.  No  doubt,  his  calling  up  past  scenes  again  has  caused  the  shakj 
tones  of  his  voice.  Listen !  they  change  the  subject,  and  are  quoting  tbe 
price  of  yams ;  their  stomachs  first  and  business  afterwards.  Obserfs 
that  gentleman  with  the  very  red  face,  whose  eyes  seem  starting  oat  of 
their  sockets  ;  he  is  a  great  man  at  the  London  Tavern  dinners,  and  has 
come  all  the  way  from  the  city  to  dine  here  to-day ;  his  crimson  gills 
seem  threatening   to   burn  the  dazzling  white  collars  which  stick  up 
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'■ffainft  them.   '>  See^  ihey  are  taking  their  seats.    That  bullet*headed 

fmtLo^  with  the  people  blossom  on  his  nose,  seated  next  to  the  London 

{MntlemaD,  ie  Jonathan  Robinson,  the  spinner.    He  is  in  the  town  counoil. 

iMe  got  up  one  day  and  suggested  that  all  the  streets  leading  out  of  St. 

iQeargeVroad  should  be  macadum*d  /    They  say  he  makes  fearful  havoc 

of  Murray  when  he  addresses  the  council ;  but  you  see  he  knows  how  to 

'^ftt,  as  the  rich  things  rapidly  disappearing  £rom  his  plate  clearly  proves. 

'He  18  worth  thousands  a  year,  and  puts  his  name  down  to  every  public 

;  in  fiact,  it  always  heads  the  list. 

You  perceive  that,  since  the  pains  of  an  empty  stomach  have  left  many 

<.~o£  them,  the  cloud  which  hovered  on  their  brow  has  faded  away  as  night 

iliefore  Aurora's  beams,  and  their  glossy  faces,  like  rows  of  brass  pans, 

vtfaine  out  in  all  their  ruddy  brightness.     The  returns  for  the  year  have 

•'lieen  duly  given  out.     The  chairman,  in  a  neat  oration,  has  clearly  shown 

iihe  prosperous  condition  of  the  company,  and  the  probability  of  this  in- 

•  creasing  with  succeeding  years.     This  had  met  with  the  usual  cheering, 

"'tbe  largest  shareholders  making  the  greatest  noise.     The  chairman  has 

^igaiii  risen,  and  begged  to  state  a  fact,  which  had  previously  escaped 

him,  that  a  further  payment  would  be  made  by  the  treasurer,  from  a 

ibiid  derived  from  cheap  trips,  not  included  in  the  general  yearly  return. 

This  intelligence  has   brought  down  thunders  of  applause;    and  now 

"  comes  in  the  cream  of  the  evening — the  speech-making—the  lauding  of 

.^uAk  other  to  the  gods. 

The  wine  has  circulated  pretty  freely,  and  eyes  laeking  lustre  early  in 
the  evening,  which  told  not  of  a  soul  within,  now  twinkle  merrily. 
Worldly  feelings  are  oozing  out  at  the  fingers'  ends  as  wine  goes  in  at 
the  mouth,  and  we  feel  very  certain  the  predominant  feelings  will  pretty 
i'soon  be,  as  the  wine  gains  the  ascendancy,  brotherly  love  and  charity. 
I  Nay,  so  closely  shut  out  seem  the  petty  strifes  of  the  world,  so  Utopian 
ana  sunny  seems  the  scene,  that  we  really  believe  the  Protestant  gentle- 
-  Ban  at  the  top  of  the  table,  whose  usual  cold-bloodedness  seems  com- 
pletely to  have  left  him,  could  be  easily  prevailed  upon  to  shake  hands 
/with  the  fat  Catholic  gentleman  (who  Uves  a  few  doors  below  him) ;  nay, 
to  embrace  his  neighbour,  and  promise  for  the  future  to  let  him  go  in  the 
•way  of  his  forefathers,  without  any  more  contempt  or  molestation.     In 
i  vino  Veritas ;  yea,  verily,  for  the  fumes  of  the  grape  steal  like  madness  o'er 
the  yielding  brain,  and  deprive  the  creature  man  of  his  worldly  armour — 
of  that  cautious,  cold  reserve  which  forms  his  veritable  second  self,  leav- 
ing him  a   glorious   child  of  humanity,  ready  to  exclaim  with   over- 
flowing heart,  even  to  the  beggar  in  the  street,  **  Thou  art  a  man  and  a 
brother."     But  hark  !  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat  has  got  up 
to  make  a  speech.   Listen !     He  says  he  is  overpowered.     Good  Heavens, 
what  a  confession !     Oh  !  we  beg  his  pardon — he  says,  by  liis  feelings. 
How  they  are  cheering  him,  though  he  has  said  nothing  yet !     Listen  to 
the  jingling  of  glasses.     The  cries  of  "  Chair,  chair,"  have  subdued  them, 
and  he  attempts  to  go  on.     Hark  !  he  says  it  is  the  proudest  day  of  his 
life.     He  said  the  very  same  thing  in  this  very  room  this  day  last  year  ; 
but  listen ! — *<  to  see  surrounding  him  the  bright  luminaries  of  the  manu- 
fiusturing  world.     But  there  was  one  among  that  noble  band  who  sate 
around  that  table,  of  whom  he  could  not  speak  too  highly,  and  whose 
merits  were  ever  with  him  a  glorious  and  an  untiring  theme.     When  a 
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tisle  political  cloud  had  tamponKrilythreateiied  their libend  sun,  he  hadi 
him  nail  his  colours  to  the  mast,  and  incite  his  fellow-lahourers  in  tiie 
•wmie  to  a  nohle  demonstration,  hy  placing  thousands  to  his-name."  (Qnat 
Qzcitement,  mingled  with  some  slight  confusion  at  the  lower  end  of  ike 
table,  which  the  '^  vice  "  eventually  puts  down.  Supposed  to  have  originatad 
in  a  young  man  with  turn-down  collar,  who  has  come  with  his  fiithei^s 
^ticket,  and  who,  at  every  pause  the  speaker  makes,  has  been  vooiferatii^ 
'with  stentorian  lungs,  ''Hear,  hear,  hear!")  Listen!  the  speaker  is 
going  on  again.  "  But  he  had  known  him  in  early  days  also,  as  one  of 
the  small  body  who  first  dared  to  raise  as  a  theory  that  which,  despite 
all  opposition  and  derision,  had  now  grown  into  a  great  practical  fiEu;t^- 
that  which  had  rabed  England  still  higher  in  the  scale,  had  brought 
increased  prosperity  to  her  commerce,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  and  had 
changed  refractory  and  complaining  millions  into  a  thankful  and  loyal  peo- 
ple. Need  he  say  Free-trade  !''  (Renewed  cheering,  in  the  midst  of  whidi 
IS  heard  occasionally  the  *'  Hear,  hear !"  of  the  gentleman  in  the  torn- 
^down  collar,  who,  becoming  very  obstreperous,  is  at  last  taken  out  of  the 
room,  and  the  speaker  proceeds  once  more.  **  But  he  had  known  the 
friend  he  alluded  to  'mid  other  scenes  ;  he  had  seen  him  in  the  bosom. 


of  his  family,  with  his  youngest- bom  upon  his  knee.     He  had  knowi^ — 

'him  as  a  merchant,  as  a  beloved  friend,  and  as  a  benefiEUttor  to  his  em 

ployed.     As  he  thought  of  that  man's  qualities,  tumultuous  feelings 
from  his  heart  which  deprived  his  tongue  of  utterance."     At  this  h 
vesting  point  we  will  leave  him,  for  he  is  getting  far  too  affectionate  fo 
us,  though,  very  likely,  not  for  the  gentleman  for  whom  it  is  all  m — 
tended,  who  will  get  up  in  due  course  to  return  thanks  with,  of  course^ 
the  usual  explanations  that  he  was  quite  unprepared  for  the  very  splendid 
burst  of  eloquence,  &c.,   &c.      The  waiters   have  lit  up  the  room — 
how  brilliant  it  looks  !     The  painted  Chinamen  upon  the  suspended 
lamps  seem  smiling,  as  though  they  wished  to  let  themselves  down  and 
mingle  in  the  festival ;  the  glasses  sparkle  like  diamonds ;  and  the  sas 
glitters  upon  the  grapes  which  lay  in  rich  profusion  upon  the  table; 
-tears  are  starting  fr^m  more  than  one  diner's  eyes,  and  eeveral  old  bojrs 
•iiave  begun  to  rub  their  spectacles.     No  doubt  it  is  all  from  their  tumm- 
-^uous  feelings,  though,  as  we  close  the  curtain,  we  beg  to  say  that  we 
ihave  had  suspicions  floating  in  our  mind  that  it  is  not  altogether  frtxn 
their  tumultuous  feeling  those  tears  arise,  but  from  the  strength  of  Ae 
wine  in  No.  24 'bin.     The  air  is  loaded  with  the  smell  of  good  things; 
the Bteam  from thehot  breath  is  running  down  the  windows ;  the  epeaksn 
ihave  become  more  unintelligible;  the  mist  through  which  the  ehaurmao's 
kald  head  looms  occasionally  begins  to  be  oppressive ;  and  we  g^dlj 
kthe  open  air,  to  breathe  once  more  a  purer  atmosphere. 
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THE  (EARLY  DEAD, 
mr  X.  £.  M.  & 

^TMoen  awiQr  from  befbre  the  iSuse  of  eviL" 

Isaiahj  lyii 

O  LIFE  io  youth,  fair  offspring  of  the  sky ! 
•Almost  we  gaae  and  dream  such  should  not  die. 
Stoop  hoary  age !  aye,  stoop,  thy  doom  is  known ; 
The  grave  awaits  thee^  earth  but  asks  her  own  ; 
Nor  eentle  love,  nor  tender  pity  may 
Th^  mted  footstep  on  the  journey  stay ; 
SwifUy  for  thee  the  harvest  reaper  nears, 
Death  claims  the  ripeness  of  thy  mortal  years. 
But  youth,  glad  youtli  I  not  thus  we  part  with  thee ! 
Hope's  holy  rainbow  spans  thy  destiny. 
Albeit  the  roses  from  thy  sofl  cheek  fade, 
Albeit  the  shadow  on  thy  brow  be  laid, 
Tis  but  the  mist  that  shrouds  the  mountain's  crown, 
'Tis  but  the  shower  that  weighs  the  blossom  down. 
When  o'er  the  roses  of  our  May-day  spring 
Swept  the  chill  winter  with  despoiling  wing  ? 
When,  'mid  the  blushes  of  the  early  mom. 
Of  sultry  day,  was  sudden  midnight  born  ? 
When  the  green  wheat  with  harvest  sickles  fell'd? 
The  flower-prankt  rill  in  icy  bondage  held  ? 
Yet  ah !  too  oft,  while  summer  blooms  around. 
Death's  wintry  frost-work  at  our  hearth  is  found; 
The  same  false  breeze  that  rocks  a  ruffled  flower, 
Oft  blights  our  beautiful  in  youth's  strong  hour ; 
The  same  false  ray  that  tints  the  bud  with  bloom. 
May  crowd  our  hearth  with  shadows  of  the  tomb. 
Not  so  with  us  as  with  the  bearded  grain. 
One  measured  sum  of  heat,  of  light,  of  rain  ; 
Not  so  with  us  as  with  the  vintage  fruits. 
The  ruddy  ripeness  mounting  from  the  roots. 
One  &ted  aspect  for  the  final  breath. 
One  certain  season  for  the  certain  death. 
Heaven's  laws  are  wonders  to  our  mortal  ken*- 
"  Be  ready  alwavSf  for^e  know  not  when." 
'Tis  not  the  surface  that  our  fate  bespeaks, 
Kipenessmay  lie  in  infant  eyes  and  cheeks ; 
Celestial  hands,  that  gather  for  the  skies. 
Wait  .not  the  coming  of  autumnal  dyes, 
But  oft  will  gamer  from  •the  budding  q>riiig 
•Sweet  fmit  and  riper  than  late  seasons  bring ; 
For,  ah,  alas  1  wiia  man,  the  boon  of  time 
May  breed  a  poison  o'er  his  manhood's  prime  ; 
"  Time,"  that  perfection  to  earth's  produce  brings, 
Bfsy  steal  the. glory  from  an  angeFs  wings. 
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FLORENCE     HAMILTON. 
By  Mi8s  Julia  Addison, 

ADTHOB  OP   "the  CURATE   OF  WILDBfERE." 

Chafter  XLIL 

*'  But  dark  is  his  brow,  and  tempests  are  in  his  soiiL'* — Ossian. 

Happilt  unconscious  of  all  Florence  -was  suffering,  Wentworth  was 
still  in  Switzerland  ;  growing  every  day  more  attached  to  his  father. 

Mr.  L ,  having  heen  detained  at  Geneva,  did  not  pay  the  promised 

visit  to  his  patient  until  a  week  after  the  time  proposed. 

«  What  do  you  think  of  Mr.  Stanley  ?"  asked  Wentworth  of  that 
gentleman,  as  they  took  a  short  stroll  together  after  dinner.  *'  He  has 
nearly  recovered  from  the  effects  of  his  wound,  I  think." 

"  Yes,"  was  the  answer,  "  but  he  still  appears  to  me  very  far  from 
well." 

**He  says,"  observed  Wentworth,  "that  he  has  now  recovered  hb 
usual  state  of  health.** 

"  Then  his  usual  state  of  health  is  a  very  poor  one,"  said  the  surgeooi 
gravely  ;  "he  seems  to  be  in  a  sort  of  decline.  Poor  man,  he  will  not 
be  long-lived,  I  fear." 

Wentworth  sighed  deeply. 

"  You  are  much  interested  in  him,"  remarked  Mr.  L . 

"  I  am,"  was  Wentworth's  earnest  reply. 

"  And  he  seems  exceedingly  attached  to  you.  You  should  have  heard 
the  manner  in  which  he  spoke  of  you,  when  you  were  out  of  the  room.*' 

Wentworth  sighed  again. 

"  I  cannot  help  thinking,"  said  Mr.  L ,  after  a  short  pause,  "  that 

he  must  have  something  on  his  mind.  Have  you  remarked  that  express 
sion  of  profound  melancholy  which  his  face  frequently  wears  ?  What  is 
your  opinion  ?" 

**  I — I  cannot  tell,"  answered  Wentworth,  with  some  embarrassment ; 
*^  Mr.  Stanley  has  not  taken  me  into  his  confidence." 

**  All  I  meant  to  ask,"  rejoined  his  companion,  "  was,  whether  the 
thought  had  ever  struck  you  as  well  as  myself." 

"  Yes  —  no,"  said  Wentworth,  who  was  occupied  vnth  his  own 
thoughts  ;  '^  I  mean,  I  cannot  tell." 

The  surgeon  looked  at  him  in  surprise,  and  dropped  the  subject. 

The  following  day  Lord  Elton  and  his  son  quitted  the  little  inn,  and 
continued  their  tour.  The  first  few  days*  journey  was  performed  in  a 
carriage,  after  which  they  proceeded  on  horseback.  Both  the  travellefs 
were  melancholy  and  dispirited ;  but  while  the  beautiful  scenes  through 
which  he  passed  in  some  measure  dissipated  Wentworth*s  sadness,  they 
seemed  to  increase  and  deepen  that  of  Lord  Elton.  The  travellers  were 
mutually  glad  of  each  other's  society ;  and  each  perhaps  liked  the  other 
better  as  a  companion  from  being  in  a  congenial  mood. 

'^  How  soothing  such  scenes  are  to  the  mind  and  feelings  I"  remarked 
Wentworth  one  day,  after  they  had  ridden  for  a  long  time  in  silence. 
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'^  To  such  a  mind  and  such  feelings  as  yours,"  answered  Lord  Elton ; 
but  to  me  the  sight  of  these  scenes  brings  back  the  most  bitter  recollec- 
tions.  It  was  among  them  that  when  scarcely  as  old  as  you  are  now, 
Wentworth;  I  wandered  with  one  whose  love  alone  was  sufficient  to  make 
earth  a  paradise.  The  little  inn  where  you  and  I  slept  last  night,  is  that 
at  which  we  sought  shelter  from  a  violent  storm,  that  overtook  us  when 
descending  yon  mountain.  In  this  very  valley  through  which  we  are 
now  passing,  I  remember  that  our  carriage  broke  down,  and  she  was 
alarmed  because  my  forehead  was  cut  by  a  piece  of  glass  from  one  of  the 
ihatt^^  windows.  ** 

He  paused,  and  there  was  another  silence,  which  lasted  until  an  abrupt 
torn  in  the  road  showed  a  scene  of  singular  but  exquisite  beauty. 

Two  bold,  projecting  masses  of  rock,  whose  grey  sides  were  Jialf  covered 
vitfa  clustering  Alpine  plants,  formed  a  sort  of  natural  archway,  throaeh 
the  centre  of  which  to  the  extremity  of  the  picture  the  eye  followed  me 
windings  of  a  valley  flanked  on  either  side  by  ridges  of  wild  fantastic 
hUls,  the  irregular  forms  of  those  nearest  the  spectator  showing  in  strong 
relief  against  the  deep  azure  of  the  heavens,  while  the  more  distant  sum- 
inits  were  lost  in  cloud  and  mist.  In  the  foreground,  a  foaming  mountain- 
torrent  dashed  along  close  to  the  base  of  the  archway,  reflecting  the  sun- 
light in  a  thousand  sparkles  on  its  white  bosom,  and  then  plunged  sud- 
denly into  a  dark  rocky  cavern,  whose  sombre  colouring  contrasted  with 
the  fight  green  foliage  of  the  slender  trees,  which,  springing  from  the 
defis,  bent  their  airy  shapes  over  the  deep  black  gulf,  like  sprites  about 
to  invade  the  mysterious  haunt  of  some  gnome  or  mountain-nend. 

After  a  prolonged  gaze  of  admiration  the  travellers  dismounted,  and 
leaving  their  horses  with  the  guide,  walked  along  a  steep  romantic  path 
towards  the  source  of  the  stream,  to  see  a  magnificent  waterfall. 

"  You  have  visited  this  spot  before  ?"  said  Wentworth,  hesitatingly, 
observing  how  familiar  the  various  turns  and  objects  around  appeared  to 
be  to  his  companion. 

*'  Ye9,"  replied  Lord  Elton.  '*  We  halted  at  the  place  where  our 
horses  are  now  left,  whilst  my  wife  made  a  sketch  of  the  scene ;  and  a 
short  distance  further  on  I  will  show  you  the  spot  where  we  were  both 
greatly  alarmed  by  the  sudden  disappearance  of  our  little  boy,  whom  we 
had  \e£t  with  his  nurse  here  at  the  foot  of  the  waterfall,  while  we  made 
our  way  up  yonder  crag  to  obtain  a  better  view  of  the  upper  part  of  the 
iSdL  I  shudder,  even  at  this  distant  period,  as  I  recal  my  feelings  of 
horror,  when,  after  a  long  and  fruitless  search,  the  dreadful  conviction 
forced  itself  upon  my  mind  that  he  had  fallen  into  the  raging  torrent, 
when,  supporting  my  agonised  wife  in  my  arms,  I  gazed  wildly  into  the 
thundering  abyss  of  waters,  now,  as  I  supposed,  the  grave  of  my 
chikL  Nor  is  the  remembrance  less  vivid  of  the  rapture  with  which, 
jast  as  we  were  leaving  the  spot,  distracted,  I  saw  our  boy  standing  up 
on  an  overhanging  point  of  rock,  high  above  our  heads,  to  which  it 
seemed  impossible  he  could  have  climbed,  holding  out  his  arms  with 
sa  imploring  look,  while  his  cries  were  lost  amid  the  roar  of  the  cataract. 
How  the  sweet  little  fellow  trembled  and  clung  round  my  neck  when  I 
had  rescued  him  from  his  perilous  situation,  and  how  he  wept  and  smiled 
hy  turns  as  I  placed  him  on  the  bosom  of  his  mother,  who  fainted  with 
joy  at  his  restoration !    Forgive  me,  Wentworth,"  continued  Lord  Elton, 
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after  a  pause,  '^  for  saying  so  much  on  this  subjeet;  butyouwill^  Tun 
sure)  make  allowance  for  my  feelings." 

Wentworth  made  no  answer,  but  he  turned  away  his  huM'  to  hide  fab 
emotion.  He  now  perfectly  recollected  the  circumstance  to  which  hir 
fiftther  alluded,  although  he  had  previously  forgotten  even  the  fact  of 
having  visited  Switzerland  in  his  infancy.  It  was  some  time  before  bs 
fonnd  voice  to  tell  Lord  Elton  that  he  was  interested  in  all  that  conoenied 
him ;  and  then,  impelled  by  a  strong  desire  to  know  whether  his  hi&ei^n 
resentment  towards  himself  was  in  any  degree  lessened,  he  asked  in  8  low 
and  ill-assured  voice, 

"•Is  your  son  still  living,  sir  ?^ 

The  question  appeared  to  give  Lord  Elton  exquisite  pain. 

"  No,"  he  answered,  "  he  is  dead;  and,  O  God !  but  for  me  he  might 
at  this  moment  have  been  alive,  and  a  comfort,  a  blessing  to  his  iiiifaapp]p 
father.  It  is  true,  he  was  headstrong  and  wayward;  but  I  should  haw 
made  allowance  for  the  impetuosity  of  youth — I  should  have  remembeied 
my  own.  Andyet,"  he  continued,  more  as  if  speaking  to  himself  thaa 
as  addressing  Wentworth,  ^'  what  else  could  I  have  done?  From  a  var^ 
early  ag^  he  began  to  dislike  me,  and  that  dislike  increased  and  stnngdi^ 
enea  daily.  Having  learned  that  my  presence  was  hateful  to  him^  I 
avoided  his  as  much  as  possible,  in  the  hope  that  after  a  time,  moved  ^~ 
the  assurances  of  my  affection  and  kind  feeling,  conveyed  to  him 
a  relation  and  mutual  friend,  as  well  as  by  the  eamestoess  with 
through  the  same  medium,  I  sought  to  gra^fy  his  every  wish,  and  indulge 
even  his  femcies — he  would  learn  to  love  me  ;  but  that  time  never 
armed." 

"  What  I"  interrupted  Wentworth,  "  do  you  say  that  your  preasnoe 

~  ""  ? — ^ImevL" 


was  hateful  to  your  son  ?    How — how  did  you  discover  that  ?- 

he  added,  quickly  correcting  himself,    '^  how    was  it  possible  that  he 

could  have  entertained  such  an  idea  ?" 

"  Alas  !   I  know  not,"  replied  Lord  Elton,  with  a  sigh.     "  Yei>  I 
understand  yo\u:  look ;  you  cannot  imagine  how  a  son  could  detest  a 
father  who  doted  on  him — but  it  was  so.     What  grieved  me  most,  was 
I  cannot  use  a  softer  word — his  hypocrisy.     In  my  presence,  he  would 
frequently  appear  gentle  and  submissive,  almost  afi^dctionate,  while  horn 
the  expression  of  Ins  beautiful  face  one  would  have  judged  him  incapafilf 
of  deceit ;  and  yet  to  others  he  would  speak  of  me  in  the  most  violent  and 
disrespectful  language,  saying  that  hatred  was  not  too  strong  a  term  fat 
the  reelings  with  which  I  inspired  him.     I  bore  with  all  this,  vainly- 
hoping  for  an  alteration,  until  he  was  about  sixteen,  when  I  becaaw 
risessed  of  proofs   (which  I  then   considered  indisputable)   of  what   .' 
had  long  suspected — his  mother's  fiuthlessness  and  his  illegitimaojfb 
So  great  was  my  love  for  the  boy,  that  I  would  still  have  kept  hmi-:^ 
with  me,   but   that,  in  answer  to  a  letter  which  I  wrote  him  wbaUm 
my  heart  was  wrung  by  the  bitterest  agony  for  the  death  of  my- — 
wife   (for  notwithstanding  her  guilt  I  still  loved  her  deeply)— «  lefr*  — 
ter  filled  with  expressions  of  the  tenderest  affection,  begging  him  to   -^^ 
pardon  me  if  I  had  ever  been  harsh  to  him,  and — for  he  had  kft 
the  house  after  his  mother's  death — ^to  return  to  the  place  that  alwsj^^ 
had  been,  and  always  should  be,  his  home, — in  answer  to  this,  he  wiot» 
me  a  letter  displaying  the  utmost  heartlessness,  spuming  my    ^   '*  ~ 
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mI  offered  kindness,  expreseing  his  unalterable  doterminafcion  never  to. 
mie  under  my  roof  again,  and  charging  me  with  breaking  his  mother's 
sart — with  being  her  murderer.  God  forgive  me,  that  was  true  enough 
4mt — but — ^from  him — from  him  !  And  yet,  just  Heaven  I  I  deserved 
all«— I  deserve  more  than  I  suffer,  althougn  it  were  scarcely  possible  to 
idme  greater  agony— €md  live !" 

Almost  choked  with  emotion,  the  unhappy  man  covered  his  face  with: 
ft  hand,  and  leaned  against  a.  tree  for  support. 

^  Pardon  me,,  sir,"  said  Wentworth,  ^o,  his  breast  swelling  with*  at 
jciety  of  strong  emotions,  was  scarcely,  if  at  all,  less  agitated*  than  his- 
mpanion,  ''but  my  interest  in  you  must  excuse  the  question..  You 
i^  I  observed,  '  what  you  then  believed  positive  proofs ;'  did  youi 
ktfvwards  discover  that< — thatr-  ■    " 

^  That  I  was  mistaken  ?  I'  cannot  say  that  I  discovered  this,  but  I 
Bf  it— in  my  heart,  I  felt  a  strong,  an  irresistible  conviction  that  there 
IS  some  error,  some  deception.  I  knew  not — I  know  not  to  this  day — 
iw  or  with  whom  the  error  or  deception  originated ;  but  surely  it  is 
Doeivable  enough  that  some  of  the  mean  creatures  who  were  aware  of 
f  dreadful  disposition  to  jealousy,  and  my  anxious  desire  for  some  dect- 
m  proof  either  of  her  gmit  or  innocence,  should  have  forged  the  fatal 
kters,  to  which,  fool — idiot — madman  that  I  was,  I  gave  implicit  ere- 
nee.  Yes,  anything,  ever3rthing,  is  more  conceivable  than  that  she 
ouldhave  been  false.  Oh,  Wentworth,  if  you  would  not  bring  upon 
vuzself  the  most  torturing  sorrow  and  soul-consuming  remorse,  beware, 
ywttre  of  jealousy !" 

Wentworth,  who,  pale,  trembling,  and  breathless,  had  listened  to  every 
urd  with  the  most  intense  interest,  was  far  too  much  moved  to  attempt 
k  answer ;  and  he  was  heartily  glad  that  Lord  Elton's  agitation  pre- 
nted  him  from  observing  his  companion's.  They  had  now  regained  the 
chway,  and  remounting,  performed  in  silence  the  three  or  four  miles  that 
parated  them  from  the  village,  where  they  were  to  halt  for  the  night 
Very  little  was  said  during  dinner,  of  wmch  the  travellers  partook  soon 
%er  tneir  arrival ;  for  each  was  occupied  with  the  reflections  called  up  by 
hat  had  passed  in  the  morning.  Lord  Elton's  reveries  seemed  to  be  of 
le  most  painful  and  gloomy  character,  and  the  extreme  paleness  of  his 
lee^  which,  although  now  calm,  still  bore  traces  of  the  distress  and  agita* 
on  of  the  morning,  alarmed  Wentworth,  to  whom  it  was  but  too  evident 
lat  remorse  and  grief  were  gradually  but  surely  wearing  out  and  de- 
xoying  his  once  strong  and  vigorous  constitution.  Our  hero's  mind  was 
imed  in  incessantly  recalling  tne  words  used  by  his  father,  concerning 
is  mother  and  himself.  Sometimes  he  felt  half  inclined  to  think  that 
;•  was  all  a  dream,  or  that  he  had  not  heard  aright,  so  strange  and  incre- 
ible  did  it  appear  that  such  words  should  really  have  fallen  from  Lord 
Uton's  lips. 

"  What,"  thought  Wentworth,  "  does  he — he  who  would  not  believe 
ar  innocence  though  it  were  proclaimed  by  a  voice  from  the  dead— does 
M  believe  that  she  has  been  wronged,  and  that  on  no  evidence  but  the 
QBviction  of  his  own  heart?  And  would  he,  thinking  that  I  was  not  his 
on,  still  have  kept  me  with  him,  and  lavished  affection  and  kindness 
najon  me  ?  Did  he  love  me,  and  grieve  because  I  loved  him  not  ?  Oh, 
leaven !  how  could  this  dreadful  misunderstanding  have  arisen  ?  I  see 
t  all ;  it  is,  it  must  be,  that  wretch  Danvass.  That  my  &ther  was  nsit 
leceiviog  me,  I  feel  as  confident  as  that  I  exist  at  this  moment.    There 
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was  a  fearful  intensity  of  truth  in  his  quivering  lips,  in  his  thrilling  yoic^^ 
and  in  the  tears  of  agony  that  forced  themselves  from  hb  eyes.  01^ 
Danvers!  and  is  it  you  then,  who,  cruelly,  deliberately,  recklesdjr^ 
worked  the  misery  of  three  human  beings,  who,  but  for  you,  had  bee^ 
blest  and  happy?  Is  it  you  who  estranged  from  the  broken-beartecz: 
wife  her  scarcely  less  wretched  husband ;  who  divided  the  hearts  of  ^ 
£Bither  and  son  who  would  each  have  given  worlds  to  possess  the  other^ 
love ;  and  who  sought — though,  God  be  praised  !  you  failed  there — ti^ 
persuade  that  son  that  his  mother  was  worthless,  well  knowing  that  ther^ 
was  not  one  more  virtuous  breathing?  Yes,  he  must  have  known  this 
and  it  must  have  been  he  who  forged  those  fatal  letters,  professing  to  b^ 
my  mother *s,  as  he  only  could  have  substituted  the  one  of  which  m^ 
father  spoke,  so  different  from  that  I  really  wrote  him,  and  suppressed 
that  he  wrote  to  me,  sending  in  its  place  that  dreadful  one,  my  feelings 
on  reading  which  I  shall  never  forget  to  my  dying  day.  I  see  it  plainly 
— it  is  all  part  of  one  plan,  to  secure  for  himself  tne  earldom." 

It  struck  Wentworth  that  there  was  now  no  objection  to  his  revealing 
himself  to  his  father,  except  the  possibility  of  the  latter*s  not  believing' 
him. 

"And  yet,'*  he  argued,  "there  is  nothing  so  very  improbable  in  mi 
story ;  and  he  has  expressed  such  a  good  opinion  of  me,  both  to  mysett 
and  others,  that  he  would  scarcely  believe  me  capable  of  fabricating  soeb 
a  tale.  Besides,  I  convinced  even  Danvers,  whose  interest  it  was  to 
disbelieve ;  while  my  father  would  rejoice  to  have  it  proved  that  his  s(m 
was  still  alive.  Besides,  the  likeness  to  my  mother,  which  he  remarked, 
would  be  all  in  favour  of  his  giving  credit  to  my  statements.'* 

Although  Wentworth  argued  thus,  he  still  shrunk  from  declaring  him- 
self to  his  father,  and  resolved,  at  least,  to  wait  some  time  before  he  did 
so.  There  were  certainly  many  things  which  tended  to  make  the  ides 
unpleasant.  How  was  he  to  dispel  all  Lord  £lton*s  erroneous  impres- 
sions of  himself  ? — ^how  persuade  him  that  he  never  wrote  the  letter- 
that  he  never  spoke  disrespectfully  of  his  father  ? 

"  Then  the  reproofs  and  punishments,**  thought  Wentworth,  "  whick 
he  would  sometimes  inflict,  so  causelessly,  so  unjustly,  as  I  then  deemed, 
must  have  been  bestowed  in  consequence  of  faults  which  Danvers  had 
represented  me  as  having  committed.  How  am  I  to  persuade  him  that 
I  never  committed  those  faults?  And  yet,  perhaps,  the  task  may  not 
prove  so  difficult  as  I  imagine.  If  he  is  once  convinced  that  Danvers  is 
the  person  with  whom  the  calumnies  against  my  mother  originated,  he 
might  be  led  to  see  that  Danvers,  in  pursuance  of  the  same  dedgn, 
would  not  unnaturally  seek  to  set  us  against  each  other.** 

Then  the  question  presented  itself — "  Was  he  sure  that  the  offeoda 
was  Danvers  ? — could  it  be  possible  that  he  was  accusing  an  innocent 
man  ?**  The  question  was  startling.  How  should  he  answer  if  asked, 
"  What  are  your  proofs  ? — why  do  you  fix  on  him  ?'* 

"  I  should  say,'*  thought  Wentworth,  "  because  it  could  be  no  onft 
else.  I  have  no  tangible  proof ;  none,  perhaps,  that  would  avail  in  A 
court  of  law  i  but  surely  I  have  moral  proof  enough,  and  surely  my  father 
will  be  of  the  same  opinion.** 

He  continued  firm  in  his  determination  to  wait  some  time  before  he 
spoke  to  his  father  on  the  subject,  but  circumstances  led  him  to  make  the 
disclosure  sooner  than  he  had  intended. 
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HOGHTON    TOWER. 


About  a  month  af^er  the  occurrence  last  described,  and  early  on  a 
fine  morning  in  August,  Nicholas  Assheton  and  Richard  Sherborne  rode 
forth  together  from  the  proud  town  of  Preston.  Both  were  gaily  attired 
in  doublets  and  hose  of  yellow  velvet,  slashed  with  white  silk,  with  mantles 
to  match,  the  latter  being  somewhat  conspicuously  embroidered  on  the 
^oolder  with  a  wild  bull,  worked  in  gold,  and  underneath  it  the  motto, 
"  Malgre  le  Tort,^  Followed  at  a  respectful  distance  by  four  mounted 
attendants,  the  two  gentlemen  had  crossed  the  bridge  over  the  Ribble, 
•nd  were  wending  their  way  along  the  banks  of  a  tributary  stream,  the 
Darwen,  within  a  short  distance  of  the  charming  viHage  of  Walton-le- 
Dale,  when  they  perceived  a  horseman  advancing  slowly  towards  them, 
whom  they  instantly  hailed  as  Richard  Assheton,  and,  pushing  forward, 
were  soon  beside  him.  Both  were  much  shocked  by  tne  young  man's 
haggard  looks,  and  inquired  anxiously  as  to  his  health,  but  Richard  bade 
them,  with  a  melancholy  smile,  not  be  uneasy,  for  aU  would  be  well 
with  him  ere  long. 

**  All  wiU  be  over  with  you,  lad,  if  you  don't  mind ;  and  that's,  per- 
haps, what  you  mean,"  replied  Nicholas;  ^*but  as  soon  as  the  royal 
festivities  at  Hoghton  are  over,  I'll  set  about  your  cure;  and,  what's 
more,  I'll  accomplish  it,  for  I  know  where  the  seat  of  the  disease  lies 
better  than  Doctor  Morphew,  your  family  physician  at  Middleton.  *Tis 
near  the  heart,  Dick — near  the  heart.  Ha ! — I  see  I  have  touched  you, 
hd.  But,  beshrew  me,  you  are  ver^^  strangely  attired,  in  a  suit  of  sable 
velvet,  with  a  black  Spanish  hat  and  feather,  for  a  festival !  You  look 
as  if  going  to  a  funeral.  I  am  fearful  his  majesty  may  take  it  amiss. 
Why  not  wear  the  livery  of  our  house  ?" 

**  Nay,  if  it  comes  to  that,"  rejoined  Richard,  *'  why  do  not  you  and 
Sherborne  wear  it,  instead  of  flaunting  like  daws  in  borrowed  plumage  ? 
I  scarce  know  you  in  your  strange  garb,  and  certainly  should  not  take 
you  for  an  Assheton,  or  aught  pertaining  to  our  family,  from  your  gaudy 
colours  and  the  strange  badge  on  your  shoulder." 

**  I  don't  wonder  at  it,  Dick,"  said  Nicholas ;  "  I  scarce  know  myself, 
•nd  tfaongfa  the  clothes  I  wear  are  well  made  enough,  they  seem  to  sit 
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awkwardly  on  me,  and  trouble  me  as  much  as  the  shirt  of  Nessns  did 
Hercules  of  old.  For  the  nonce  I  am  Sir  Richard  Hoghton's  retainer. 
I  must  own  I  was  angry  with  myself  when  I  saw  Sir  Ralph  Assheton 
with  his  long  train  of  gentlemen,  all  in  murrey-coloured  cloaks  and 
doublets,  at  Myerscough  Lodge,  while  I,  his  cousin,  was  habited  like  one 
of  another  house.  And  when  1  would  have  excused  my  apparent  de- 
fection to  Sir  Ralph,  he  answered  coldly,  '  It  was  better  as  it  was,  for  he 
could  scarce  have  found  room  for  me  among  his  friends.' " 

**  Do  not  fret  yourself,  Nicholas,"  rejoined  Sherborne ;  **  Sir  Ralph 
cannot  reasonably  take  offence  at  a  mere  piece  of  good-nature  on  your 
part.  But  this  does  not  explain  why  Richard  affects  a  colour  so 
sombre." 

"  I  am  the  retainer  of  one  whose  livery  is  sombre,'*  replied  the  youDg 
man,  with  a  ghastly  smile.  "  But  enough  of  this,"  he  added,  endea- 
vouring to  assume  a  livelier  air ;  "I  suppose  you  are  on  the  way  to 
Hoghton  Tower.  I  thought  to  reach  Preston  before  you  were  up,  but  1 
might  have  recollected  you  are  no  lag-a-bed,  Nicholas,  not  even  after 
hard-drinking  overnight,  as  witness  your  feats  at  Whalley.  To  be  frank 
with  you,  I  feared  being  led  into  like  excesses,  and  so  preferred  passing 
the  night  at  the  quiet  little  inn  at  Walton-le-Dale  to  coming  on  to  yoa 
at  the  Castle  at  Preston,  which  I  knew  would  be  full  of  noisy  roysterei*." 

"  Full  it  was,  even  to  overflowing,"  replied  the  squire,  '*  but  you  should 
have  come,  Dick,  for,  by  my  troth!  we  had  a  right  merry  night  of  it 
Stephen  Hamerton,  of  Hellyneld  Peel,  with  his  wife,  and  her  sbter,  sweet 
Mistress  Doll  Lister,  supped  with  us ;  and  we  had  music,  dancing,  and 
singing,  and  abundance  of  good  cheer.  Nouns !  Dick,  Doll  Lister  is  a 
delightful  lass,  and  if  you  can  only  get  Alizon  out  of  your  head,  would 
be  just  the  wife  for  you.  She  sings  like  an  angel,  has  the  most  capti* 
vating  sigh-and-die-away  manner,  and  the  prettiest  rounded  figure  ever 
bodice  kept  in.  Were  I  in  your  place  I  should  know  where  to  choose. 
But  you  will  see  her  at  Hoghton  to-day,  for  she  is  to  be  at  the  banquet 
and  masque." 

"  Your  description  does  not  tempt  me,"  said  Richard  ;  "  I  lia?e  no 
taste  for  sigh-and-die-away  damsels.  Dorothy  Lister,  however,  is  ac- 
counted fair  enough,  but  were  she  fascinating  as  Venus  herself  in  mj 
present  mood  I  should  not  regard  her." 

"  I'  faith,  lad,  I  pity  you,  if  such  be  the  case,"  shrugging  his  shoulderty 
more  in  contempt  than  compassion. 

"  Waste  not  your  sympathy  upon  me,"  replied  Richard;  "but,  tdl 
me,  how  went  the  show  at  Preston  yesterday  ? 

"  Excellently  well,  and  much  to  his  majesty*s  satisfaction,"  answered 
the  squire.  '*  Proud  Preston  never  was  so  proud  before,  and  never  with 
such  good  reason,  for  if  the  people  be  poor,  according  to  the  proverb^ 
they  took  good  care  to  hide  their  poverty.  Bombards  were  fired  from 
the  bridge,  and  the  chui*ch  bells  rang  loud  enough  to  crack  the  steeple, 
and  bring  it  down  about  the  ears  of  the  deafened  lieges.  The  honsei 
were  hung  with  carpets  and  arras ;  the  streets  strewn  ankle-deep  with 
sand  and  sawdust ;  the  cross  in  the  market-place  was  bedecked  with 
garlands  of  flowers  like  a  maypole ;  and  the  conduit  near  it  ran  wine. 
At  noon  there  was  more  firing,  and,  amidst  flourishes  of  trumpets,  roll- 
ing  of  drums,  squeaking  of  fifes,  tfnd  prodigious  shouting,  bonnie  King 
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Btme  to  the  cross,  where  a  speech  was  made  him  by  Master  Breares, 
Dfder ;  aflter  which  the  corporation  presented  his  miyesty  with  a 
Iret  bowl,  in  token  of  their  love  and  loyalty.  The  kiog  seemed 
pleased  with  the  gift,  and  observed  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
0iigh  to  be  heard  by  the  bystanders,  who  reported  hb  speech  to 
rod's  santie !  it's  a  braw  bicker,  Steenie,  and  might  serve  for  a 
iiDg-cup,  if  we  had  need  of  siccan  a  vessel,  which,  Heaven  be 
,  we  ha*e  na !'  After  this  there  was  a  grand  banquet  in  the  town- 
nd  when  the  heat  of  the  day  was  over,  the  king  left  with  his  train 
(hton  Tower,  visiting  the  alum  mines  on  the  way  thither.  We 
den  to  breakfast  by  Sir  Richard,  so  we  must  push  on,  Dick,  for 
jesty  is  an  early  riser,  like  myself.  We  are  to  nave  rare  sport  to- 
flunting  in  the  moruiug,  a  banquet,  and,  as  I  have  already  inti- 
a  masque  at  night,  in  which  Sir  George  Goniig  and  Sir  John 
wtOH  play,  and  in  which  I  have  been  solicited  to  take  the  drolling 
Jem  Tospot — nay,  laugh  not,  Dick,  Sherborne  says  I  shall  play 
9  life — as  well  as  to  find  some  mirthful  dame  to  enact  the  com- 
part of  Doll  Wan^o.  I  have  spoken  with  two  or  three  on  the 
and  fancy  one  of  them  will  oblige  me.  There  is  another  matter 
li  I  am  engaged.  I  am  to  present  a  petition  to  his  majesty  from 
number  of  the  lower  orders  in  this  county,  praying  they  may  be 
to  take  their  diversions,  as  of  old  accustomed,  after  divine  service 
lays ;  and  though  I  am  the  last  man  to  desire  any  violation  of 
ibath,  being  somewhat  puritanically  inclined,  as  they  now  phrase 
[  cannot  think  any  harm  can  ensue  from  lawful  recreation  and 
nercise.  Still,  I  would  any  one  were  chosen  to  present  the  peti- 
her  than  myself." 

re  no  misgivings  on  the  subject^"  said  Richard,  "  but  urge  the 
itrongly ;  and  if  you  need  support,  I  will  g^ve  you  all  I  can,  for  I 
are  best  observing  the  divine  mandate  by  making  the  Sabbath  a 
«8t,  and  observing  it  cheerfully.  And  tliis,  I  apprehend,  is  the 
56  of  your  petition?" 
)  whole  sum   and  substance,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  and  I  have 

0  believe  his  majesty's  wishes  are  in  accordance  with  it." 
3y  are  known  to  be  so,"  said  Sherborne. 

a  elad  to  hear  it,"  cried  Richard.  *'  God  save  King  James,  the 
f  ue  people!*' 

God  save  King  James!'*  echoed  Nicholas;  **and  if  he  grant 
ition  he  will  prove  himself  their  friend,  for  he  will  have  all  the 
gainst  him,  and  will  be  preached  against  from  half  the  pulpits 
Ingdom." 

Je  harm  will  ensue  if  it  should  be  so,"  replied  Richard ;  '*  for 
)e  cheered  and  protected  by  the  prayers  of  a  grateful  and  happy 

then  rode  on  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence,  after  which  Richard 

1  had  brave  doings  at  Myerscough  Lodge,  I  suppose,  Nicholas?" 
marry  had  we,"  answered  the  squire,  ^'  and  the  feasting  must 

t  Ned  Tyldesley  a  pretty  penny.  Besides  the  king  and  his  own 
IT  attendants,  there  were  some  dozen  noblemen  and  their  fol- 
odadmg  the  Duke  of  Buckinghami  who  moves  about  like  a  king 
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himself,  and  I  know  not  how  many  knights  and  gentlemen.     Sherborne 
and  I  rode  owet  from  Dunnow,  and  reached  the  forest  immediatelj  after 
the  king  had  entered  it  in  his  coach,  so  we  took  a  short  cut  through  the 
woods,  and  came  up  just  in  time  to  join  Sir  Richard  Hoghton's  train  as 
he  was  riding  up  to  his  majesty.     Fancy  a  wide  glade,  down  which  a  gnat 
gilded  coach  is  slowly  moving,  drawn  by  eight  horses,  and  followed  by  a 
host  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  in  splendid  apparel,  their  esquires  and 
pages  equally  richly  arrayed,  and  equally  well  mounted  ;  and,  after  theMi 
numerous  falconers,  huntsmen,  pnckers,  foresters,   and   yeomen,  with 
staghoands  in  leash,  and  hawk  on  fist,  all  ready  for  the  sport.     Fancy  all 
this,  if  you  can,  Dick,  and  then  conceive  what  a  brave  sight  it  must  nave 
been.     Well,  as  I  said,  we  came  up  in  the  very  nick  of  time,  for  pre- 
sently the  royal  coach  stopped,  and  Sir  Richard  Hoghton,  calling  all  his 
gentlemen   around  him,  and  bidding  us  dismount,  we   followed   him, 
and  drew  up,  bareheaded,  before  the  king,  while  Sir  Richard  pointed 
out  to*  his  majesty  the  boundaries  of  the  royal  forest,  and  told  him  he 
would  find  it  as  well  stocked  vnth  deer  as  any  in  his  kingdom.     Before 
pitting  an  end  to  the  conference,  the  king  complimented  the  worthy 
Knight  on  the  gallant  appearance  of  his  train,  and  on  learning  we  were 
all  gentlemen,  graciously  signified  his  pleasure  that  some  of  us  should  be 
presented  to  him.     Amongst  others,   I  was  brought  forward  by  Sb 
Richard,  and  liking  my  looks,  I  suppose,  the  king  was  condescending 
enough  to  enter  into  conversation  with  me,  and  as  his  discourse  cUefy 
tum^  on  sporting  matters,  I  was  at  home  with  him  at  once,  and  he  pre- 
sently grew  so  familiar  with  me,  that  I  almost  forgot  the  presence  in 
whicn  I  stood.     However,  his  majesty  seemed  in  no  way  offended  by  my 
freedom,  but,   on  the  contrary,  clapped  me  on  the  shoulderi  and  saidi 
*  Maister  Assheton,  for  a  country  gentleman,  you'ro  weel-mannered,  and 
weel-informed,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  more  of  yon  while  I  staj  in 
these  parts.'      After  this,  the  good-natured  monarch  mounted  his  horse, 
and  the  hunting  began,  and  a  famous  day's  work  we  made  of  it,  his  ma- 
jesty killing  no  fewer  than  five  fine  bucks  with  his  own  hand." 

'^  You  are  clearly  on  the  road  to  preferment,  Nicholas,''  observed 
Richard,  with  a  smile.  '*  You  will  outstrip  Buckingham  himself,  if  yoe 
go  on  in  this  way." 

**  So  I  tell  him,"  observed  Sherborne,  laughing ;  "  and,  by  my  foith ! 
young  Sir  Gilbert  Hoghton,  who,  owing  to  his  connexion  by  maniage 
with  Buckingham,  is  a  greater  man  than  his  father,  Sir  Richard,  looked 
quite  jealous ;  for  the  king  more  than  once  called  out  to  Nicholas  in  the 
chase,  and  took  the  wood-knife  from  him  when  he  broke  up  the  last  deer, 
which  is  accounted  a  mark  of  especial  favour." 

''  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  the  squire,  **  I  shall  not  stand  in  my  own 

ght,  depend  upon  it ;  and  if  I  should  bask  in  court  sunshine,  you  shall 

partake  of  the  rays.     If  I  do  become  master  of  the  household,  m  liea  of 

the  Duke  of  Ricnmond,  or  master  of  the  horse  and  cup-bearer  to  his 

majesty,  in  place  of  his  Grace  of  Buckingham,  I  will  not  forget  joaJ* 

'^  We  are  greatly  indebted  to  you,  my  Lord  Marquess  of  Downiiam  and 
Duke  of  Pendle  Hill  that  is  to  be,"  rejoined  Sherbtmie,  taking  off  his 
cap  with  mock  reverence ;  **  and  perhaps,  for  the  sake  of  your  sweet 
sister  and  my  spouse,  Dorothy,  you  will  make  interest  to  have  me 
appointed  gentleman  of  the  bedchamber." 
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'*  Doubt  it  not— doubt  it  not,"  replied  Nicholas,  in  a  patronising 
tone. 

''My  ambition  soars  higher  than  yours,  Sherborne,''  said  Richard; 
^  I  must  be  lord  keeper  of  the  privy  seal,  or  nothing." 

"Oh!  what  you  will,  gentlemen,  what  you  will!*'  cried  Nicholas. 
"  Tou  can  ask  me  nothing  I  will  not  grant — always  provided  I  have  the 
means." 

A  turn  in  the  road  now  showed  them  Hoghton  Tower,  crowning  the 
summit  of  an  isolated  and  conical  hill,  about  two  miles  off.  Rising 
proudly  in  the  midst  of  a  £Eiir  and  fertile  plain,  watered  by  the  Ribble  and 
the  Darwen,  the  stately  edifice  seemed  to  command  the  whole  country. 
And  so  King  James  thought,  as,  from  the  window  of  his  chamber,  he 
looked  down  upon  the  magnificent  prospect  around  him,  comprehending, 
on  the  one  hand,  the  vast  forests  of  Myerscough  and  Bowland,  stretching 
as  ^  as  the  fells  near  Lancaster ;  and,  on  the  other,  an  open  but  still 
undulating  country,  beautifully  diversified  with  wood  and  watei^  well 
peopled  and  well  cultivated,  green  with  luxuriant  pastures,  yellow  with 
golden  grain,  or  embowered  with  orchards,  boasting  many  villages  and 
small  towns,  as  well  as  two  lovely  rivers,  which,  combining  their  currents 
at  Walton-le-Dale,  gradually  expanded  till  they  neared  the  sea,  which 
could  be  seen  s^leaming  through  openings  in  the  distant  hills.  As  the 
king  surveyed  this  fair  scene,  and  thought  how  strong  was  the  position  of 
the  mansion,  situated  as  it  was  upon  high  cliffs  springing  abruptly  from 
the  Darwen,  and  how  favourably  circumstanced,  with  its  forests  and 
park,  for  the  enjoyment  of  the  chase,  of  which  he  was  passionately  fond, 
now  capable  of  defence,  and  how  well  adapted  for  a  hunting-seat,  he 
sighed  to  think  it  did  not  belong  to  the  crown.  Nor  was  he  wrong  in 
his  estimate  of  its  strength ;  for,  in  after  years,  during  the  civil  wars,  it 
held  out  stoutly  against  the  parliamentary  forces,  and  was  only  reduced  at 
last  hy  treachery,  when  part  of  its  g^te- tower  was  blown  up,  destroying' 
an  officer  and  two  hundred  men  "  in  that  blast  most  wofuUy." 

Though  the  hour  was  so  early,  the  road  was  already  thronged,  not  only 
with  horsemen  and  pedestrians  of  every  degree  from  Preston,  but  with 
rude  lumbering  vehicles  from  the  neignbouring  villages  of  Plessington, 
Brockholes,  and  Cuerden,  driven  by  farmers,  who,  with  their  buxom 
dames  and  cherry-cheeked  daughters,  decked  out  in  holiday  finery,  hoped 
to  gain  admittance  to  Hoghton  Tower,  or,  at  all  events,  obtain  a  peep  of 
the  king  as  he  rode  out  to  hunt.  Most  of  these  were  saluted  by  Nicholas, 
who  scrupled  not  to  promise  them  admission  to  the  outer  court  of  the 
tower,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  offer  some  of  the  comelier  damsels  a 
presentation  to  the  king.  Occasionally  the  road  was  enlivened  by  strains 
of  music  from  a  band  of  minstrels,  by  a  song  or  a  chorus  from  others,  or 
by  the  gamesome  tricks  of  a  party  of  mummers.  At  one  place,  a  couple 
of  tumblers  and  a  clown  were  performing  their  feats  on  a  cloth  stretched 
on  the  grass  beneath  a  tree.  Here  the  crowd  collected  for  a  few 
minutes,  but  presently  g^ve  way  to  loud  shouts,  attended  by  the  cracking 
of  whips,  proceeding  from  two  grooms  in  the  yellow  and  white  livery  of 
Sir  Richai^  Hoghton,  who  headed  some  half-dozen  carts  filled  with  pro- 
visions, carcases  of  sheep  and  oxen,  turkeys  and  geese,  pullets  and  capons, 
fish,  bread,  and  vegetables,  all  bent  for  Hoghton  Tower ;  for  though  Sir 
Richard  had  made  vast  preparations  for  his  guests,  he  found  his  supplies^ 
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great  aff  tbeywere,  wholly  inadeqaate  to  their  want^.  Cracknig:  their 
whips  in  answer  to  the  shouts  with  which  they  were  gjreeted,  thif 
purreyoTS  gaHoped  on-,  many  a  hungry  wight  Idokfng*wwtWly' after 
them. 

Nicholas  and  his  companionsr  werer  now  at  the  entrance  of  Hoghton 
Park,  throogh  which  the  Darwen  coursed,  after  washing'  the  base- of  the 
rocky  heights  on  which  the  mansion  was  situated.  Here  four  yeomen  of 
the  guard,  armed  with  liftH>eft9,  and  an  officer,  w^ere  ffCationed,  and  no  one 
was  admitted  without  an  order  from  Sh*  Richard  Hoghton.  Possessing  a 
pass,  the  squire  and  his  companions  with  their  attendants  were,  of  ooune^ 
allowed  to  enter,  hut  the  throng  accompanying  them  were  sent  OTer  the 
bridge,  and  along  a  devious  road  skirting  the  park,  which,  though  it  went 
more  than  a  mile  round,  eventually  brought  them  to  their  destination. 

Hoghton  Park,  though  not  very  extensive,  boasted  a  great  deal  of 
magnificent  timber,  and  in  some  places  was  so  thickly  wooded  that^ 
accoi'ding  to  Dr.  Kuerden,  **  a  man  passing  through  it  could  scarce  have 
seen  the  sun  shine  at  middle  of  day."  Into  one  of  these  tenebrous 
groves  the  horsemen  now  plunged,  and  for  some  moments  were  buried  m 
the  gloom  produced  by  matted  and  overhanging  boughs.  Issuing  onee 
more  into  the  warm  sunshine,  they  traversed  a  long  and  beautifnl  sylvan 
glade,  skirted  by  ancient  oaks,  with  mighty  arms  and  gnaried  limb»— - 
the  patriarchs  of  the  forest.  In  the  open  ground  on  the  left  were  seat- 
tered  a  few  ash-trees,  and  beneath  them  browsed  a  herd  of  fallow  deer; 
while  crossing  the  lower  end  of  the  glade  was  a  large  herd  of  red  deer, 
for  which  the  park  was  famous,  the  hinds  tripping  nimbly  and  timidly 
away,  but  the  lordly  stags,  with  their  branching  antlers,  standings  for  a 
moment  at  gaze,  and  disdain^ly  regarding  the  intruders  on  their  domain; 
Little  did  they  think  how  soon  and  severely  their  courage  would  be  tried, 
or  how  soon  tne  nunt  would  be  sounded  fDr  their  pryae  by  the  huntsman. 
But  if,  happily  for  themselves,  the  poor  leathern-coated  fools  could  not 
foresee  their  doom,  it  was  not  equally  hidden  from  Nicholas^  who  pre- 
dicted what  would  ensue,  and  pointed  out  one  noble  hart  which  he  thought 
worthy  to  die  by  the  lung's  own  hand.  As  if  he  understood  him,  the 
stately  beast  tossed  his  antlered  head  aloft,  and  plunged  into  the  adJQin«> 
ing  thicket ;  but  the  squire  noted  the  spot  where  he  had  disappeared. 

The  glade  led  them  into  the  chase,  a  glorious  hunting-ground  of  aiwat 
two  miles  in  circumference,  surrounded  by  an  amphitheatre  of  wood,  and. 
studded  by  noble  forest  trees.     Variety  and  beauty  were  lent  to  it  by 
occasional  knoll,  crowned  with  timber,  or  by  numerous  ferny  dells 
dingles.     As  the  horsemen  entered  upon  the  chase,  they  ooserved  at  ib* 
short  distance  from  them  a  herd  of  the  beautiful,  but  fierce  wild  catde^ 
originally  from  Bowland  Forest,  and  still  preserved  in  the  paiii.     Whita^ 
and  spangled  in  colour,  with  short  sharp  horns,  fine  eyes,  and  eraalE 
shapely  limbs,  these  animals  were  of  untameable  fierceness,   possessed  of 
great  cunning,  and  ever  ready  to  assault  any  one  who  approached  tkent. 
They  would  often  attack  a  solitary  individual,  gore  him,  and  trample  him 
to  death.     Consequently,  they  were  far  more  dreaded  than  the  wild  boars, 
with  which,  as  with  every  other  sort  of  game,  the  neighbotuing^  woods 
were  plentifully  stocked.     Well  aware  of  the  danger  they  ran,  the  parfej 
watched  the  herd  narrowly  and  distrustfully,  and  would  have  galloped 
on ;  but  this  would  only  have  provoked  pursuit,  and  the  wild  cattle  weft 
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iwifter  than  any  horses.  Suddenly,  a  milk-white  hull  trotted  out  from 
the  rest  of  the  herd,  bellowing  fiercely,  lashing  his  sides  with  his  tail, 
and  lowering  his  head  to  the  ground,  as  if  meditating  an  attack.  Hii 
example  was  speedily  followed  by  the  others,  and  the  whole  herd  began 
to  beat  the  ground  and  roar  loudly.  Much  alarmed  by  these  hostile 
manifestations,  the  party  were  debating  whether  to  stand  the  onset  or 
trust  to  the  fieetness  of  their  steeds  for  safety,  when  just  as  the  whole 
herd,  with  tails  erect  and  dilated  nostrils,  were  galloping  towards  them, 
•MDstance  appeared  in  the  persons  of  some  ten  or  a  dozen  mounted 
prickers,  who,  armed  with  long  poles  pointed  with  iron,  issued  with  loud 
shouts  from  an  avenue  opening  upon  the  chase.  At  sight  of  them  the 
whole  herd  wheeled  round  and  iled,  but  were  pursued  by  the  prickers  till 
they  were  driven  into  the  depths  of  the  furthest  thicket.  Six  of  the 
prickers  remained  watching  over  them  during  the  day,  in  order  that  the 
aoyal  hunting-party  might  not  be  disturbed,  and  the  woods  echoed  with 
the  bellowing  of  the  angry  brutes. 

While  this  was  going  forward,  the  squire  and  his  companions,  con- 
gratulating themselves  on  their  narrow  escape,  galloped  off,  and  entei-ed 
the  long  avenue  of  sycamores,  from  which  the  prickers  had  emerged. 

At  the  head  of  a  steep  ascent,  partly  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  and  partly 
darted  by  venerable  and  majestic  trees,  forming  a  continuation  of  the 
avenue,  rose  the  embattled  gate- tower  of  the  proud  edifice  they  were 
approaching,  and  which  now  held  the  monarch  of  the  land,  and  the 
highest  and  noblest  of  his  court,  as  guests  within  its  halls.  From  the  top 
of  the  central  tower  of  the  gateway  floated  the  royal  banner,  while  at  the 
rety  moment  the  party  reached  tne  foot  of  the  hill  they  were  saluted  by 
a  loud  peal  of  ordnance  discharged  from  the  side  towers,  proclaiming  that 
the  king  had  arisen ;  and  as  the  smoke  from  the  culverius  wreathed  round 
the  standard,  a  flourish  of  trumpets  was  blown  from  the  walls,  and 
martial  music  resounded  from  the  court. 

Housed  by  these  stirring  sounds,  Nicholas  spurred  his  horse  up  the 
vocky  ascent,  and  followed  closely  by  his  companions,  who  were  both 
nearly  as  much  excited  as  himself,  speedily  gained  the  great  gateway — a 
massive  and  majestic  structure,  occupying  the  centre  of  the  western  front 
of  the  mansion,  and  consisting  of  three  towers,  of  great  strength  and 
beauty,  the  mid-tower  far  over-topping  the  other  two,  as  in  the  arms  of 
Okl  Castile,  and  sustaining,  as  was  its  right,  the  royal  standard.  On  the 
platform  stood  the  trumpeters  with  their  silk -fringed  clarions,  and  the 
won  mouths  of  the  culverins,  which  had  been  recently  discharged,  pro- 
truded through  the  battlements.  The  arms  and  motto  of  the  Hoghtons, 
carved  in  stone,  were  placed  upon  the  gateway,  with  the  letters  9.  f^., 
the  initials  of  the  founder  of  the  tower.  Immediately  above  the  arched 
entrance  was  the  sculptured  figure  of  a  knight  slaying  a  dragon. 

In  front  of  the  gateway  a  large  crowd  of  persons  were  assembled,  con- 
siating  of  the  inferior  gentry  of  the  neighbourhood,  with  their  wives, 
daughters,  and  servants,  clergymen,  attorneys,  chirurgeons,  farmers,  and 
tradesmen  of  all  kinds  from  the  adjoining  towns  of  Blackburn,  Preston, 
Chorley,  Haslingden,  Garstang,  and  even  Lancaster.  Representatives  in 
some  sort  or  other  of  almost  every  town  and  village  in  the  county  might 
be  found  amongst  the  motley  assemblage,  which,  early  as  it  was,  num- 
bered several  hundreds,  many  of  those  from  the  more  distant  places 
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having  quitted  their  homes  soon  after  inidnight.  Admittance  was  natu* 
rally  souc^ht  hy  all ;  but  here  the  same  rule  was  observed  as  at  the  park 
gate,  ana  no  one  was  allowed  to  enter,  even  the  base-court,  without 
authority  iirom  the  lord  of  the  mansion.  The  great  gates  were  closed,  and 
two  files  of  halberdiers  wore  drawn  up  under  the  deep  archway,  to  keep 
the  passage  clear,  and  quell  disturbance  in  case  any  should  occur ;  while  a 
gigantic  porter,  stationed  in  front  of  the  wicket,  rigorously  scrutinised 
the  passes.  These  precautions  naturally  produced  delay,  and  though 
many  of  the  better  part  of  the  crowd  were  entitled  to  admission,  it  was 
not  without  much  pushing  and  squeezing,  and  ccmsiderable  detriment  to 
their  gay  apparel,  that  they  were  enabled  to  effect  their  object. 

The  comfort  of  those  outside  the  walls  had  not,  however,  been  alto* 
gether  neglected  by  Sir  Richard  Hoghton,  for  sheds  were  reared  under 
the  trees,  where  stout  March  beer,  t^ether  with  cheese  and  bread,  or 
oaten  cakes  and  butter,  were  freely  distributed  to  all  applicants ;  so  that, 
if  some  were  disappointed,  few  were  discontented,  especially  when  told 
that  the  gates  would  be  thrown  open  at  noon,  when,  during  the  time 
the  king  and  the  nobles  feasted  in  the  great  banquet-hall,  they  might 
partake  of  a  wild  bull  from  the  park,  slaughtered  expressly  for  the 
occasion,  which  was  now  being  roasted  whole  within  the  base-court 
That  the  latter  was  no  idle  promise  they  had  the  assurance  of  thick 
smoke  rising  above  the  walls,  laden  with  the  scent  of  roast  meat,  and, 
moreover,  they  could  see  through  the  wicket  a  great  fire  blazing  and 
crackling  on  the  green,  with  a  huge  carcase  on  an  immense  spit  before  it, 
and  a  couple  of  tiun-broaches  basting  it. 

As  Nicholas  and  his  companions  forced  their  way  through  this  crowd, 
which  was  momently  receiving  additions  as  fresh  arrivals  took  place,  the 
squire  recognised  many  old  acquaintances,  and  was  nodding  familiariy 
right  and  left,  when  he  encountered  a  woman's  eye  fixed  keenly  upon 
him,  and  to  his  surprise  beheld  Nance  Redferne.     Nance^  who  had  lost 
none  of  her  good  looks,  was  very  gaily  attired,  with  her  fine  chestnut 
hair  knotted  with  ribands,  her  stomacher  similarly  adorned,  and  her  red 
petticoat  looped  up,  so  as  to  display  an  exceedingly  trim  ankle  and  smalL 
foot ;  and  under  other  circumstances,  Nicholas  might  not  have  minded^ 
staying  to  chat  with  her,  but  just  now  it  was  out  of  the  question,  and  h^ 
hastily  turned  his  head  another  way.     As  ill-luck,  however,  would  have^ 
it,  a  stoppage  occurred  at  the  moment,  during  which  Nance  forced  heir* 
way  up  to  him,  and  taking  hold  of  his  arm,  said,  in  a  low  tone, 

'*  Yo  mun  tae  me  in  wi'  ye,  squoire." 

"  Take  you  in  with  me — impossible,"  cried  Nicholas. 

*'  Nah !  it's  neaw  impossible,"  rejoined  Nance,  pertinaciously ;   ^  yo 
con  do  it,  an  yo  shan.     Yo  owe  me  a  good  turn,  and  mun  repay  it  now.^ 

"  But  why  the  devil  do  you  want  to  go  in  ?"  cried  Nicholas,  impa.- 
tiently.     ^'  You  know  the  kmg  is  the  sworn  enemy  of  all  witches,  and 
amongst  this  concourse  some  one  is  sure  to  recognise  yon,  and  betray 
you.     I  cannot  answer  for  your  safety  if  I  do  take  you  in.     In  my 
opinion,  you  were  extremely  unwise  to  venture  here  at  alL'^ 

"  Ne'er  heed  my  wisdom  or  my  folly,  boh  do  as  ey  bid  yo^  or  yo'n 
repent  it,"  said  Nance. 

"  Why,  you  can  get  in  without  my  aid,"  observed  the  squire,  trying 
to  laugh  it  off*.     **  You  can  easily  fly  over  the  walls." 
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^  Ej  ha'  left  my  broomstick  a-whoam,"  replied  Nanoe>*-<<  boh  no 
more  jesting.     Win  yo  do  it  ?" 

"  Well,  well,  I  suppose  I  must,**  replied  Nicholas,  "  but  I  wash  my 
hands  of  the  consequences.  If  ill  comes  of  it,  I  am  not  to  blame.  You 
■mst  go  in  as  Doll  Wango — that  is,  as  a  character  in  the  masque  to  be 
enacted  to*night— d'ye  mark  ?'* 

Nance  signified  that  she  perfectly  understood  him. 

The  whole  of  this  hurried  discourse,  conducted  in  an  under  tone,  passed 
unheard  and  unnoticed  by  the  bystanders.  Just  then,  an  opening  took 
pkgLce  amid  the  crowd,  and  the  squire  pushed  through  it,  hoping  to  get 
rid  of  his  companion  ;  but  he  hoped  in  vain,  for,  clinging  to  his  saddle, 
riw  went  on  along  with  him. 

They  were  soon  under  the  deep  groined  and  ribbed  arch  of  the  gate, 
and  Nance  would  have  been  here  turned  back  by  the  foremost  halberdier, 
if  Nicholas  had  not  signified  somewhat  hastily  that  she  belonged  to  his 
party.  The  man  smiled  and  offered  no  further  opposition ;  and  the 
gigantic  porter  next  advancing,  Nicholas  exhibited  his  pass  to  him,  which 
appearing  sufficiently  comprehensive  to  procure  admission  for  Richard 
and  Sherbone,  they  mstantly  availed  themselves  of  the  license,  while  the 
•quire  fumbled  in  his  doublet  for  a  further  order  for  Nance.  At  last  he 
produced  it,  and  after  reading  it,  the  gigantic  warder  exclaimed,  with  a 
Hnile  illumining  his  broad  features, 

^  Ah  !  I  see— this  is  an  order  from  his  worship  Sir  Richard  to  admit 
a  certain  woman,  who  is  to  enact  Doll  Wango  in  the  masque.  This  is 
she,  I  suppose  ?^  he  added,  looking  at  Nance. 

**  Ay,  ay,"  replied  the  squire. 

**  A  comely  wench,  by  the  mass!"  exclaimed  the  porter.     ^'  Open  the 

gWe." 

«« No— not  yet — not  yet,  good  porter,  till  my  claim  be  adjusted,"  cried 
another  woman,  pushing  forward,  quite  as  young  and  comely  as  Nance, 
md  equally  gaily  dressed.  '*  I  am  the  real  Doll  Wango,  though  I  be 
pnerally  Known  as  Dame  Tetlow.  The  squire  engaged  me  to  play  the 
part  berore  the  king,  and  now  this  saucy  hussy  has  taken  my  place. 
But  I'll  have  my  rights,  that  I  will." 

^  Odd's  heart !  two  Doll  Wangos !"  exclaimed  the  porter,  opening  his 


Two ! — ^Nay,  beleedy !  boh  there  be  three !"  exclaimed  an  immensely 
tall,  stoutly-proportioned  woman,  stepping  up,  to  the  increased  confusion 
of  the  squire,  and  the  infinite  merriment  of  the  bystanders,  whose  laugh- 
ter had  been  already  excited  by  the  previous  part  of  the  scene.  **  Didna 
yo  tell  me  at  Myerscough  to  come  here,  squire,  an  ey,  Bess  Baldwyn, 
ahonld  play  Doll  Wango  to  your  Jem  Tospot  ?" 

**  Play  the  devil,  for  that's  what  you  all  seem  bent  upon  doing," 
exelaimed  the  squire,  impatiently.  '^  Away  with  you  !  I  can  have  no- 
thing to  say  to  you  !" 

*^  You  gave  me  the  same  promise  at  the  Castle  at  Preston  last  night," 
said  Dame  Tetlow. 

**  I  had  been  drinking,  and  knew  not  what  I  said,"  rejoined  Nicholas, 
angrily. 

^  Boh  yo  promised  me  a  few  minutes  ago,  an  yo're  sober  enough  now,'' 
cried  Nance. 
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«  Ey  duDna  knoa  that»*'  rejoLoed  Dame  Baldwyn,  loddng  repToaoh- 
fiilly  at  him.  "  Boh  what  ey  dua  knoa  is,  that  nother  o'  these  ^quemoiu 
queans  shan  ge  in  efcure  me." 

And  she  looked  menacingly  at  them,  as  if  determined  to  expose  their 
ingress,  much  to  the  alarm  of  the  timorous  Dame  Tetlow,  though  Namoe 
returned  her  angry  glances  unmoved. 

*'  For  Heaven  s  sake,  my  good  fellow,  let  them  all  three  io,"  said 
T^icholas,  in  a  low  tone  to  the  porter,  at  the  same  time  slipping  a  gold 
piece  into  his  hand,  *^  or  there's  no  saying  what  may  be  the  coosequeoee^ 
for  they're  three  infernal  viragos.  1*11  take  the  responsibility  of  their 
admittance  upon  myself  with  Sir  Richard.*' 

'*  Well,  as  your  worship  says,  I  don't  like  to  see  quaneUing  amongit 
women,"  returned  the  porter,  in  a  Uand  tone,  '^  so  all  three  shall  go  in; 
and  as  to  who  is  to  play  Tk^  Wan^^o,  the  master  of  the  o^^monies  will 
settle  that,  so  you  need  give  yourself  no  more  concern  about  it ;  but  if  I 
were  called  upon  to  decide,"  he  added,  with  an  amorous  leer  at  Dame 
Baldwyn,  whose  proportions  so  well  matched  his  own,  *'  I  know  where 
my  choice  would  light.  There  now  I"  he  shouted,  *'  open  wide  the  gate 
for  Squire  Nicholas  Assheton,  of  Downham,  and  the  three  Doll  Wanges." 

And  all  obstacles  being  thus  removed,  Nicholas  passed  on  with  the 
three  females  amidst  the  renewed  laughter  of  the  bystanders.  Bat  he 
got  rid  of  his  plagues  as  soon  as  he  could ;  for,  dismounting  and  throwiog 
his  bridle  to  an  attendant,  he  vouchsafed  not  a  word  to  any  of  them,  but 
stepped  quickly  after  Richard  and  Sherborne,  who  had  already  reached 
the  great  fire  with  the  bull  roasting  before  it. 

Appropriated  chiefly  to  stables  and  other  oflBces,  the  base-court  of 
Hognton  Tower  consisted  of  buildings  of  various  dates,  the  greater  part 
belonging  to  Elizabeth's  time,  though  some  might  be  assigned  to  aa 
earlier  period,  while  many  alterations  and  additions  had  been  recentlj 
made  in  anticipation  of  the  king's  visit.  Dating  back  as  far  as  Henry  U^ 
the  family  had  originally  fixed  their  residence  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  en 
the  banks  of  the  Darwen ;  but  in  process  of  time,  swayed  by  prouder 
notions,  they  mounted  the  craggy  heights  above,  and  built  a  tower  upon 
their  crest.  It  is  melancholy  to  think  that  so  glorious  a  pile,  teeming 
with  so  many  historical  recollections,  and  so  magnificently  situated, 
should  be  abandoned  and  suffered  to  go  to  decay,  the  famdy  having, 
many  years  ago,  quitted  it  for  Walton  Hall,  near  Walton-le-Dale,  and 
consigned  it  to  uie  occupation  of  a  few  gamekeepers.  Bereft  of  its 
venerable  timber,  its  courts  grass-grown,  its  fine  oak  staircase  rottii^and 
dilapidated,  its  domestic  chapel  neglected,  its  marble  chamber  broken  and 
ruinous,  its  wainscotings  and  ceilings  cracked  and  mouldering,  its 
paintings  mildewed  and  half  effaced,  Hoghton  Tower  presents  only  the 
wreck  of  its  former  grandeur.  Desolate  indeed  are  its  halb,  and  their 
glory  for  ever  departed.  However,  this  history  has  to  do  with  it  in  the 
season  of  its  greatest  splendour,  when  it  glistened  with  silks  and  velretf, 
and  resounded  with  loud  laughter  and  blithe  music ;  when  stately  nobles 
and  lovely  dames  were  seen  in  the  gallery,  and  a  royal  banquet  was 
served  in  the  great  hall;  when  its  countless  chambers  were  filled  to 
overflowing,  and  its  passages  echoed  with  hasty  feet;  when  the  base- 
court  fiias  full  of  huntsmen  and  falconers,  and  enlivened  by  the  neighing 
of  steeds  and  the  baying  of  hounds  ;  when  there  was  daily  hunting  in  the 
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parir,  and  nightly  dancing*  and  diversion  in  the  hall, — it  is  with  Hoghton 
Tower  at  this  season  that  the  present  tale  has  to  do,  and  not  with  it  as  it 
it  now — silent,  solitary,  squalid,  saddening,  but  still  whispering  of  the 
glories  of  the  past,  still  telling  of  the  kingly  pageant  that  once  graced  it. 

The  base-court  waa  divided  from  the  court  of  lodging  by  the  great  hall 
and  domestic  chapel.  A  narrow  vaulted  passage  on  either  side  led  to  the 
upper  quadrangle,  the  fa9ade  of  which  was  magnificent,  and  far  superior 
111'  uniformity  of  design  and  style  to  the  rest  of  the  structure,  the  irregu- 
larity of  which,  however,  was  not  unpleasing.  The  whole  frontage  of  the 
upper  court  was  richly  moulded  and  filleted,  with  ranges  of  muDion  and 
tfmnaom  windows,  capitals,  and  carved  parapets  crowned  with  stone  balls. 
Marble  ptttars,  in  the  Italian  style,  had  been  recently  placed  near  the 
porch,  with  two  rows  of  pilasters  above  them,  supporting  a  heavy  marble 
oomice,  on  which  rested  the  carved  escutcheon  of  the  family.  A  flight 
of  stone  steps  led  up  to  the  porch,  and  within  was  a  wide  oak  stohrcase,  so 
gentle  of  ascent,  that  a  man  on  horseback  could  easily  mount  it — a  feat 
often  practised  in  later  days  by  one  of  the  descendants  of  the  house.  In 
ibis  part  of  the  mansion  all  the  principal  apartments  were  situated,  and 
hen  James  was  lodged.  Here  also  was  the  Green  Room,  so  called  from 
ili  hangings,  which  he  used  for  private  conferences,  and  which  was  hung 
nrand  with  portraits  of  hb  unfortunate  mother,  Mary  Queen  of  Scots ;  ^ 
ber  implacable  enemy,  Queen  Elizabeth;  of  his  consort,  Anne  of 
Bohemia;  and  of  Sir  Thomas  Hoghton,  the  founder  of  the  tower. 
Adjoining  it  was  the  Star  Chamber,  occupied  by  the  Duke  of  Bucking- 
ham, with  its  napkin  panelling,  and  ceiling  '^  fretted  with  golden  fires ;" 
and  in  the  same  angle  were  rooms  occupied  by  the  Duke  of  Richmond, 
Ae  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Nottingham,  and  Lord  Howard  of  Effingham. 
Below  was  the  library,  whither  Doctor  Thomas  Moreton,  Bishop  of 
Chester,  and  his  majesty's  chaplain,  with  the  three  puisn^  judges  of  the 
Kiog^s  Bench,  Sir  John  Doddridge,  Sir  John  Crooke,  and  Sir  Robert 
Hoghton,  all  of  whom  were  guests  of  Sir  Richard,  resorted ;  and  in  the 
adjoining  wing  was  the  great  gallery,  where  the  whole  of  the  nobles  and 
oonitiers  passed  such  of  their  time — and  that  was  not  much — as  was  not 
oeeopied  in  feasting  or  out-of-doors'  amusements. 

Long  corridors  ran  round  the  upper  stories  in  this  part  of  the  mansion, 
and  communicated  with  an  endless  series  of  rooms,  which,  numerous  as 
tfiey  were,  were  all  occupied ;  and  accommodation  being  found  impossible 
f&r  the  whole  of  the  guests,  many  were  sent  to  the  new  erections  in  the 
base-court,  which  had  been  planned  to  meet  the  emergency  by  the  mag- 
■ificent  and  provident  host.  The  nobles  and  gentlemen  were,  however, 
&F  outnumbered  by  their  servants,  and  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the 
mnning  to  and  fro  of  the  various  grooms  of  the  chambers  was  inde- 
aeribable.  Doublets  had  to  be  bmsl^,  ru£Es  plaited,  hair  curled,  beards 
trimmed,  and  all  with  the  g^atest  possible  expedition ;  so  that,  as  soon 
as  day  dawned  upon  Hoghton  Tower,  there  was  a  prodigious  racket  from 
one  end  of  it  to  the  other.  Many  favoured  servants  slept  in  truckle-beds 
m  their  masters'  rooms ;  but  others,  not  so  fortunate,  and  unable  to  find 
aecommodation  even  in  the  garrets — for  the  smallest  rooms,  and  those 
nearest  the  roof,  were  put  in  requisition — slept  upon  the  benches  in  the 
hall,  while  several  sat  up  all  night  caxoaski§^  in  the  great  kitchen. 
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keeping  company  with  the  cooks  and  their  assistant's,  who  were  busied  all 
the  time  in  preparations  for  the  feasting  of  the  morrow. 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  inside  Hoghton  Tower  early  on  the 
eyentful  morning  in  question,  and  out  of  doors,  especially  in  the  base- 
court  which  Nicholas  was  traversing,  the  noise,  bustle,  and  confusion  were 
equally  g^at.     Wide  as  was  the  area,  it  was  filled  with  various  person- 
ages, some  newly  arrived,  and  seeking  information  as  to  their  quarters^ 
not  very  easily   obtained,   for  it   seemed  everybody's  business   to  ask 
questions,  and  no  one's  to  answer  them — some  gathered  in  groups  round 
the  falconers  and  huntsmen,  who  had  suddenly  risen  into  great  import- 
ance ;  others,  and  these  were  for  the  most  part  smart  young  pages,  in 
brilliant  liveries,  chattering,  and  making  love  to  every  pretty  damsel  thej 
encountered,  putting  them  out  of  countenance  by  their  license  and  strange 
oaths,  and  rousing  the  anger  of  their  parents,  and  the  jealousy  of  their 
rustic  admirers ;  others,  of  a  graver  sort,  with  dress  of  formal  cat,  and 
puritanical  expression  of  countenance,  shrugging  their  shoulders,  and 
looking   sourly  on  the  whole  proceedings — luckily  they  were   in  the 
minority,  for  the  generality  of  the  groups  were  composed  of  lively  and 
light-hearted  people,  bent  apparently  upon  amusement,  and  tolerably 
certain  of  finding  it.     Through  these  various  groups  numerous  laoqueyf 
were  passing  swiftly  and  continuously  to  and  fro,  bearing  a  cap,  a  mantle, 
or  a  sword,  and  pushing  aside  all  who  interfered  with  their  progress,  with 
a  **by  your  leave,  my  masters — your  pardon,  fair  mistress'*— H)r,  "  out  oT 
my  way,  knave  !'*  and  as  the  stables  occupied  one  entire  angle  of  the 
court,  there  were  grooms  without  end  dressing  the  horses  at  the  doors^ 
watering  them  at  the  troughs,  or  leading  them  about  amid  the  adniirin|r' 
or  criticising  bystanders.     The  king's  horses  were,  of  course,  objects  clF 
special  attraction,  and  such  as  could  obtain  a  glimpse  of  them  and  of  th» 
royal  coach  thought  themselves  specially  favoured.     Besides  what  was 
going  forward  below,  the  windows  looking  into  the  court  were  all  full  of 
curious  observers,  and  much  loud  conversation  took  place  between  thoM 
placed  at  them  and  their  friends  underneath.     From  all  this  some  idea 
will  be  formed  of  the  tremendous  din  that  prevailed ;  but  though  witii 
much  confusion  there  was  no  positive  disoi^er,  still  less  brawling,  for 
yeomen  of  the  guard  being  stationed  at  various  points,  perfect  order  wif 
maintained.     Several  minstrels,  mummers,  and  merry-makers,  in  yarioos 
fiintastic  habits,  swelled  the  throng,  enlivening  it  with  their  atraint  or 
feats,  and  amongst  other  privileged  characters  admitted  was  a  Tom  o' 
Bedlam,  a  half-crazed  licensed  beggar,  in  a  singular  and  picturesque 
garb,  with  a  plate  of  tin  engraved  with  his  name  attached  to  ma  left  an% 
and  a  great  ox*s  horn,  which  he  was  continually  blowing,  suspended  byt 
leathern  baldric  from  his  neck. 

Scarcely  had  Nicholas  joined  his  companions,  than  word  was  givei 
that  the  king  was  about  to  attend  morning  prayers  in  the  dommrilt 
chapel.  Upon  this,  an  immediate  rush  was  made  in  that  direction  by  tiie 
crowd,  but  the  greater  part  were  kept  back  by  the  guard,  who  ctoMti 
their  halberts  to  prevent  their  ingress,  and  a  few  only  were  allowed  to 
enter  the  ante-chamber  leading  to  the  chapel,  amongst  whom  were  ^ 
squire  and  his  companions. 

Here  they  were  detained  within  it  till  service  was  over,  and,  as  pisyerf 
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Wiere  read  by  the  Bishop  of  Chester,  and  the  whole  court  was  present,  this 
was  a  g^at  disappointmeat  to  them.  At  the  end  of  half  an  hour  two 
Toy  courtly  personages  came  forth,  each  bearing  a  white  wand,  and 
annoimcing  that  the  king  was  coming  forth,  the  assemblage  immediiately 
divided  into  two  lines  to  allow  a  passage  for  the  monarch.  Nicholas 
Assheton  informed  Richard,  in  a  whisper,  that  the  foremost  and  statehest 
of  the  two  gentlemen  was  Lord  Stanhope,  of  Harrington,  the  Vice- 
Ghamberlain,  and  the  other,  a  handsome  young  man,  of  slight  figure 
and  somewhat  libertine  expression  of  countenance,  was  the  reuowued  Sir 
John  Finett,  Master  of  the  Ceremonies.  Notwithstanding  his  licentious- 
atss,  however,  which  was  the  vice  of  the  age  and  the  stain  of  the  court, 
Sir  John  was  a  man  of  wit  and  address,  and  perfectly  conversant  with  the 
duties  of  his  office,  of  which  he  has  left  satisfactory  evidence  in  an  amusing 
tnotate,  *'  Finetti  Philoxenis." 

Some  little  time  elapsed  before  the  king  made  his  appearance,  during 
which  the  curiosity  of  such  as  had  not  seen  him,  as  was  the  case  with 
Bichard,  was  greatly  excited.  The  young  man  wondered  whether  the 
pedantic  monarch,  whose  character  perplexed  the  shrewdest,  would 
•iiswer  his  preconceived  notions,  and  whether  it  would  turn  out  that  his 
portraits  were  like  him.  While  these  thoughts  were  passing  through  his 
mind,  a  shuffling  noise  was  heard  without,  and  King  James  appeared  at 
the  doorway.  He  paused  there  for  a  moment  to  place  his  plumed  and 
jowelled  cap  upon  hb  head,  and  to  speak  a  word  with  Sir  John  Finett, 
and  during  this  Richard  had  an  opportunity  of  observing  him.  The 
portraits  were  like,  but  the  artists  had  flattered  him,  though  not  much. 
There  was  great  shrewdness  of  look,  but  there  was  also  a  vacant  expres- 
fion,  which  seemed  to  contradict  the  idea  of  profound  wisdom  generally 
iicribed  to  him.  When  in  perfect  repose,  which  they  were  not  for  more 
tlian  a  minute,  the  features  were  thoughtful,  benevolent,  and  pleasing, 
sad  Richard  began  to  think  him  quite  handsome,  when  another  change 
vas  wrought  by  some  remark  of  Sir  John  Finett.  As  the  master  of  the 
^oremonies  told  his  tale,  the  king's  fine  dark  eyes  blazed  with  an  un- 
pleasant light,  and  he  laughed  so  loudly  and  indecorously  at  the  close  of 
the  narrative,  with  his  great  tongue  hanging  out  of  his  mouth,  and  tears 
fiuining  down  his  cheeks,  that  the  young  man  was  quite  sickened.  The 
lEiDg's  face  was  thin  and  long,  the  cheeks  shaven,  but  the  lips  clothed 
irim  moustaches,  and  a  scanty  beard  covered  his  chin.  The  hair  was 
brushed  away  from  the  face,  and  the  cap  placed  at  the  back  of  the  head, 
1»  as  to  exhibit  a  high  bald  forehead,  of  which  he  was  prodigiously  vain. 
JSiines  was  fully  equipped  for  the  chase,  and  wore  a  green  silk  doublet, 
auilted  as  all  his  garments  were  so  as  to  be  dagger-proof,  enormous  trunk- 
Aose,  likewise  thickly  stuffed,  and  buff  boots,  fitting  closely  to  the  \egy 
and  turned  slightly  over  at  the  knee,  with  the  edges  fringed  with  gold. 
This  was  almost  the  only  appearance  of  finery  about  the  dress,  except  a 
vm  of  gold  buttons  down  the  jerkin.  Attached  to  his  girdle  he  wore  a 
llVge  pouch,  with  the  mouth  drawn  together  by  silken  cords,  and  a  small 
lUyer  bugle  was  suspended  from  his  neck  by  a  baldric  of  green  silk. 
Stiffly-starched  bands,  edged  with  lace,  and  slightly  turned  down  on 
ailher  side  of  the  face,  completed  his  attire.  There  was  nothing  majestic, 
but  the  very  reverse,  in  the  king's  deportment,  and  he  seemed  only  kept 
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upright  by  the  exceeding  stiffness  of  his  oumbersonie  clodies.  With  the 
appearance  of  being  corpulent,  he  was  not  so  in  reality,  and  his  weak  legs 
and  bent  knees  were  scarcely  aUe  to  support  his  frame.  He  always  UM 
a  stick,  and  generally  sought  the  additional  aid  of  a  favourite's  arm. 

In  this  instance  the  person  selected  was  Sir  Gilbert  Hoghton,  the 
eldest  son  of  Sir  Richard,  and  subsequent  owner  of  Hoghton  Tower. 
Indebted  for  the  high  court  ftivour  he  enjoyed  partly  to  his  graceM 
person  and  accomplishments,  and  partly  to  his  marriage,  having  espoused 
a  daughter  of  Sir  John  Aston,  of  Cranford,  who,  as  sister  of  the  IhichaK 
of  Buckingham,  and  a  descendant  of  the  blood  royal  of  the  Stnarts,  wasm 
great  help  to  his  rapid  rise,  the  handsome  yomig  knight  was  Called  la 
all  manly  exercises,  and  cited  as  a  model  of  g^race  in  the  dance.  ConstMt 
in  attendance  upon  the  court,  he  frequency  to(^  part  in  the  masqots 
performed  before  it.  Like  the  king,  he  was  fully  equipped  for  huntiiig; 
but  greater  contrast  could  not  have  been  foimd  than  between  his  tall  fine 
form  and  the  king's  ungainly  figure.  Sir  Gilbert  had  remained  behmd 
with  the  rest  of  the  courtiers  in  the  chapel,  but,  calling  him,  Ji 
seized  his  arm,  and  set  forward  at  his  usual  shambling  pace.  As  he 
on,  nodding  his  head  in  return  to  the  profound  salutations  of  the 
blage,  his  eye  rolled  round  them  until  it  alighted  on  Richard  Asfllietts% 
and,  nudging  Sir  Gilbert,  he  asked, 

"  Wha's  that  ? — a  bonnie  lad,  but  waesome  pale." 

Sir  Gilbert,  however,  was  unable  to  answer  the  inquiry ;  but  Nichohsa^ 
who  stood  beside  the  young  man,  was  determined  not  to  lose  the  oppsi^ 
tnnity  of  introducing  him,  and  accordingly  moved  a  step  forward  ~ 
made  a  profound  obeisance. 

"  This  youth,  may  it  please  your  majesty,"  he  said,  **  is  my 
Richard  Assheton,  son  and  heir  of  Sir  Richard  As^eton,  d  Middlet8», 
one  of  your  majesty's  most  loyal  and  devoted  servants,  and  whd^  I 
trust,  will  have  the  honour  of  being  presented  to  you  in  the  oourst  of 
the  day." 

'^  We  trust  so,  too,  Maister  Nicholas  Assheton — ^for  that,  if  we  diaw 
forget,  is  your  sin  name,"  replied  James ;  '*  and  if  the  sire  resembles  lb 
son,  whilk  is  not  always  the  case,  as  our  gude  freend  Sir  Gilbert  is  «f»- 
dence,  being  as  unlike  his  worthy  fiither  as  a  man  weel  can  be ;  i^  as  nt 
say.  Sir  Richard  resembles  this  callant,  he  must  be  a  weel-faur*d  gentfe' 
man.  But,  God's  santie,  lad!  how  came  you  in  sic  sad  and  soailne 
abulyiements  ?  Hae  ye  nae  braw  daiths  to  put  on  to  grace  oar  o&aaagt 
Black  is  na  the  fashion  at  our  court,  as  Sir  Gilbert  will  tell  ye,  and  thoo^ 
a  suit  o'  sables  may  become  you,  it's  na  pleasing  in  our  sigbt.  Let  at  see 
you  in  gayer  apparel  at  dinner." 

Richard,  who  was  considerably  embarrassed  by  the  royal  addroi^ 
merely  bowed,  and  Nicholas  again  took  upon  himsen  to  answer  for  him. 

"  Your  majesty  will  be  pleased  to  pardon  him,"  he  said,  **  bat  he  is  ua- 
accustomed  to  court  fashions,  having  passed  all  his  time  in  a  wild  soi 
uncivilised  district,  where,  except  on  rare  and  happy  ooeasions  like  tte 
present,  the  refined  graces  of  life  seldom  reach  us." 

<'  Weel,  we  wouldna  be  hard  upon  him,"  said  the  king,  g^ood-natorsdh^ 
*<and  mayhap  the  family  has  sustained  some  recent  loss,  and  ha  ilia 
mooming." 
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**  I  esnnot  offer  that  excuse  for  him,  sire,"  replied  Nicholas,  who  began 
to  flatter  himself  he  was  making  considerable  progress  in  the  monaroh's 
good  graces.     "  It  is  simply  an  affair  of  the  heart^' 

^  Piur  chiel !  we  pity  him,"  cried  the  king.  *'  And  sae  it  is  a  hopeless 
ndt,  young  sir  ?"  he  added  to  Richard.  *^  Canna  we  throw  in  a  good 
«iord  for  ye  ?     Do  we  ken  the  lassie,  and  is  she  to  be  here  to-day  ?** 

"^  I  am  quite  at  a  loss  how  to  answer  your  majesty's  questions," 
replied  Richard,  '^  and  my  cousin  Nicholas  has  very  unfiEdriy  betrayed 
my  secret." 

'*  Hoot,  toot !  nah,  lad,'*  exclaimed  James,  *'  it  was  not  he  wha  betrayed 
ft&r  secret,  but  our  ain  discernment  that  re\realed  it  to  us.  We  kenned 
^oor  ailment  at  a  glance.  Few  things  are  hidden  from  the  king's  eye, 
md  w&  could  tell  ye  mair  aboot  yourself,  and  the  lassie  you're  deeing  for, 
tf  *we  cared  to  speak  it ;  but  just  now  we  have  other  fish  to  fry,  and  must 
Mm'  and  break  our  fast,  of  the  which,  if  truth  maun  be  spoken,  we  stand 
gmtly  in  need,  for  creature  comforts  maun  be  aye  looked  to  as  weel  as 
niritual  wants,  though  the  latter  should  be  ever  cared  for  first,  as  b  our 
MB  Tide,  and  in  so  doing  we  offer  an  example  to  our  subjects,  which  they 
ivfll  do  weel  to  follow.  Later  in  the  day,  we  will  talk  farther  to  you  on 
ike  subject ;  but,  meanwhile,  gie  us  the  name  of  your  lassie  loo." 

"  Oh !  spare  me,  your  majesty,"  cried  Richard. 

"  Her  name  is  Alizon  Nutter,"  interposed  Nicholas. 

'^  What !  a  daughter  of  Alice  Nutter,  of  Rough  Lee  ?"   exclaimed 


**  The  some,  sire,"  replied  Nicholas,  much  surprised  at  the  extent  of 
infermation  manifested  by  the  king. 

"  Why,  saul  o'  my  body !  man,  she's  a  witch — a  witch !  d'ye  ken  that  ?*' 
the  king,  with  a  look  of  abhorrence ;  *^  a  mischicTOus  and  malignant 
with  which  this  pairt  of  our  realm  is  sair  plagued,  but  which,  with 
6od^  help,  we  will  thoroughly  extirpate.  Sae  the  lass  is  a  daughter  of 
Jfiee  Nutter,  ha !  That  accounts  for  your  grewsome  looks,  lad.  Odd's 
life !  I  see  it  all  now.  I  understand  what  is  the  matter  with  you.  Look 
at  him.  Sir  Gilbert — ^look  at  him,  I  say.  Does  notiiing  strike  you  as 
ige  about  him  ?" 

Nothing  more  than  that  he  is  naturally  embarrassed  by  your  majesty's 
of  speech,"  replied  the  knight. 
=*'  You  lack  the  penetration  of  the  king,  Sir  Gilbert,"  cried  James.     "  I 
will  tell  you  what  ails  him.     He  is  bewitchit — forespoken." 

Ehrdamations  were  uttered  by  all  the  bystanders,  and  erery  eye  was 
fiaed  on  Richard,  who  felt  ready  to  sink  to  the  ground. 

**  I  affirm  he  is  bewitchit,"  continued  the  king ;  "  and  wha  sae  likely  to  do 
it  as  the  glamouring  hizzie  that  has  ensnared  him  ?  She  has  ill  bluid  in 
her  veins,  and  can  chant  deevil's  cantrips  as  weel  as  the  mither,  or  ony 
gjre-carling  o'  them  a*." 

"  You  are  mistaken,  sire,"  cried  Richard,  earnestly.  "  Alizon  will  be 
here  to-day  with  my  father  and  sister,  and  if  you  deign  to  receive  her,  I 
am  sure  you  will  judge  her  differently." 

"  We  shall  perpend  the  point  of  receiving  her,"  replied  the  king, 
gravely.  *'  But  we  are  rarely  mistaken,  young  man,  and  seldom  change 
our  opinion,  except  upon  gude  grounds,  and  those  you  are  na  like  to  o£rer 
us.     Belike  ye  ha'  been  lang  ill  ?" 

2b2 
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'<  Oh  !  no,  your  majesty ;  I  was  suddenly  seized  about  a  month  ago," 
replied  Richara. 

"  Suddenly  seized — eh !"  exclaimed  James,  winking  cunningly  at  those 
near  him ;  "  and  ye  swarfit  awa'  wi'  the  pain  ?  I  guessed  it.  And 
whaur  was  Alizon  the  while  ?'* 

'^  At  that  time  she  was  a  guest  at  Middleton/'  replied  Richard ;  *^  but 
it  is  impossible  my  illness  can  in  any  way  be  attributed  to  her.  I  will 
answer  with  my  hfe  for  her  perfect  innocence." 

"  You  may  have  to  answer  wi*  your  life  for  your  misplaced  faith  in 
her,''  said  the  king;  *^  but  I  tell  you  nothing — nothing  wicked,  at  all 
events — is  impossible  to  witches,  and  the  haill  case,  even  by  your  o>wn 
showin',  is  very  suspicious.  I  have  heard  somewhat  of  the  story  of  Alice 
Nutter,  but  not  the  haill  truth — but  there  are  folk  here  wha  can  enlighten 
us  mair  fully.  Thus  much  I  do  ken — that  she  is  a  notorious  witch,  and 
a  fugitive  from  justice,  though  aiblins  you,  Maister  Nicholas  Assheton, 
could  give  an  inkling  of  her  hiding-place  if  you  were  so  disposed.  Nay, 
never  look  doited  man,'*  he  added,  laughing.  *'  I  bring  nae  chaiges 
against  you.  Ye  are  na'  on  your  trial  noo.  But  this  is  a  serious  matter, 
and  maun  be  seriously  considered  before  we  dismiss  it.  You  say  Aliion 
will  be  here  to-day.  So  far  weel.  Canna  you  contrive  to  produce  the 
mother,  too,  Maister  Nicholas  ?" 

"  Sire !"  exclaimed  Nicholas. 

'^  Nay,  then,  we  must  gang  our  ain  way  to  wark,"  continued  James. 
"  We  are  tauld  ye  ha'  a  petition  to  offer  us,  and  our  will  and  pleasure  is 
that  you  present  it  afore  we  go  forth  to  the  chase,  and  after  we  have 
partaken  of  our  matutinal  refection,  whilk  we  will  no  langer  delay ;  fw, 
sooth  to  say,  we  are  weel  nigh  famished.  Look  ye,  sirs.  Neither  of  yon 
is  to  quit  Hoghton  Tower  without  our  permission  had  and  obtained. 
We  do  not  place  you  under  arrest — ^neither  do  we  inhibit  you  from  the 
chase,  or  from  any  other  sports,  but  you  are  to  remain  here  at  our  80?e- 
reign  pleasure.  Have  we  your  word  that  you  will  not  attempt  to  disobey 
the  injunction?" 

"  You  have  mine,  undoubtedly,  sire,"  replied  Richard. 

"  And  mine,  too,"  added  Nicholas.  "  And  I  hope  to  justify  myssif 
before  your  majesty." 

"  We  shall  be  weel  pleased  to  hear  ye  do  it,  man,"  rejoined  the  king, 
laughing,  and  shuffling  on.  '^  But  we  hae  our  doubts — we  hae  o«r 
doubts." 

<<  His  majesty  talks  of  going  to  breakfast,  and  says  he  is  famished,^ 
observed  Nicholas  to  Sherborne,  as  the  king  departed,  *'  but  he  has  com- 
pletely taken  away  my  appetite." 

"No  wonder,"  replied  the  other. 
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The  wonderful  facilities  at  present  afforded  to  travellers  and  tourists, 
render  it  a  tolerably  easy  and  inexpensive  matter  to  visit  the  principal 
cities  of  Europe.  The  rage  for  sight-seeing  has  certiunly  kept  pace  with 
the  improvements  in  the  mode  of  transit,  and  Mr.  Jones  once  a  year 
releases  himself  from  his  dusty  oflBce  in  Comhill  to  take  a  trip  up  the 
Rhine,  or,  peradventure,  a  peep  at  the  Eternal  City ;  nay,  he  may  even 
visit  Switzerland,  and  make  the  ascent  of  Mont  Blanc,  and  risk  ms  neck 
amongst  the  glaciers  and  avalanches  of  that  famous  mountain,  after  the 
fiuhion  of  Mr.  Albert  Smith  and  his  companions  a  short  while  ago,  and 
whose  narrative  will,  no  doubt,  be  still  fresh  in  the  minds  of  our  readers. 
Yes,  Mr.  Jones,  it  b  no  longer  so  exclusive  an  affair  as  it  used  to  be  some 
years  ago  to  gaze  upon  an  Italian  sky — to  see  one's  image  reflected  in 
the  dark  waters  beneath  the  Rial  to — to  behold  the  wonderfiu  productions  in 
the  Vatican,  or  to  stare  with  an  air  of  incredulity  at  the  relics  exhibited 
at  St.  Peter's.  Pshaw  !  if  we  live  a  few  years  longer,  the  Pyramids  will 
be  within  a  few  days'  journey  of  us,  and  the  much-mooted  question  as  to 
the  passage  across  the  Isthmus  of  Panama  finally  settled.  Nay,  sir,  look 
not  incredulous,  for  who,  fifty  years  ago,  would  have  dreamed  of  gas,  or 
of  a  journey  between  London  and  Edinburgh  being  accomplished  in  little 
more  than  twelve  hours ;  or  of  a  mode  of  communication  which  should  be 
capable  of  transmitting  intelligence  hundreds  of  miles  in  the  course  of  a 
few  minutes  ?  Tiiere  is,  even  at  this  moment,  a  project  for  a  submarine 
railway  between  France  and  England ;  and  who  shall  say  that,  wild  as  at 
present  it  may  appear,  it  shall  not  one  day  be  realised  ?  The  future  is 
mg  with  firesh  discoveries  and  greater  achievements  than  any  that  have 
as  yet  been  accomplished. 

If  the  Great  Exhibition  had  been  held  in  1751  instead  of  1851,  do 
you  suppose  that  the  number  of  articles  sent  (assuming,  of  course,  that 
there  were  as  many  inventions  at  that  period  as  at  present)  would  have 
been  so  great,  or  that  London  would  have  been  so  filled  with  visitors  as 
it  was  during  the  last  summer  ?  Notliing  of  the  kind.  At  that  time, 
indeed,  a  journey  to  London  was  as  much  thought  of  as  an  expedition  to 
the  North  Pole  would  be  at  present.  People  made  their  wills  before 
iindertaUing  them — embraced  their  friends  and  relations  at  parting,  as 
though  for  the  last  time.  Well,  these  were  the  good  old  times  as  they 
were  called,  when  our  grandmothers  wore  linsey-woolsey  of  their  own 
spinning — when  tea  was  really  a  luxury,  as  witness  the  cups  then  in  use 
— and  when  a  veritable  piece  of  china  was  as  great  a  curiosity  as  a 
piece  of  Califomian  gold  in  our  own  times. 

However,  to  the  point.  Cheap  and  expeditious  travelling  is  one  of  the 
characteristics  of  the  age ;  but  at  the  time  of  which  I  am  about  to  speak, 
it  was  not  so.  Ah !  what  melancholy  reminiscences  do  these  times  con- 
jure up !  Where  be  ye,  jolly,  red -faced  men  with  large  paunches,  but- 
toned up  in  great  white  coats,  with  immense  horn  buttons  ?  Since  ye 
and  your  teams  have  been  driven  from  the  road,  what  has  become  of  ye 
— where  have  ye  found  an  asylum — in  the  grave — in  the  workhouse,  or. 
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peradventure,  in  some  obscure  hostelry  by  the  roadside,  where  ye  may 
still  be  near  the  scene  of  your  former  trimnphs,  and  picture  in  imagina- 
tion your  dancing  greys  prancing  along  the  road?  Change— change 
perpetually.  There  is  no<lbingin  tbese'times  of  innovation  whose  dora- 
bility  can  be  reckoned  upon  for  a  day ;  and  so  it  was  with  you,  jre 
^onous  fellows  of  a  former  period.  A  power  was  created  which  anni- 
hilated both  ye  and  your  teams.  Farewell,  ye  relics  of  the  past.  Future 
ages  may  hear  or  read  of  you,  but  they  will  never  enjoy  the  unspeakable 
advantage  of  their  progenitors,  in  having  beheld  the  real  living  embodi- 
ment. There  will  be  none  to  give  them  a  true  conception  of  your  excel- 
lencies. Alas !  they  will  look  in  vain  for  your  glorious  rotundity — ^for 
that  capacious  face,  glowing  with  health  and  good -humour — for  those 
comical  eyes,  whose  power  of  vision  was  almost  destroyed  by  the  fat 
cheeks  beneath  them — ^for  that  quaint;  rolling  gait,  and  the  blufi^  bat 
joyous  tones  of  your  voices.  Yes,  that  is  one  of  the  privileges  of  whidi 
future  generations  will  be  deprived.  It  was  in  your  sober  times,  be&re 
the  facilities  for  traveUing  before  adverted  to  were  in  operation,  that  the 
Allowing  series  of  incidents  occurred. 

The  old  '^  Express"  was  one  of  the  safest  and  best  conveyances  upon  the 
road  at  the  time  I  am  treating  of.  I  took  an  inside  seat  by  her  some 
thirty  years  ago,  in  the  month  of  November.  The  season  was  ezoee- 
sively  cold,  and  snow  had  been  falling  in  great  abundance  during  the 
day.  The  coach  left  Edinburgh  about  three  o'clock  in  the  aftemoon. 
There  was  one  inside  passenger  beside  mpelf.  He  was  an  old  grade- 
man  ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  convey  an  idea  of  his  appearance.  He  was 
dressed  in  black,  wore  a  white  neckcloth  and  a  low-crowned,  broad* 
brimmed  hat,  but  he  was  evidently  not  a  member  of  the  Sodety  of 
Friends — at  least  his  coat  was  not  cut  in  the  style  adopted  by  that  body. 
His  countenance  was  haggard  and  thin — his  nose  long  and  prominent, 
and  merely  covered  over  with  a  piece  of  yellow  skin — his  eyes  were 
sunken  in  his  head,  and  overarched  with  black  shaggy  eyebrows.  There 
was  something  in  the  expression  of  his  mouth  which  denoted  an  insi£ous 
and  malignant  character.  I  did  not  like  his  appearance,  and  that  is  the 
truth.  It  is  a  pleasure  to  undertake  a  journey  with  agreeable  people,  and 
I  could  not  help  wishing  (I  was  a  young  man  at  the  time)  that  the  place 
of  the  old  gentleman  had  been  filled  by  a  young  lady,  who  has  since  that 
period  become  Mrs.  Waghom,  and  made  your  humble  servant  the  fiither 
of  half  a  dozen  smaller  Waghoms. 

We  had  scarcely  commenced  our  journey,  when  the  old  gentlemm 
broke  the  silence  which  I  had  detenmned  upon  maintaining,  by  saying, 
in  as  fieuniliar  a  manner  as  though  he  had  known  me  from  childhood, 

^^  I  am  glad  to  find,  Mr.  Waghom,  that  I  shall  have  your  company  Ibr 
a  d^  or  two." 

Ilow  the  deuce  had  the  fellow  discovered  my  name  ?  He  was  certainly 
correct  in  his  designation,  but  I  knew  of  no  means  by  which  he  could  have 
arrived  at  the  knowledge,  as  we  had  never  met  in  our  lives  before. 

''  I  confess,  sir,"  I  said,  "  you  have  the  advantage  of  me^  as  I  am  not 
aware  of  any  previous  acquaintance  existing  between  us." 

<'  May  I  ask,"  inquired  the  old  gentleman,  '<  if  you  are  a  faeHever  in  a 
state  of  pre-existence  ?*' 
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'^  I  am  not,"  I  said ;  ^  but  I  do  not  see  any  connexion  between  your 
question  and  the  remark  I  just  made." 

''  It  does  not  follow,  because  you  see  no  connexion,  that  there  really 
is  none." 

*'  I  am  not  addicted  to  metaphysics,"  I  ref^ied,  '^  but  I  should  be  glad 
to  confine  our  coaveisation  to  common  sense.  I  wish  to  know  how  you 
became  acquainted  with  my  name  ?" 

*^  At  present  I  decline  to  satisfy  your  curiosity.  There  is  one  thing 
upon  which  I  may  afford  you  information." 

"  And  what  is  that,  pray  ?*' 

"  It  is  simply  with  reg^urd  to  your  present  journey,  which  is  useless, 
flinoe  the  gentleman  whom  you  are  about  to  wait  upon  will  be  absent 
when  you  arrive  in  Leeds." 

I  was  more  peq>lexed  than  ever.  My  destination  was  certainly  Leedb, 
and  the  principal  object  of  my  journey  to  wait  upon  a  gentleman  respect- 
ing the  disposal  of  some  property. 

'*  I  know  not,  sir,  how  you  have  beoome  so  conversant  with  my  affairs, 
unless  you  have  been  at  the  pains  of  making  inquiries  respecting  them 
previously  to  your  departure  from  Edinburgh." 

''  It  matters  not ;  1  give  you  information  which,  if  you  choose  to  avail 
joonelf  o^  will  save  you  both  time  and  expense.  I  tell  you,  Jllr.  Mugg- 
ridge  will  not  be  in  Leeds  when  you  arrive  there." 

'^  I  do  not  wish  to  express  harsh  language,  but  you  compel  me  to  say 
thai  I  do  not  believe  a  word  of  what  you  assert.  I  have  Mr.  Muggridge  s 
letter  in  my  pocket,  in  which  he  fixes  the  27th  instant  for  our  meet- 

^'  You  are  again  falling  into  an  error.  Mr.  Muggridge's  letter  is  not 
in  your  pocket,  nor,  indeed,  in  your  possession." 

'*  I  do  not  understand  this  conduct,  sir;  you  might  as  well  call  me  a 


"  There  is  no  occasion,  my  good  friend,  for  this  excitement.  Convince 
youEself  of  the  fact*' 

^'  I  will  do  so,  if  it  be  only  for  the  purpose  of  branding  you  a  liar." 

I  accordingly  examined  my  pockets,  turned  my  papers  over  and  over, 
but  Muggridge  *s  letter  was  not  there.  I  examined  a  small  carpet-bag 
I  had  upon  my  knees,  but  with  tlie  same  result.  Had  the  fellow  abstracted 
the  l«tter  ?     It  looked,  it  must  be  confessed,  very  suspicious. 

'^  You — you,  sir,"  I  exclaimed,  choking  with  rage,  ''  have  abstraoted 
the  latter  from  my  pocket." 

'*  I  will  not  reply  to  your  accusation  in  the  language  it  merits.  I  ex- 
cnse  Tou  on  the  eoore  of  your  excitement  and  inexperience." 

*^  If  you  have  not  the  letter,  where  if  it  ?" 

*'  I  do  not  think  you  deserve  to  be  told  where  it  is ;  but  probably 
^voo   may  leoolleot  leaving  it  upon  the  dresnug-tahle  at  the  inu  in 

When  he  refemd  to  it,  I  remembered  the  circumstance  perfectly,  but 
liaw  had  he  beeeme  aoquaintad  with  it  ?  Who  could  the  man  be  ?  There 
^was,  as  I  have  before  observed,  something  about  him  equally  repukive 
and  flungolar,  and  from  the  moment  I  behdd  his  countenance  I  enter- 
tued  tne  utmost  avexaion  for  him* 
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^^  I  know  not  who  you  are,  sir,"  I  said,  ^  but  there  is  a  mygtetj  sor- 
rounding  you  which  I  am  unable  to  penetrate." 

^'  That  is  very  possible.  However^  will  you  give  me  your  reasons  for 
denying  a  state  of  pre -existence  ?*' 

"  I  will  not  enter  into  the  subject." 

^^  It  is  a  favourite  one  of  mine,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

*'  I  perceive  it  is,  and  it  is  partly  upon  that  account  I  refm  to 
discuss  it." 

"  I  have  known  people  more  obliging,"  my  companion  rejoined. 

<^  I  don't  doubt  it/*  I  said ;  '*  and  I  have  travelled  with  more  agreeable 
companions.'* 

I  luckily  had  a  newspaper  in  my  pocket,  which  I  had  bought  before  I 
started,  and  which,  having  been  published  in  E^nburgh  that  day,  con- 
tained the  latest  intelligence.  I  began  to  read  it,  in  the  hope  that  I  should 
thus  effectually  silence  him.     I  was  deceived. 

^'  I  think  readinpf  in  company  a  very  unsocial  practice,"  he  said. 

^^  I  wish  to  see  the  state  of  the  funds,"  I  answered. 

"  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it,  sir." 

"  The  king's  speech,"  I  rejoined. 

"  I  have  it  by  heart,  sir." 

*'  Pshaw!"  I  said,  growing  impatient ;  '^  I  wbh  to  see  what  age  a  friend 
was  at  the  time  of  his  death." 

"  I  can  save  you  the  trouble.     He  was  sixty-seven." 

I  glanced  my  eyes  over  the  deaths,  and,  to  my  inexpressible  surprise^  I 
found  that  that  was  exactly  his  age. 

Good  Heavens !  who  was  this  man  ?  He  appeared  to  be  cognisant  of 
everything. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  you  became  possessed  of  so  much  information,  but 
your  interference  is  remarkably  disagreeable." 

*•  I  am  very  social  myself,  and  I  like  to  see  other  people  so.  How  I  be- 
came possessed  of  ray  infoimation  doesn't  signify." 

*^  It  does  not  signify  to  me  in  the  least.  At  the  next  stage,  I  shall  take 
my  place  on  the  outside." 

"  I  would  recommend  you  to  sit  beside  the  coachman,  for  he  is  dumb." 

"  I  shall  please  myself  as  to  that." 

When  we  arrived  at  the  next  stage  I  put  my  threat  into  execution. 

I  seated  myself  beside  the  coachman.  He  was  dumb,  as  my  compa- 
nion had  informed  me.  I  was  sorry  to  find  this  to  be  the  case,  as  I 
wished  to  gather  some  information  from  him  respecting  my  late  compa- 
nion. I  could  not  help  ruminating  for  several  miles  upon  his  singular 
character.  There  was  something  very  extraordinary  about  him — there 
was  no  doubt  about  that.  But  what  he  was,  or  whence  he  had  come,  I 
was  quite  at  a  loss  to  know. 

Wlien  we  had  travelled  about  fifty  miles,  an  accident  occurred  which 
prevented  our  proceeding  any  further  that  night.  A  roadside  inn  was 
luckily  at  hand,  and  no  injury  having  been  sustained  by  any  of  the  pas- 
sengers, we  proceeded  to  the  house  in  question,  with  the  view  of  seekiDg 
accommodation  for  the  night. 

A  very  stout  man,  well  wrapped  up  with  coats,  and  a  thin,  meagre- 
looking  creature,  and  myself,  took  possession  of  one  of  the  rooms.     I  was 
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csoeediagly  glad  to  find  that  the  mysterious  old  gentleman  was  not  of 

the  company. 

^<  '^Aroagh  night  for  travelling,  sir/' said  the  stout  man,  addressing  my- 

lelf. 

"  Yes,  it  is,"  I  replied. 

''  Ah  !  gentlemen,"  said  the  other,  *'  what's  worse,  these  here  roads  are 
imoommon  dangerous  at  this  time — it  ain't  very  long  since  the  mail  was 
stopped  and  the  letter-hags  carried  off  hy  highwaymen," 

'*  No)  it's  not  very  safe  travelling,  my  friend,"  said  the  stout  man. 

^  It  is  not,  indeed,  sir.  Well,"  he  continued,  '*  I  will  have  a  glass  of 
bnmdy.  I  think  it  will  do  me  good  this  cold  night.  Can  you  (address- 
mg  the  stout  man)  change  me  a  sovereign?" 

^*I  cannot,"  said  the  stout  man;  '^  hut  perhaps  my  young  friend  here 
oin." 

'*  Oh,  yes,  I  helieve  I  can,"  I  said.  So  I  counted  him  twenty  shillings 
into  his  nand,  and  took  the  sovereign  in  exchange. 

The  men  remained  about  half  an  hour  in  the  room,  and  then  went  out. 
Having  already  called  myself  for  some  brandy-and-water,  I  sat  for  awhile 
musing  on  what  had  befallen  me  since  I  left  Edinburgh.  I  need  not  say 
that  the  old  gentleman  was  constantly  present  to  my  thoughts,  and  that 
be  appeared  to  be  invested  with  the  deepest  mystery.  If  I  had  been  ad- 
licted  to  superstition,  I  might  have  attributea  the  extraordinary  know- 
ledge he  possessed  to  his  dealings  with  the  Evil  One.  There  was  certainly 
to  "way,  that  I  knew  of,  of  accounting  for  his  information.  My  history 
iras  evidently  familiar  to  hint,  and,  for  aught  I  knew,  that  of  every  other 
Mssenger  as  well.  I  presently  fell  into  a  doze  by  the  fire.  How  long  I 
continued  1  know  not,  but,  on  awakening,  I  discovered,  with  the  most 
lainful  emotions,  the  old  gentleman  seated  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire- 
dace,  smoking  hb  pipe. 

•^  A  pleasant  nap,  I  hope?"  he  said. 

"  Yes  ;  I'm  sorry  my  waking  moments  are  not  so  agreeable." 

**  Disagreeable  as  my  company  appears  to  be,  I  might,  if  I  had  been 
lere  a  short  while  ago,  have  prevented  you  from  being  robbed." 

«  Robbed?     By  whom?" 

**  By  the  thin  man  for  whom  you  changed  a  sovereign." 

"  I  did  do  80,  but  I  have  the  money." 

**  It  is  not  worth  a  button.     It  is  base  coin." 

I  examined  it,  and  found  the  statement  of  the  old  gentleman  but  too 
correct.  His  information,  however,  came  too  late,  for,  on  inquiry,  I  foimd 
iie  men  had  left  the  house. 

On  the  following  morning  we  resumed  our  journey,  and  arrived  that 
sight  in  Leeds,  without  any  further  accident  befalling  us.  I  proceeded 
to  an  inn  that  I  was  recommended  to  stay  at  before  leaving  Edinburgh. 

I  had  just  finished  tea,  and  was  sitting  down  to  write  a  letter,  when  the 
ivtiter  entered  the  room. 

"  Gentleman  wishes  to  speak  with  you,  sir." 

"What's  his  name?" 

**  Didn't  give  his  name." 

"  Oh,  send  him  in." 

Good  God  1 1  was  astonished  when  the  old  gentleman  came  shuffling  into 
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the  room.     I  had  hoped  that  IJiad  fireed  mjaelf  for  evier  bom  hoM  dfiiMt- 
ahle  society. 

*'  I  beg  pardon  for  intruding,  but  if  you  are  writing  to  Mba  Shaip, 
have  the  kindness  to  give  my  best  respects  to  her — that  is,  say  aft 
old  gentleman,  a  fellow-passenger  of  yours,  denres  to  be  remembered 
to  her.'* 

^^  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  Besides,  how  do  yoa  know  I  am 
writing  to  Miss  Sharp  ?*' 

"  I  surmise  so." 

'*  This  behaviour  of  yours  is  moat  extraordinary.  I  know  not  wliat 
construction  to  put  upon  it.  I  feel  assured  of  this,  that  Mias  Sharp  will 
feel  no  desire  to  hear  from  you  at  alL** 

*'  There  you  are  mistaken.  However,  please  youra^  I  afaall  meet 
you  to-morrow  at  the  Silvertops.    Good  night." 

I  eannot  find  language  to  convey  fully  to  the  mind  of  the  reader  m^ 
unbounded  astonishmeut  at  the  singular  conduct  of  this  old  feUofw.  Me 
appeared  to  possess  the  faculty  of  divination,  and  his  behaviour,  indeed, 
throughout  had  been  so  atrange^  that  I  really  began  to  dodbt  whether 
I  was  in  my  proper  senses,  and  whether  this  curious  old  man  was  not 
Beelzebub  himself.  He  seemed  to  be  conversant  with  every  prcjeot  I  had 
in  view.  I  was,  indeed,  writing  to  Miss  Sharp  at  ike  time  of  his  ea- 
trance,  and  I  had  a  little  before  deapatched  a  messenger  to  the  Silveriop 
to  apprise  them  of  my  arrival,  and  of  my  intention  to  dine  with  tbem  oa 
the  following  day. 

On  the  succeeding  morning  I  waited  upon  Mr.  Moggridge  as  asrasd 
upon,  but,  to  my  ineffable  surprise,  I  found  he  had  been  oalkd  fixMoa  Aons 
on  urgent  business,  as  the  old  man  had  foretold  me. 

I  had  some  other  trifling  buaiDess  in  Leeds,  which  I  immodiatel^  set 
about  despatching,  and  when  I  had  finished  it,  I  prooeeded  to  my  fnaads 
the  Silvertops.  I  was  shown  at  once  into  the  £ning-room ;  but  I  had 
scarcely  entered  it,  when  my  fellow-passenger  of  the  previous  daj 
firom  hoa  seat  and  advanced  towards  me. 

<'  My  young  friend^"  he  said,  extending  his  hand  to  me,  **  I  an 
ingly  happy  to  see  you." 

Instead  of  taking  his  hand,  I  bowed  coldly  to  him. 

*<  This  gentleman  and  I  travelled  together  from  Ediobuzgfa,'*  aaid  the 
old  man ;  ^'  so  you  see  we  are  not  strangexs.'* 

**  I  perceive  not,*'  said  ^vertc^ 

<'  And  how  did  you  leave  all  in  Edinburgh  ?'*  inquired  Mrs.  Silverti^ 

"  All  well,  thank  you." 

'^  Now  don't  commit  yourself,  young  man,"  said  the  old  gentlemm ; 
''  you  know  that  Iffiss  Alice  has  suffered  for  some  time  from  the  toolli* 
acbe." 

"  Permit  me  to  answer  for  myself  if  you  pilease,"  I  said. 

"  I  suppose  you  thought  the  tooth-ache  a  very  trivial  matter,"  aaii 
Mrs.  Silvertop. 

^'No,  indeed;  it  quite  escaped  ray  memory,"  I  replied. 

I  shall  not  dwell  upon  what  occurred  during  my  visit  to  the  Silrertops. 
The  old  gentleman,  although  very  communicative  to  the  mAster  and 
miatrasa  <^  ike  house,  dixeoted  but  little  of  hia  eeiivenation  to  jDyaalf« 
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circumstance  at  which  I  was  certainly  not  displeased.  I  stayed  much 
longer  than  I  intended,  in  the  hope  that  my  tormentor  would  take  his 
departure  first,  in  which  case  I  should,  in  all  prohahilitj,  have  heen  ahle 
to  acquire  some  information  from  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Silvertop  as  to  his  cha- 
racter and  so  forth.  My  object,  which  the  old  gentleman  seemed  to 
perceive,  was  thwarted,  for  he  showed  no  indications  of  departing  soon. 
It  was  near  eleven  when  I  arose  to  take  mj  leave  of  the  family. 

When  I  bade  good  night  to  my  friends,  the  old  fellow  rose  from  his 
chair,  and  agiun  ofifering  me  his  hand,  said  : 

"  Farewell,  my  young  friend.  I  shall  not  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  again  for  a  week  or  two.  I  shall,  however,  be  present  when  the 
ceremony  takes  place." 

"  I  beg  you  will  explain  yourself." 

"  There  is  no  occasion  for  any  mystery,  for  I  know  all  about  it.  Give 
my  love  to  Miss  Sharp,  and  assure  her  I  shall  be  there." 

I  at  once  perceived  to  what  he  referred.  It  was  my  approaching 
wedding. 

I  bade  my  friends  once  more  farewell,  and  departed.  As  I  hurried 
along  the  street,  I  would  have  given  all  I  possessed  to  know  who  and 
what  the  man  was,  and  how  he  had  become  possessed  of  his  curious 
information. 


A  few  more  words,  and  my  narrative  closes.  My  wedding-day 
arrived.  The  old  gentleman,  punctual  to  his  promise,  was  present  at 
the  ceremony — nay,  he  even  gave  the  bride  away,  for  he  was  actually 
her  father,  and  had  but  lately  returned  from  abroad,  where  he  had  been 
many  years. 

He  had  been  staying  at  the  same  inn  as  myself  in  Edinburgh,  and 
being  of  a  very  inquisitive  disposition,  he  had  soon  discovered  my  name, 
bat  knew  of  course  previou^y  of  the  intimacy  eristing  between  his 
daughter  and  myself.  During  the  journey  he  nad  not  failed  to  watch 
all  my  proceedings,  and  to  profit  by  the  intelligence  he  thus  acquired. 

I  have  nothing  more  to  say  than  that,  upon  our  wedding-day,  he  made 
a  present  of  2000/.  to  my  wife ;  and  I  think  Ae  reader  will  agree  with 
me,  that  that  act  compensated  for  a  great  deal  of  what  was  obnoxious  in 
his  character.  My  wife,  of  course,  harboured  no  animosity  towards  him 
irom  the  first ;  and  as  to  myself — what  could  I  do  ? — I  forgave  him. 

Mem.  for  the  reader — 2000/.  covers  a  multitude  of  sins. 
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THE  STORM. 

BY  JOSBPH  ANTHONT,  JUN. 

Our  Captain's  eye  is  tlioughtful, 

There  s  a  cloud  upon  his  brow; 
And  since  it  first  upon  lis  burst, 

N'er  raged  the  storm  as  now. 

Tis  mid-day,  yet  the  sky  is  black — 

Black,  fleck'd  with  spots  of  grey, 
Where,  like  the  flash  of  hidden  fires, 

The  vivid  lightnings  play. 

More  fearful  than  tlie  thunder-peals 

That  shake  the  inky  sky. 
Are  shouting  spirits  of  the  storm. 
That  seem  to  ride  on  high 

Like  voices  of  an  anger*d  host, 

With  hate  in  every  breath, 
Around  on  everj'  side  they  pour — 

Their  battle-crv  is  "  Death  !'' 

w 

With  those  fearful  war-shouts,  now, 

Are  other  voices  borne ; 
Hark !  in  shrieking  tones  they  cry, 

**  This  is  the  storm  Cape  Horn !" 

The  sea-birds  wheel  in  rapid  flight 

Around  us,  with  the  waves ; 
Oh,  had  we  wings  to  flee  away 

From  foam-capped  gaping  graves  ! 

Tlirough  the  riven  bulwarks, 

With  triumphant  roar. 
O'er  our  decks  green  waters  sweep — 

Now  the  struggle's  o'er ! 

No— she  rises — gallant  ship  I 

Proudly  still  her  prow  ; 
Ne'er  seemed  she  such  a  thing  of  life. 

So  hero-like  as  now. 

Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  the  battle's  o'er  : 

Two  nights,  two  days,  in  vain 
Old  Ocean  and  his  storm-fiends  fought 

With  all  their  might  and  main. 

Hurrah  !  hurrah !  our  gallant  ship 

Holds  boldly  on  her  way, 
Defying  ocean's  direst  might 

Her  onward  march  to  stay. 

Hurrah  !  hurrah !  behold  her  now. 
She  walks  the  waves  with  scorn — 

Nor  mean  the  foe  she's  triumphed  o'er, 
The  Storm- Hosts  of  Cape  Ilorn. 

Now,  what  care  we  for  ocean's  rage. 

The  spirits  of  the  deep  ; 
With  laurels  from  the  fiercest  won, 

On,  gloriously,  we  sweep. 

Hurrah !  hurrah  I 


I 


<  \  r. 
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Chapter  UL 

The  sun  had  long  since  set,  and  already  the  moon,  through  the  thmnest 
fiflsures  of  the  clouds,  poured  her  silver  beams  upon  rock  and  mountun, 
•covering  them  with  the  transitory  snows  of  her  silver  light ;  while  on 
tree-top  the  moonbeams  shivered,  turning  the  fall  to  molten  brightness, 
lighting  up  the  dark  nook  where  even  the  dead  lay,  and  throwing  strange 
shadows  upon  this  scene  of  fairy-land. 

Ere  many  minutes  had  passed  away,  the  youth  again  appeared  high  up 
on  the  furthest  path,  marshalling  trie  way  to  two  stalwart  troopers, 
who  carried  between  them  a  basket  of  provisions,  indicative  by  its  size  of 
lich  contents.  Staring  about  them  at  a  scene  so  imexpected,  and  making 
awkward  salutations  to  one  who  appeared  of  high  rank,  they  placed  their 
load  upon  the  g^und. 

**  Wait  above  till  the  signal  is  given,"  said  the  youth,  "  at  midnight, 
and  let  pickets  be  set  to  guard  against  surprise." 

"  Your  two  heroes,"  said  the  father,  "  are  rather  awkward  specimens 
of  the  knight-errant  Their  bandoleers  set  awkwardly,  and  their  plumes 
don^t  hang  very  jauntily." 

"  Oh,  they're  mere  recruits  pressed  yesterday,  and  don't  know  yet  a  mo- 
rion from  an  iron  pot,  but  their  hearts  are  in  the  right  place,  and  they'll 
Berre.     But  what  news,  my  father,  from  the  southern  counties  ?" 

^Our  royal  master,  when  I  left  Oxford,  was  a  fugitive,  seeking 
refuge,  it  was  supposed,  in  the  charcoal-burners',  huts  in  Hampshire,  but 
die  country  was  rising  everywhere  against  the  Rump,  and  Cromwell 
had  enough  on  his  hands,  what  with  Roundhead  members  and  royal 
levies.  All  may  yet  go  well,  so  the  king  lies  safe  till  he  may  again  burst 
forth  like  the  sun." 

^'  Yes,  which  goeth  about  from  the  one  end  of  the  heavens  unto  the 
other,  and  nothing  is  hid  horn  the  heat  thereof,"  said  the  doctor,  unable 
to  restrain  a  quotation,  and  rejoicing  at  the  free  use  of  that  imruly  member, 
the  "  tongue,"  after  so  long  and  compulsory  a  silence ;  *^  which  word  heaty 
as  Stephanus  observes,  may  rather  be  interpreted  as  tiie  all-peryading 
Efe-sprinc^." 

**  Oh,  if  thou  must  deliver  a  homily,  good  doctor,  ascend  yonder  pulpit- 
shaped  rock,  just  out  of  the  reach  of  our  ears,"  said  the  youth,  un- 
mindful of  the  stem  glances  of  hb  father. 

The  doctor,  abashed  at  the  rebuke,  shrunk  back  into  his  nook,  and  turn- 
ing himself  to  a  very  quiet  mossy  stump  near  him,  continued  to  mutter,  as 
if  still  discussing  the  knotty  question,  every  now  and  then  a  word- 
such  as  "  cestas,"  "  pythikos,"  "  adonai," — disclosing  the  polyglottic  bent 
of  his  thoughts. 

**  Learn  to  bridle  that  fiery  tongue  of  thine,  Charles,"  said  his  father, 
^as  well  as  thou  makest  that  good  war-horse  Glennock  curvet  and  caricole. 
Bat  this  is  no  time  for  rebuke,"  he  said,  seinng  lus  hand,  and  pressing  it 
in  all  the  warmth  of  his  heart,  and  smiling  in  that  every-day  hypocrisy  by 
which  men  throw  a  veil  oyer  the  best  emotions  of  their  liearts,  he  laughed 
as  he  added,  **Now  rip  open  the  ht  paunch  of  that  wallet,  for  my 
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stomach  is  just  in  that  state  of  revolt  so  well  descrihed  hy  the  old  Ro- 
man in  his  parable.  Dost  thou  remember  it — ^thou  tall  fellow  of  thy 
hands?" 

But  the  youth's  mind  was  hi  away.  Drawing  his  rapier,  and  bending 
it  almost  double  over  his  knee,  he  bad  his  father  mark  the  generous  temper 
of  as  true  Toledo  as  ever  crossed  the  Channel. 

^  "Where  are  thy  good  wits  gone  to  ?"  said  his  father,  as  he  seized  tbe 
bask^  tore  it  open,  warmly  aided  })y  the  good  doctor,  just  relieved  of 
a  satisfactory  theory  upon  the  word  cestas  and  its  ELebrew  root,  who 
djrew  forth,  with  a  triumphant  look,  two  dark-brown  pasties  of  a  goodlj 
size,  and  a  goodly  bottle  of  sack,  that  looked  light  and  golden  when  Jieui 
up  against  tne  moonlight.  Not  many  minutes  had  elapsed  ere  the  kmght 
and  the  doctor,  divested  of  his  ragged  canonicals,  were  deep  in  the  'bomt 
of  iihe  largest  pasty ;  and,  having  summarily  unsealed  the  nask  by  knoek- 
mg  off  its  head,  took  deep  draughts  and  long  pledges  to  '^  our  rifffatfid 
king;''  their  loyalty  much  increased  by  the  hunger  and  thirst  of^aome 
days  past — a  fast,  if  not  quite  as  sanctifying  as  tiiat  of  a  Fi^ist^  «t  leflt 
as  £mcult  to  endure  with  patience. 

Then,  like  gorged  hounds,  they  lay  themselves  down  under  a  faosh  to 
rest,  the  knight  leaning  his  head  on  a  rich  tufb  of  heather,  ihe  doctor  on 
fais  canonicals,  conveniently  rolled  up  into  a  soft,  yielding  pillow,  as  con- 
ducive to  sleep  as  one  of  his  own  sermons.  Seated  on  a  felled  tree  laj 
the  side  of  Ins  sleeping  &ther  sat  the  young  Cavalier,  now  looking  at 
the  sleepers,  now  musing,  with  hand  on  his  brow,  upon  the  levelB  and 
masques  of  the  vanished  court.  Over  his  half-sleeping  fimcy  loomed  grim 
&ces  of  fbemen — blocks  that  dying  men  had  cast  upon  him — the  ston, 
proud  triumph  of  the  oye  that  looks  upon  a  fallen  enemy — cfaanmg 
to  lovely  fisDces  and  grouping  maidens.  Then'  his  hand  relasBa4 
he  doubted  the  whole  scene ;  thought  it  was  but  passing  in  a  dremi, 
from  which  he  had  fallen  into  another  and  deeper  abyss ;  thoc^gb 
himself  in  his  own  quiet  chamber,  with  the  fire-li^ht  playing  upon  tile 
arras,  or  lighting  up  the  family  portraits  on  the  dank,  giossy  paneL  He 
awoke ;  he  looked  at  his  watch  with  a  catgut  mainspring,  that  vibnted 
like  a  church  clock,  but  which,  in  those  days,  was  a  hemoom  of  oonii- 
deraible  value.  It  wanted  but  ten  minutes  to  midnight.  His  fiUher  and 
the  doctor  were  still  asleep.  The  doctor  snored  aumbly ;  and  His  h&a 
muttered  in  his  sleep,  and  turned  restlessly  :  '*  Up,  faint  hearts— imoD 
t^em  with  the  pike — remember  bloody  Naseby."  The  doctor,  catchim^ 
and  mingling  the  sound  with  his  dream,  replied,  as  if  awaking,  thom^  m 
the  deepest  depths  of  a  weary  sleep,  *'  In  the  opinion  of  Johannes  'Duris 
Crematns,   the  word  nasehus^  rendered   in  the  Hebrew  dijal^  dndd 

be "    Here  he  sank  into  an  inaudible  mutter,  as  if  the  real  opiflion 

of  Johannes  Tunis  Crematus  were  fisir  too  valuable  for  vulear  ears. 

The  solitude  felt  lonely  to  the  madcap  youth.  He  thought  of  fte 
dead  lying  below,  of  the  spirits,  of  the  fays,  of  elves.  He  must  awake 
l^em:  the  hour  of  rendezvous  had  all  but  come.  Bat  he  paused,  as 
every  one  does,  before  he  shook  off  that  sweet  oblivious  spell  that  mta^btik 
so  gently  upon  their  senses — that  fairest  portion  of  a  sad  l&-^Aat 
covered  them,  as  Sancho  says,  *'  like  a  cloak."  He  waited  till  the  waidi- 
haiid  was  approachinc^,  had  reached,  had  passed.  How  restless,  how  drifts 
and  how  untiring  is  time,  tiiough  the  fool  complains  ofhis  lingering!     He 
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rfMok  them  at  the  same  moment  bj  the  arm.  It  was  amusing  to  observe 
the  different  bias  of  their  returning  senses.  ^'  Help !  h^ !  To  arms  V*  cried 
the  knight,  and  leapt  upon  his  feet,  with  a  poignard,  hitherto  concealed, 
riiining  in  his  grasp,  his  eyes  staring ;  but  at  once  restored  to  his  senses, 
ifaHithing  his  weapon  like  one  ashamed  of  an  enthusiastic  transport,  he 
embraced  the  son  whom  he  loved  so  dearl j.  The  doctor,  slowly  turning 
Unoael^  exclaimed  with  a  dreary  and  protracted  yawn,  as  if  exhausted  by 
Imb  somniferoos  disputations,   ^*  The  word  cestas,  thus  mistakingly  ren- 

dsred "     But  seeing  the  wondering  looks  of  the  two  spectators  who 

bent  over  him,  yawned  a^ain— deeper,  longer,  and  wider  than  ever — 
lakbed  his  ejBB,  apologisea  for  the  length  of  his  sleep,  and  shaking  him- 
self with  the  reluctant  air  with  which  poor  man  resigns  the  cup  of  ob- 
KnoB  slowly  drawn  from  him,  and  of  which  no  draught  but  that  of  death 
be  too  deep,  looked  at  his  pleasant  lair,  and  exclaimed, 
Verily,  good  Sir  Charies,  canst  thou  help  me  to  the  time  ?  for  it 
eth  to  draw  near  to  that  hour  of  which  that  worthy  Arabian  gentle- 
says,  '  In  the  nighty  when  deep  sleep  falleth  upon  men.'  " 

*<  The  thne  is  past,  I  should  think,  by  the  deep  bass  you  have  kept  up 
to  the  light  treble  of  my  breathing,"  said  the  young  soldier,  unable  to 
swtrain  a  gibe  at  the  inconsistencies  of  an  amiable  character  so  strangely 
at  variance  with  the  scene  and  the  thoughts  which  crowded  in  his  mind. 
*AjmI  if  I  can  judge  aright  by  half  articulate  whisperings,  even  in 
your  dreams  you  have  been  digging  for  Hebrew  roots,  though  not,  I 
tenet,  in  that  barren  soil  where  the  adage  says  they  generally  grow ;  or 
you  were  engaged  in  a  hot  dispute  about  mat  knotty  word  cesttts,  on 
which,  some  four  hours  ago,  you  were  about  to  deliver  us  an  interesting 
diecoiu-se,  of  which  we  (aside,  fortunately),  hem !  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
keaxd  but  the  teat" 

^  You  do  too  madi  honour,  yovng  gentleman,  to  my  poor  learning, 
kot  a  disquisition  on  the  subject  I  certaiidy  have  written,  and  will  at  some 
eUBvenient  time  read  you." 

£nt  akeady  the  versatile  youth  grew  weaiy  of  the  good  man's 
iMBsngae,  aiid  exclaiming,  '^'Tis  midnight,"  blew  his  horn  shrilly. 
«  Xn£,  traH,  tBaku" 

A  pauae  of  a  moment  or  two,  as  if  men  were  arousing,  and  it  was 
enewered  nearer  and  louder  than  before.  In  another  moment,  a  tramp- 
ling and  crashing  was  heard  as  some  two  dozen  men  made  their  way 
ihnnigh  the  narrow  paths,  and  rang^  themselves  in  irregular  order  upon 
ihe  bank.  With  a  cheer  they  greeted  their  young  leader,  who,  grace- 
Uly  drawing  his  sword,  presented  it  to  his  father,  as  a  token  of  resigned 
command.     His  father  returned  it  him. 

*'  I  will  not  command  the  brave  fellows  your  own  loyalty  and  courage 
has  banded.  I  will  be  at  thy  right  hand,  will  temper  thy  headstrong 
emloar  in  the  charge,  and  urge  thee  to  fresh  exertions  when  thy  young 
lieart  is  damped  with  defeat." 

A  Imider  dieer  greeted  words  so  worthy  of  so  noble  a  father  and  so 
ksBve  a  son. 

.  £Fery  moment  peasants  poured  in,  armed  with  scythe,  and  pike,  and 
fbrky  .and  rude  goads,  and  rou^  arquebosses,  and  halberds  as  old  as 
Eliaabeth. 

^  What  tidings  bring  the  scouts  ?"  said  the  young  Cavalier  to  the 
oldest  man  of  his  troop  ;  '^  but  yonder  is  one ;  let  nim  speak  for  hureelf*" 
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As  he  spoke,  a  dwarfish  figure,  with  long,  ragged  black  hair,  and  keen 
eyes,  pushed  himself  forward,  with  all  the  seB-esteem  with  which  the 
deformed  seem  invested  by  kind  nature. 

"  I  have  not  been  near  Harlech  to-day,  good  sir ;  but  yester-night 
the  g^arrison  was  much  straitened,  so  one  of  their  deserters  told  me,  and 
they  had  barely  oatmeal  enough  in  half- rations  to  last  two  days  more ; 
ana  even  now  their  food  is  rats,  and  skins,  and  messes  of  the  weeds 
pulled  from  the  ramparts.  As  I  was  playing  the  harp  at  an  inn  by  the 
roadside,  I  saw  two  of  Mytton's  regiment  pass.  They  had  corselets  on, 
and  had  been  foraging,  but  they  took  no  heed  of  me." 

"  How  stands  the  country  disposed  towards  the  right  cause  ?**  said  the 
elder  knight. 

**  Well,  they  stay  but  for  the  rising,  and  the  word,  *  King  Charles  and 
the  Cavaliers  for  ever  !'  and  there'll  be  many  a  stout  fellow's  foot  in 
stirrup,  and  many  a  matchlock  taken  down  from  chimney-rest." 

"  The  array,  in  the  words  of  old  Ben,  is  '  somewhat  of  the  fewert* 
to  raise  a  siege,"  said  the  knight,  whispering  to  his  son  ;  ^'  but  we 
know  what  bold  hearts  have  done,  and  we  know  what  they  may  do 
again." 

"  But  there  is  no  time  for  delay,  if  we  march.  Let's  to  horse,"  cried 
the  young  man. 

'*  Stay,  stay,  master  general,"  said  his  father.  *'  Sergeant,  read  the 
roll-call." 

The  officer  read,  and  but  one  man  was  found  missing — '^Thonus 
Lewis,  better  known  as  Hardriding  Tom." 

"  Who  knows  anything  of  him  ?" 

No  one  answerea. 

*^  He  can't  have  turned  traitor.  A  soldier  says  he  has  taken  latdij  to 
say  his  prayers,  and  when  he  cursed  him  for  it,  and  said  there  was  enoagh 
time,  he  noped,  for  such  things   as  that,  and  asked   him  if  he  wai 

foing  to  turn  Puritan  and  join  Mytton  and  the  Rump,  he  told  him  to 
old  hb  foul  tongue,  or  he'd  slip  his  knife  between  his  ribs.  Perhaps  he's 
proved  traitor,  and  all  is  lost.  But  no  gloomy  forebodings.  The  fellow 
drinks  beer  as  if  he  was  at  a  continual  temiy*  and  is  thirsty  as  a  sand-bed. 
I'll  wager  forty  crowns  he's  dead  drunk  in  a  handful  of  straw  in  our  list 
hostel.  I  dare  swear  he's  drunk,  but  no  tndtor.  He'll  join  us  when  he 
hears  the  trumpet." 

Then,  ascending  the  highest  ground  overlooking  the  stream,  wboee 
roar  rendered  his  voice  inaudible  beyond  the  circle  of  the  little  band, 
noble  and  commoner  knelt  before  tne  holy  man,  as,  with  glowing  eye 
and  irrestrainable  emotion,  he  exclaimed, 

''  Let  God  arise — let  his  enemies  be  scattered — let  those  that  an 
mighty  flee  before  him." 

And  then  selecting  from  the  stores  of  his  memory  verses  suitable  to 
the  occasion,  he  continued,  after  a  moment's  pause, 

"  Plead  thou  my  cause,  O  Lord,  with  them  that  strive  against  me, 
and  fight  thou  against  those  that  6ght  against  me.  Lay  hand  upon  the 
shield  and  buckler,  and  stand  up  to  help  us.  Bring  forth  the  spear,  and 
stop  the  way  ag^nst  them  that  persecute  me." 

And  all  tne  people  assembled  cried  "  Amen." 

*  A  Welsh  drinking  revel. 
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But  never  on  earth  was  that  half-finished  prayer  to  be  concluded. 
Already  the  God  to  whom  they  prayed  had  frustrated  those  wishes,  which 
his  mercy  thought  unmeet  for  accomplishment. 

*^  Let  them  be  confouaded  and  put  to  shame  that  seek  Sir 

Charles — hush !  hush !  What  are  those  sparks,  like  the  fire-flies  of  His- 
paniola,  among  the  trees  that  crown  yonder  craggy  bank  ?  They  seem  to 
move,  and  flit,  and  come  nearer/' he  exclaimed;  ^'or  are  they  rather 
what  the  learned  call  faUing  stars?*'  suddenly  breaking  off,  and  pointing, 
with  outstretched  fingers,  to  the  objects  of  his  wonder  and  fear,  for, 
with  heads  bended,  none  but  himself  could  see  the  scene  around. 

"  The  Philistines  are  upon  us !"  cried  Sir  Charles,  with  a  shout,  as 
his  men  sprang  to  their  feet  and  grasped  their  arms. 

It  was  not  too  soon,  for  the  next  instant  pistol-shots,  and  the  distant 
clang  of  steel  was  heard,  followed  by  a  close  Yolley,  that  poured  upon 
them  irom  their  hitherto  ambushed  enemies,  who  now  showed  themselves 
in  thick  array  on  the  opposite  bank,  headed  by  an  oflicer,  who  appeared, 
from  his  plume,  rich  balaric,  and  proud  bearing,  to  be  of  rank. 

One  trooper  fell ;  a  bullet  had  struck  him,  and  toppling  from  the 
plateau  of  rock,  he  fell  into  the  torrent  beneath,  its  roar  concealing  the 
crash  made  by  his  descent  One  other  man  was  wounded  in  the  arm, 
but  could  still  handle  his  piece,  and  in  an  instant  the  scarf  of  the  young 
knight  had  bound  up  the  wound. 

At  a  glance,  the  experienced  eye  of  the  old  soldier  had  caught  the 
dangers  and  the  advantages  of  his  position. 

"  Doctor,"  he  cried,  "  ensconce  yourself  behind  that  jutting  point,  and 
keep  close.  Let  each  man  fall  behind  the  nearest  bush  or  slab  of  stone, 
and  reserve  his  fire,  for  there  is  hotter  work  ere  we  part." 

In  a  moment  every  man  had  disappeared,  as  if  they  had  sunk  into  the 
earth,  or  like  Roderick  Dhu's  clansmen,  but  not  before  the  fiery  young 
Hotspur,  whose  ardour  seemed  irrestrainable  as  that  of  a  war-horse  who 
so^its  the  battle,  had  snatched  a  musket  from  the  hands  of  a  trooper,  and, 
taking  deUberate  and  cool  aim,  fired  at  the  leader  of  the  Parliamentaiy 

Earty,  who,  shoutins;,  "  Who  is  on  the  Lord's  side — who  ?"  was  waving 
is  sword,  as  if  urgmg  his  men  to  some  deed  of  daring  from  which  they 
shrank. 

'<  A  murrain  on  the  fool !"  he  said.  "  I  saw  the  bullet  leap  from  his 
head-piece  as  a  hail-drop  would  skip  off  a  cabbage-leaf." 

"  Let  them  be  as  the  dust  before  the  wind,  and  the  angel  of  the  Lord 
scattering  them  !'*  cried  the  doctor,  peering  from  his  hiding-place,  but 
retreating  instantly,  as  a  stray  bullet  nearly  deprived  the  English  Church 
of  one  of  her  warmest  supporters. 
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Squashtail,  Bobbb,  and  Co.,  keep  the  mat  and  much-resorted-lo 
divan,  with  the  plate-glass  windows,  its  gilding,  and  its  paint,  its  easy. 
chairs,  and  iced  Seltzer  water  and  hock,  its  loun^ng  men  of  fashion  and 
used-up  roues,  which  rears  its  imposing  front  in  Regent-street :  lords  and 
''legs,  barristers  and  guardsmen, patrician  sand  moneyed  plebeians,  weie 
amongst  its  patrons.  It  was  this  nrm  that  always  compoimded  the  weD- 
known  Beaudysart  and  De  Winton  mixtures,  used  severally  by  the  peers 
of  those  names,  and  without  which  no  snuff-taker  ever  would  dare  produce 
his  box.  Their  latakia  and  bird's-eye  mixed,  was  inhaled  in  findj- 
mounted  meerschaums  by  every  keeper  of  terms  at  the  Temple,  or 
Oxonian  at  Christ  Church ;  while  their  cigars  obtained  such  an  Europen 
notoriety,  as  to  rank  in  fame  with  the  Great  Exhibition,  Mr.  Hobba,  the 
electric  telegraph,  Mr.  Paxton,  or  any  of  the  other  wonders  of  our  age. 

Times  had  changed  with  Squashtail.  There  had  been  an  era  when  he 
sold  cabbage-leaves  as  real  Havanuahs  in  a  little  bye-shop,  far,  far  away 
from  the  west,  to  the  counter-skippers  of  Oxford-street,  or  the  "  titmiee ' 
of  Regent-street ;  when  Mrs.  Squashtail,  who  had  long  black  ringlets,  and 
a  pale  and  oily  face,  used  to  hand  the  young  ''  gents"  a  straw  to  sudc 
their  brandies-and-waters  through,  and  coquette  with  her  eyes,  and 
chronicle  scandal  with  her  lips ;  when  they  had  a  Jew  traveller  to  solicit 
orders,  and  invariably  forgot  to  settle  his  hotel's  accoimt ;  but  we  write 
of  the  '^present,"  and  must  therefore  leave  the  ''past"  to  the  sesquepe- 
dalian  rhetoric  of  Mr.  Carlyle.  The  fruits  of  Mrs.  Squashtail's  marriage 
was  one  son,  Cecil  Percy  De  Winton,  called  after  the  nobleman  whose 
bond  the  tobacconist  held  as  security  for  money  lent ;  for  be  it  known 
that  Squashtail,  although  a  Gentile,  had  no  sort  of  compimction  at  lend- 
ing his  earnings  at  a  "  little" — say  forty  to  fifty  per  centage,  to  the  "  scions 
of  a  noble  race,"  who  were  formerly  wont  to  start  at  Crockford's,  and 
finally  pull  up  at  Boulogne.  The  youth  was  now  about  seventeen ;  he 
had  a  face — of  course  he  had — ^but,  by  a  face,  'tis  meant  it  was  neiiher 
one  thiog  nor  the  other ;  it  was  not  decidedly  handsome,  nor  yet  unques- 
tionably ugly ;  it  was  a  quiet,  stolid  countenance,  without  expression,  and 
certainly  deficient  of  any  intelligent  caste  (it  had  a  beautifully  curled  pair 
of  whiskers,  and  such  ambrosial  moustaches),  for  all  the  world  like  those 
one  beholds  on  the  wax  figures  in  Truefit's  windows,  or  the  "young 
gentlemen"  at  Swan  and  Edgar's,  although  of  course  the  latter  are  never 
allowed  to  sport  the  hirsute  upper  lip  that  garnished  our  youth,  much  as 
they  may  desire  it.  His  head  was  not  badly  formed,  nor  overburdened 
with  sense.  It  contained  a  smattering  of  Greek  and  Latin,  a  thorough 
knowledge  of  lords  and  dukes,  culled  from  the  pages  of  the  "  Peerage" 
and  his  father's  ledger,  a  thorough  abhorrence  of  the  shop,  and  a  good 
individual  opinion  of  Cornet  Cecil  Percy  De  Winton  Squashtail,  of  her 
Majesty's  Dragoons. 

Three  months  after  his  appointment  to  the  Heavies  he  swaggered  into 
the  barrack-square,  where  his  regiment  was  quartered,  in  a  dress  more  in 
accordance  with  his  own  taste  than  the  fashion  of  the  period.  He  wore 
a  bottle-green  Newmarket  cutaway  coat,  a  g^oom-like  waistcoat,  very 
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tight  trousers— which  he  had  already  learned  to  call  *^  ovvraUsy"  and  which 
would  have  heen  a  study  worthy  of  a  fellow  of  any  nyal  or  other 
eociety  to  know  how  he  got  into  them — a  bine  crayat  with  white  spots,  a 
mrrow-ibrimmed  hat,  a  ton  weight  of  channs  pendant  from  a  ^Id,  cahle* 
like  chain,  and  a  huge  stick  in  his  hand,  with  a  curiously  caDr?ed  head  £ar 
a  handle. 

'*  Good  morning,  gentlemen  ;  come  to  join,"  said  the  comet,  in  that 
fio^  off-hand  st^le  peculiar  to  commerOTd  travellers  and  yomig  lords  on 
Ae  stage.  The  coterie  he  addressed  was  Major  Bomioer,  an  offioer 
peonliarly  sensitive  of  his  dignity  and  rank ;  Captain  Howard  de  Hoskins, 
lAose  family  came  over  with  William  the  Conqueror,  and  was  himself 
woond  cousin  once  removed  to  the  Ekurl  of  Bareacres,  and  ^o  had  a 
mortal  antipathy  to  the  '^  mushrooms"  of  society,  declaring  they  ought  to 
bsve  a  regiment  set  apart  for  themselves — '^  Grad,  sb  I"  he  used  to  exclaim, 
"no  man  who  cannot  prove  that  three  generations  never  meddled  in 
tmde  ought  to  join  *  us ;'"  and  one  or  two  unfledged  comets,  who  were 
ready  to  go  whichever  way  the  wind  blew,  fully  coincided  in  this  sagacious 
opiniotL 

"  Ton  had  better  report  yourself  to  the  adjutant,  sir,"  observed  Major 
Bouncer,  with  all  the  aignity  of  his  dignified  position  in  the  corps. 

*•  Well,  well !  you  don't  give  a  fellow  time ;  the  prize-ring  gives  five 
seconds,  surely  you  give  more.  As  my  respected  governor  always  says, 
'  Hurry  no  man's  cattle,  for  you  may  some  day  have  a  jackass  of  your 
own. 

'^  De  Hoskins,  a  word  with  you,"  said  Major  Bouncer,  solemnly  lead- 
ing away  the  capttdn  by  the  arm,  and  leaving  Squashtail  looking  very 
mudi  Kke  a  clown  in  the  arena  of  a  circus. 

•*  You  have  astonished  our  major,"  said  Whiskerless ;  "  he  is  not 
aoenstomed  to  such  shocks." 

'*  He  will  be  jumping  down  your  throat,  spurs  and  all,"  said  lieutenant 
Scarlett,  '*  if  you  don't  take  care." 

*'  Oh^-o !"  said  Squashtail,  drawing  out  the  exclamation  to  a  tele- 
floopic  length.  *'  He  is  one  of  the  nohsy  I  suppose ;  one  of  your  tip-top 
tfswyer-sort  of  fellows,  eh  ?" 

**  He  will  tip-top  saw  you,  if  you  don't  look  out,"  replied  Whiskerless ; 
^  so  you  had  better  report  yourself  to  the  adjutant.  Tender  is  the  office, 
sod  you  can  join  us  afterwards  in  the  mess-room." 

^  Oh,  I  am  game  for  anything — any  one  thing  from  pitch  and  toss 
TO  to  manslaughter  !"  exclaimed  Squashtail,  while  a  gHnmier  of  scholastic 
obedience  at  the  Ticklehend  Academy  of  Dr.  Birch's  flitted  across  his 
Imnn,  and  made  him  bend  his  steps  towards  the  seat  of  justice  and  office, 
where,  by  his  mixture  of  impudence  and  conceit,  he  half-awed,  half- 
astonished  the  adjutant,  and  greatly  amused  the  clerks. 

This  piece  of  duty  over,  Squashtail  repaired  to  the  mess-room,  vidiere 
he  immediately  offered  to  '*  stand  Sam,"  as  he  elegantly  styled  it,  which, 
being  interpreted,  meaneth  paying  for  a  certain  quantity  of  champagne 
for  his  brother  subalterns'  luncheon. 

€rood  fellowship  and  liberality  being  the  leading  characteristics  of  the 
juvenile  members  of  the  army,  the  offer  was  met  with  considerable 
fovour,  that  went  far  to  propitiate  him  in  the  good  opinion  of  those 
present,  and  veil,  in  some  degree,  his  too  obvious  vulgaxify. 

2c2 
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In  no  community  is  the  morrow  so  strictly  left  to  take  care  of  itself 
as  in  every  branch  of  the  service ;  and  nowhere  is  the  purse,  the  loves, 
hopes,  and  the  woes  of  any  member  so  much  the  common  lot  ofallyas  in  t 
regiment ;  neither  in  any  other  class  does  the  same  £ratemity  ewty  nor 
the  same  desire  to  help  and  "  stick  by"  a  comrade,  whether  in  poverty  or 
in  sickness,  in  love  or  in  war,  in  the  bloody  siege,  the  battle-plain,  or 
youthful  escapade,  as  is  ever  the  case  with  the  British  soldier ! 

The  ^'  tiffin,"  stables,  and  other  duties  ended,  Macgregor  and  Wlliske^ 
less  proposed  to  the  new  comet  a  ^'  walk  down  town"  to  see  the  lioni 
and  beauties — ammate  and  inanimate-— of  the  city ;  accordingly,  link- 
ing in  their  arms,  the  trio  sallied  forth  on  their  voyag^e  of  *<  seeing 
and  being  seen,"  peepine  under  bonnets,  ogling  modest  women,  and 
exciting  the  rancour  of  the  radical  mechanics,  who  fully  believe  Aeir 
hard-wrung  taxes  keep  these  youths  in  their  ^'foine  clothes  and  great 
dinners." 

*'  Ah !  ah !  boys !"  exclaimed  a  living  prototype  of  the  late  ex-kbg 
and  tutor  Louis  Philippe,  in  the  person  of  Mr.  James  Marrowfat,  a  re- 
tired stocking-weaver — "  ah,  ah !  your  new  catch,  I  conclude.  Honoar 
to  make  his  acquaintance ;  come  boys,  come|( wheeze)  dinner,  six  sharps 
leg  of  mutton — cut-and-come-again  (wheeze) — fine  old  bottle  of  port— 
twenty-five — take  us  in  a  homely  (puff).  Cis,  Martha,  and  self — ^fiimilj 
party.     Come,  will  you,  Mr.  What-do-you-call-em  ?" 

"  Squashtail,  sir ;  Mr.  Marrowfat — Mr.  Squashtall  of  ours,"  said  Mac- 
gregor ;  whereupon  both  gentlemen  doffed  their  hats.  "  To-day  I  am 
sorry  I  am  engaged,  Mr.  Marrowfat,"  continued  Macgregor. 

'*  And  as  it  is  my  first  evening  at  mess,  I  trust  you  will  excuse  me, 
too,"  chimed  in  Squashtail ;  ^'  another  time,  sir,  I  shall  be  most  happy." 

^*  Oh,  boy,  do  as  you  like.  Well,  I'll  come  and  dine  with  you.  Take 
care  of  yourselves  (puff) ;  seven  ^our  hour,  eh  ?  (puff).  Ha !  ha !  ha!" 
And  the  stout  monster  went  rollmg  off  along  the  parade. 

'<  Snob !"  energetically  observed  Whiskerless,  on  his  friend  being  oat 
of  hearing. 

"Ay,  man!  I  don't  know  that,"  replied  Macgregor.  "He  gives 
you  a  capitally-dressed  plain  dinner,  and  means  the  civil ;  and  Cis  is  not 
so  bad- looking,  after  all  is  said  and  done.  However,  you  are  now  let  in 
£or  some  sixteen  shillings,  Squashtail,  for  he  drinks  and  eats  of  every- 
thing, this  new  acquaintance  you  have  made ;  but  you  can  take  it  out  in 
dinners  and  luncheons  at  his  *  Oakland  Willa' — as  he  persists  in  calling 
yonder  red-brick  house  without  a  tree  near  it — or  in  sheep's-eyes  at 
Martha." 

"  Thank  you ;  but  that  won't  matter  much,  for  I  have  money,  I  believe 
ye,  my  bu — oy.  But,  as  my  governor  says  of  all  you  Scotch,  their  only 
cry  is  '  God  bless  the  Duke  of  Argyll,'  and  '  Mony  a  mickle  makes  a 
muckle.' " 

<'  Your  governor,  as  you  call  him,  profited  by  those  aphorisms,  methink% 
man,"  sa^d  Macgregor,  "  or  hb  son  could  hardly  be  one  of  us.  Follow 
him  in  all  things,  and  don't  be  so  fou  as  to  mistake  a  milestone  for 
a  rubbing-post,  or  the  manners  of  a  gent  for  that  of  a  gentleman^  But 
let  us  change  a  saxpence  at  Miss  Blancmange's." 

Accordingly,  the  party  turned  into  the  confectioner's,  where  that  Hebe 
of  stale  tarts  and  cherry-brandy,  Miss  Blancmaoge,  presided  over  the 
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m^cacies  of  the  firm  who  purveyed  the  "sweeties"  and  the  "  toffy"  to 
Ae  javeniles,  and  the  route  cakes  and  jellies  to  those  of  maturer  age,  in 
that  city. 

"  Well,  really,  Captain  Whiskerless,  what  an  age  it  is  since  I  have  seen 
you  !"  exclaimed  Miss  Blancmange,  givin?  the  comet  hrevet  rank  at 
once,  and  rolling  her  eyes  in  a  most  languishing  fashion  ;  *'  where  have 
you  been  ?" 

"  Oh !  why  ?  oh  !  Town,  of  course.  The  Wragemphamish  was  my 
direction,  the  Exhibition,  the  opera,  and  bed,  besides  Bob  Crofb's  and  the 
Cas,  and  our  smoking-room — my  occupation — ^but,  like  that  of  Othello's, 
it  is  eonenow;  and  so  is  my  heart,  dear  girl — metempsychosis — right 
straight  into  your  body.'' 

**  Really,  captain,  you  are  like  the  rest  of  you  military  gent^ — ^you 
flatter  so/'  said  the  young  lady,  coquettishly  n^ling  her  cheek  on  her 
left  shoulder.     "  Have  you  seen  Miss  Crabtree  to-day  ?" 

"  No^  of  course  not ;  why  should  I  ?"  said  Whiskerless,  blushing  purple. 

**  Because  the  whole  town  says  you  are  going  to  marry  her,  and  what 
everybody  says  must  be  true  ;  although  there  are  some  curious  tales  of 
her  wallang  with  a  certain  Lancer  captain  down  shady  lanes,  and  by  bub- 
Uing  brooks  ;  and — and — her  father,  you  know,  kept  the  Pig  and  Whistle 
in  this  town  once — oh,  yes;  and  her  mother— why  ! — she  died  suddenly 
^most  folks  said  it  was — 'em !  drink.  Then  Jenny  Jumps,  too,  you 
know,  the  milliner  in  High- street,  is  her  cousin,  and  Bessy  Carter,  whose 
fiather  is  steward  to  Lord  Downeythorpe,  is  some  relation  ;  and  as  to  her 
money,  that  is  all  puff,  like  yonder  tipsy-cake." 

Now,  my  very  dear  and  kind  reader,  be  it  known  there  is  nothing  that 
can  inflict  so  severe  a  wound  on  our  amour  propre  as  to  know  and  to  be 
told  that  we  have  set  our  affections  upon  some  one  beneath  us  in  family, 
in  tOTij  or  in  "our  set,"  whether  we  be  of  the  sterner  or  of  the  fairer 
■ex ;  for,  believe  it,  kind  fellow,  there  is  as  much  fashion  in  love  as  there 
is  in  a  ball-room,  in  a  carriage,  or  in  a  coat ;  and  with  many  a  pang  of 
sorrow,  ay,  and  with  many  a  gulp  of  disgust  and  despair,  the  youthful 
viscount  "  leads  to  the  hymeneal  altar  the  accomplished  daughter,"  as  the 
Morning  Post  has  it,  of  old  Steward  Macdonnell,  the  iron-master,  that 
her  large  dowry  may  patch  up  the  diminished  rental  of  the  old  earl's 
estate  ;  or  the  fair  Lady  Georgiana,  or  beautiful  Lady  Blanche,  gives 
her  hand  to  "  Turamus,"  the  rich  and  only  son  of  some  East  Indian  or 
railway  director,  that  by  his  political  interest  he  may  prop  up  some  fallen 
dynasty,  or  strengthen  some  ambitious  power !  The  pill  is  bitter,  though 
it  is  gilt ! 

To  be  in  love  with  a  girl  whose  mother  died  with  spirituous  consola- 
tion in  her  heart  instead  of  spiritual ;  whose  father  presided  over  taps 
and  doctored  wines,  and  whose  avocation  is  always  associated  with  that  of 
sinners  ;  to  be  son-in-law  of  a  publican,  and  cousin  to  a  milliner,  was 
more  than  could  be  borne  by  a  comet  of  Heavies,  and  son  and  heir  to  an 
old  Yorkshire  family.  The  Hebe  of  tarts  had  most  effectually  frustrated 
the  fair  Crabtree's  hopes,  and  swamped  all  affection — if  there  was  any 
real — in  Whiskerless's  nature. 

Verily  to  him  she  spoke  "  poniards,  and  every  word  stabs  ;"  so,  after 
damaging  one  or  two  other  ladies'  reputation,  the  party  strolled  back  to 
barracks. 
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On  the  parade  they  again  encountered  Marrowfat,  and  in  Higb-straat 
8a;w  the  identical  Jenny  Jumps  holding  "  sweet  converse"  with  a  Boiweom 
of  the  name  of  Slobberly ;  and  in  George-street  they  shook  hands  wildi 
Miss  Clara  Layine,  prhmere  dansetue  of  the  theatre,  who  looked  extiemdy 
dirty,  and  her  dress  very  dowdy-genteel,  and  very  different  to  when  she 
was  on  the  stage,  and  she  sold  them  a  few  tickets  for  her  benefit ;  and  then 
they  met  the  Scotch  surgeon  and  the  two  Misses  Lovelace,  who  weie 
always  after  the  military  ;  and  the  red-faced,  joUy-looking  post  captaiii, 
who  nad  the  pretty  daughter. 

At  seven  the  mess-dinner  was  served,  and  Marrowfat  arrived  with,  a 
Captain  Something,  who  was  in  the  militia,  and  a  capital  cricketer  aud 
compounder  of  milk-punch.     He  was  invariably  somehody^s  '*  friend"  it 
mess  once  or  twice  a  week.     One  or  two  others  also  made  their  appea^ 
ance,  and  then  dropped  in  the  officers,  and  dinner  began.     Whiskadba 
drank  champagne  with  our  hero,  and  Macgregor,  and  Grig,  and  Sqmlki^ 
and  the  captain  of  militia ;  while  Major  Bouncer,  with  becoming  dignity, 
took  Badnungton  with  him,  and  little  Waddlehead,  Moselle,  and  Doctor 
Armpit  and  raymaster  Discount,  sherry ;  and  after  dinner,  De  Hoskini^ 
in  a  cold,  but  neat  speech,  proposed  his  health,  and  he  had  to  sstaa 
thanks ;  until  the  considerable  quantity  of  heavy  vnne  and  '^military  stinger" 
made  him  feel  so  very  jolly,  and  thmk  it  was  the  happiest  day  of  hb 
life,  when  they  adjourned  to  the  ante-room,  and  a  few  choice  spizits 
gathered  round  the  fire,  and  had  cigars  and  brandies-and-waters,  sad 
Doctor  Armpit  told  his  "  good"  stories,  which  neither  reflected  cvedit 
upon  his  grey  hairs,  nor  morality  to  his  years ;  and  Squiller  sang  a 
rollicking  song ;  and  Grrig  a  licentious  parody  t^n  some  beautiful  air  of 
the  day,  until  our  hero  beg^  to  fancy  the  read  of  Elysian  fialdB  was 
now  presented  to  his  view ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  that  his  chair  begaa 
to  rock,  and  his  brain  to  swim,  he  would  not  have  changed  places  wiidi 
imperial  Jove  himself.     But  these  eccentric  movements  on  the  part  ef 
his  head  and  chair  increasing,  he  made  a  lurch  and  a  kick,  and  soossd 
down  upon  the  sofa,  where  a  complete  film  came  over  his  eyes,  and  a  pain 
in  his  chest,  and  he  begun  to  fancy  himself  Arthur  Duke  of  Wellington, 
married  to  the  squatter,  Mrs.  Hicks,  and  about  to  lead  on  armias  to 
death  or  victory ;  and  then  came  a  singing  in  his  ears,  and  then  a  chons 
of  ''  Rule  Britannia,"  and  he  fell  asleep  and  knew  no  more.      •      •     * 

Next  morning  he  was  very  ill.  The  waiter  of  the  George  and 
Dragon  attended  him  early  with  bitter  beer  and  soda  water,  and  he  had 
to  have  devilled  chickens  and  Yarmouth  bloaters  at  a  three  o'dodk 
breakfast,  and  had  to  send  an  excuse  to  barracks  for  his  non-appeamce 
that  day,  and  began  to  think  that,  after  all  was  said  and  done,  soldieiing 
had  its  pains  as  well  as  its  pleasures.  The  following  day,  by  dinA  of 
tonics  and  a  good  night's  sleep,  he  managed  to  get  up,  as  well  as  gsft 
himself  up,  so  as  to  become  respectable  and  presentable  to  the  lieotenamfcr 
colonel. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Squashtail,"  said  Colonel  Wookombe,  a  tall^  tlan 
man,  with  hollow  cheeks  and  black  hair,  and  a  Spanish  caste  of  oonat' 
tenance,  bringing  up  his  two  forefingers  to  his  forage-cap  as  a  salute* 

"Good  morning,  sir;  how  do  you  do? — fine  day!     Been  very  stedy""^ 
nnce  I  have  come  here— Kipper's  hot,"  said  the  comet,  in  a  loud  voioa. 

"  Unwell  ?    There  has  been  a  good  deal  of  illness  going  about  Jateljy' 
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and  the  colonel,  in  qmet  tones^  and  arching  his  eyebrows  in  astonishment 
at  the  young  gentleman's  slang  parianoe.     '^  Fond  of  hunting  ?'' 

^^Oh,  very !"  exclaimed  Sqnashtail,  who  had  no  idea  of  it  beyond  Astley's* 
<'  Like  shooiuigP' 

*^  Oh,  capital  fun !"  replied  Sqnashtail,  who  had  once  been  to  see  a 
matdi  at  the  Red  House. 

^  Axe  you  a  good  shot  ?"  asked  the  colonel. 

'^  Pretty  fieur — tol-lol,  coloael,"  said  the  comet,  who  used  to  pop  at 
sparrows  at  school  with  a  pocket-pistol. 

*^  You  get  good  shooting  and  hunting  at  this  quarter.     The  neigh- 
bourhood is  very  civil,  and  the  hounds  very  good,''  said  Colonel  Wool- 
oombe,  in  languid  tones.     ^*  Got  any  changers  ?'' 
«  No." 

"  Oh ! — ^humph !  My  wi£B  has  got  a  nice  riding-horse  she  wants  to 
part  with.  It  would  make  you  a  good  charger;  don't  you  think  it 
would,  Hoddns  ?" 

'<  The  very  thing,"  replied  the  captain,  as  a  matter  of  course ;  and  that 
matter  dropped. 

Now,  in  this  distinguished  corps  of  which  we  are  now  narrating,  any  of 
oar  readers,  by  turning  to  the  '^  Army  List,"  might  see  that  the  senior 
anbaltem  was  Mr.  Thirlby,  and,  moreover,  by  a  reference  to  the  dates  of 
his  commissions  with  those  of  others,  might  also  see  he  had  been  r&* 
peatedly  purchased  over  by  his  juniors.  Thirlby  had  commenced  life  with 
every  bright  prospect  before  lum — wealth,  health,  and  family — but,  ere 
twiehre  months  had  elapsed,  in  '^  one  fell  swoop"  everything  was  carried 
away.  His  father  had  speculated,  and  was  ruined.  The  comet  imme* 
diat^y  exchanged  to  an  Lidian  regiment,  and  the  profession  which  he 
had  commenced  merely  for  amusement,  must  henceforward  be  the 
drudgery  of  labour.  He  was  a  soured,  disappointed,  cynical  man.  He 
served  m  India  some  time;  he  exchanged  back  to  England;  he  had 
zetumed  his  name  for  purchase  as  a  cornet^  and  taken  a  douceur  to  with- 
draw it,  and,  when  senior  subaltern,  had  again  seized  the  pistol  of  regula- 
tkm,  and  cried  *'  stand  and  dehver  "  to  diose  enmlous  for  a  troop.  He  was 
a  fiist-rate  player  at  billiards,  had  a  happy  knack  of  turning  up  the  king 
at  ecartif  and  could  sell  a  horse  as  well  as  any  man. 

Hn  wife  was. a  brunette,  and  still  very  handsome  :  large  dark  eyes,  good 
complexion,  and  forehead  of  alabaster  whiteness,  over  which  was  parted 
long  raven  tresses.  Her  father  had  been  a  commander  in  the  navy,  and 
xmn  away  with  a  noted  singer  from  one  of  the  opera-houses,  for  which 
inconsiderate  act  he  had  been  denounced  by  his  funily,  his  promotion 
neg^iected,  and  himself  forgot ;  so,  in  a  fit  of  dbgust,  he  thraw  up  his 
piofesaion,  and  settled  in  the  south  of  France  upon  his  half-pay.  It  was 
then  melancholy  to  see  how  soon  they  discovered  that  trite  aphorism,  '^  that 
wiien  poverty  comes  in  at  the  window  love  quickly  flies  out."  Both  had  led 
a  Ufe  of  excitement ;  both  had  known  the  meed  of  applause,  of  authcmty, 
and  of  flatteiy ;  and  both  were  utterly  unsuited  for  me  humdrum  of  the 
domestic  henrth.  He  longed  for  the  days  when  the  '' hearts  of  oak" 
sprang  to  his  command  for  the  boarding  or  the  engagement,  for  the 
terrors  of  the  storm,  or  the  beauties  of  the  calm ;  she  sighed  for  that 
tiiiie  when  her  voice  thrilled  through  every  soul,  when  avalandies  of 
bouquets  bestrewed  the  stage,  or  when  urged  to  greater  efibrta  at  the 
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opera-house  by  the  sweet  applause  of  lovely  women,  or  the  loud  braves 
of  courtly  gallants.  Deserted  by  friends,  neglected  by  relations,  the 
habits  of  the  cockpit  and  green-room  unforgot,  they  drowned  their  regrets 
and  sorrows  in  that  great  refuge  for  the  destitute — the  bottle  ! 

The  children  were  of  course  brought  up  in  the  hard  school  of  adversity^ 
The  village  pretre  g^ve  them  a  stammering  of  Latin  and  French,  and  an 
English  lady  resident  there  endeavoured  to  do  her  best  to  eradicate  the 
pernicious  example  of  their  parents,  while  their  mother  cared  only  to 
cultivate  their  natural  talent  for  music  and  singing.  At  eighteen  years 
of  her  ag^  their  second  daughter,  Emily,  was  consigned,  with  some  few 
other  young  ladies,  to  the  care  of  the  captain  of  a  ship  to  that  very  best 
of  matrimonial  marts— our  Indian  empire.  Now,  aboard  this  ship  was 
Comet  Thirlby)  on  his  voyage  to  rejoin  his  regiment  in  the  Bengal 
Presidency.  He  was  struck  with  the  great  beauty  and  simplicity  of 
Emily,  paid  her  marked  attention,  proposed,  and  was  accepted.  F(» 
fear,  however,  any  lovelorn  or  adventurous  reader  of  the  masculine  sex 
might  deem  it  fitting  to  essay  a  voyage  in  one  of  these  ships  for  a  like 
purpose,  and  with  matrimonial  feelings  for  a  like  issue,  we  take  leave  to 
observe  that  it  does  not  always  follow  because  he  might  be  accepted  by 
one  of  these  fair  voyageurses^  therefore  he  was  to  marry  her — far  from  it, 
for  these  fair  damsels  were  sent  out  upon  that  particular  mission,  '*  to  get 
husbands,"  but  not  soldiers  or  sailors,  or  even  young  John  Companies, 
but  rich,  old,  liverless,  yellow-faced  nabobs,  with  lacs  of  rupees,  palaces, 
coolies,  Arabs,  elephants,  palanquins,  and  all  the  other  Eastern  luxuries. 

Flirtations  always  occur  aboard  ship,  and  perhaps  one  young  lady 
may  be  engaged  twice  or  three  times  during  the  voyage  out ;  but  that  is 
all  iorjun — simply  pour  passer  le  temps — nothing  more,  the  mad  wags— 
so  go  to ! 

The  love  and  attentions  of  Thirlby  came  so  unexpectedly  upon  Emily, 
who  had  been  all  her  life  used  to  nothing  but  the  reproaches  and  buffets 
of  her  lost  parents  (who  in  their  drunken  squabbles  vented  their  spleen  on 
their  children),  that  raised  such  intense  emotions  in  her  bosom,  and  such 
feelings  of  love,  that  she  now  felt  for  him  she  would  have  passed  through 
fire  and  water,  or  even  the  barbarous  ordeal  of  the  hideous  Juggernaut. 
From  his  lips  she  had  first  heard  the  words  of  kindness  and  sympathy ;  be 
had  soothed  her  griefs,  and  taught  her  she  had  a  heart,  and  had  now  one 
object  in  life.  "  Him  whom  to  love,  is  to  obey,"  sings  our  gp:eat  Milton ; 
henceforwards  by  marriage  she  would  become  "  the  God  in  him,"  hb 
slave,  his  worshipper,  his  creature !  So,  utterly  regardless  of  splenetic  old 
gentlemen  without  any  livers  at  all,  and  their  ingots  of  gold,  and  fine 
palaces,  and  myriads  of  slaves,  she  sacrificed  all  for  the  sake  of  the  hand- 
some soldier  and  his  humble  bungalow,  and  on  their  arrival  at  Calcutta 
were  made  man  and  wife. 

Some  time  after  Squashtail  had  joined,  and  still  without  chargers,  for 
he  was  not  gomg  to  be  "  done"  by  the  colonel's  horses,  or  buy  on  any 
one's  advice  but  his  own,  a  very  pretty  three-cornered,  peach-coloured 
note  arrived,  requesting  our  hero  s  company  to  dinner  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Thirlby,  which  he  was  too  happy  to  accept. 

"  Henry  tells  me  you  are  still  in  want  of  chargers.     I  want  to 
with  Alonzo,"  said  Mrs.  Thirlby,  rising  from  the  pianoforte,  where  sh 
had  been  playing  a  beautiful  and  sentimental  air. 
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''Ah!  nice  horse,"  said  Squashtail,  whose  mild  heart  was  entranced 
by  the  singing  and  beauty  of  the  fair  speaker. 

**  Oh,  he  is  such  a  dear  horse,"  said  Mrs.  Thirlby,  looking  our  hero 
full  in  the  face,  until  he  blushed  a  deep  red,  and  was  sure  she  was  despe- 
rately in  love  with  him.  "  He  can  gallop  so  fast,  you  would  win  all  the 
races  in  the  Fhcenix  when  we  go  to  Dublin." 

Visions  of  himself  in  a  silk  jacket  and  white  leathers,  and  ladies  look- 
ing on,  and  Mrs.  Thirlby's  "  own  horse,"  flitted  across  his  bram.  He 
would  have  the  horse  at  any  cost,  and,  accordingly,  next  morning  he  did 
-^price  a  hundred  g^uineas. 

To  tell  you  the  horse  was  "  a  screw,"  would  be  to  tell  you  the  truth— 
to  tell  you  the  colonel  discovered  it,  and  would  not  pass  mm — to  tell  you 
Squashtail  found  himself  "  done" — and  to  tell  you  that  he  wrote  home  to 
his  father,  after  selling  Alonzo  for  fifteen  pounds  five  shillings,  for  more 
money  to  buy  another,  is  simply  to  tell  you  what  did  occur. 

Tobias  Squashtail  was  furious  and  mad  with  ire,  like  unto  a  caged 
hyena  when  first  taken  firom  his  native  lairs.  He  fumed,  snorted,  splut- 
tered, and  wrote, 

"  My  dear  Son,— 
**  When  I  put  you  into  a  regiment,  I  thought  you  a  boy  of  sense — I 
see  now  you  are  a  fool.  You  ask  me  for  money  to  buy  a  charger — I  will 
send  you  none.  Your  pocket  has  already  suffered  by  the  blandishments 
of  a  syren,  perchance  your  character  and  heart  may  next.  You  will 
immediatelyy  upon  receipt  of  this  communication,  make  arrangements  to 
leave  your  regiment  by  exchange,  otherwise  I  shall  stop  your  allowance, 
and  cut  you  off  with  a  shilling.  When  you  have  left  the  regiment,  I 
shall  commence  an  action  against  the  monsters. 

**  Your  affectionate  father, 

**  Tobias  Squashtail." 

"  To  cut  you  off  with  a  shiUing^  is  a  very  common  and  prettily 
rounded  sentence  of  our  playwrights.  A  blue-coated,  gouty,  testy  old 
gentleman,  who,  shaking  his  stick,  with  a  voice  hoarse  and  broken  ^m 
gin  and  influenza,  uses  that  threat  towards  his  scapegrace  nephew ;  but 
then  we  all  know,  before  the  end  of  the  third  act,  by  the  interference  of 
some  Abigail,  or  the  influence  of  an  equally  improbable  person,  he  will 
dasp  this  nephew  to  his  heart,  forgive  him,  leave  him  everything  he  has, 
and  let  him  marry  whom  he  will.  Our  novelists,  too,  are  not  wholly  in- 
imical to  the  words;  but  there,  again,  the  old  gentleman  has  either  a  Miss 
Bayley  to  appear  to  him,  or  he  dies  with  the  pen  in  his  hand  as  he  is  sign- 
ing his  unjust  will,  or  he  leaves  it  to  a  female  cousin,  who  has  been  long 
engaged  privately  to  the  disinherited  youth.  But  in  sober,  jog-trot  prose, 
every-day  life,  "  Cut  you  off  with  a  shilling,"  when  uttered  by  enraged 
fathers,  means  it  as  much  as  ever  any  one  of  the  unchangeable  laws  of  the 
Medes  and  Persians,  more  particularly  in  the  instance  of  Squashtail, 
who,  before  many  weeks  were  over,  exchanged  into  the  Hussars. 

As  soon  as  Squashtail,  senior,  saw  his  son  appointed  to  the  Hussars,  he 
sought  for  his  old  friend  Jack  Lynx,  a  low,  clever,  thieves'  lawyer,  and 
laid  the  case  before  him,  and  asked  for  advice.  Lynx  hummed  and 
hawed,  and  turned  over  one  or  two  books;  did  not  know  whether  the  price 
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constitated  awairanty,  and  recommended  counsel's  opinion*;  and  accord- 
ingly an  elaborate  case  in  folio  sheeta  was  drawn  out  for  Six.  Jonas  Brief* 
leas  to  advise  upon,  and  he  replied  in  red  ink: 

'^  CA8B — BB  SQUA8BTAIL. 

'^  I  am  of  opinion,  that  if  a  horse:  is  unsound  by  curba^  spayins,  wind- 
socking,  crib -biting,  it  constitutes  unsoundness  and  vice  combined.  Cvabs 
and  spavins  are  unsoundnessi  wind-sucking  and  crib-biting  can  be  either 
rice  or  unsoundness — unsoundness  is  unsoundness,  vice  is  vice.  Vuk 
Pennyfeather  v.  Livesey,  Russ.,  122,  and  Edwards  v,  Yorigohn,  p.  I,  and 
p.  648.  Coven  is  fraud ;  fraud  is  actionable.  Twopenny  v,  Vignols, 
4  Ruas.,  301,  and  the  venue  can  be  changed*  Kthe  horse  is  unaomid 
and  under  legal  jurisdiction,  he  is  unsound.  If  he  is  not  under  the  power 
of  the  law,  the  case  is  not  actionable.  He  is  either  sound  or  unsmind. 
A  verdict  can  be  g^ven  to  either  plaintiff  or  defendant^  as  the  jury  may 
decide. 

*^  J*  BBIBII.B0& 

"  Lincoln's  Inn,  July  4,  18—." 

And  upon  this  very  Apollo-like,  Delphi-sort  of  orado)  an  action  wss 
commenced  at  a  southern  city's  assizes,  and  '^  SquashtaU  versus  Thirlbf 
WAS  the  "  household  word"  for  many  a  day,  previous  and  afiber,  in  tha 
world  8  mouth. 

The  trial  was  brought  on.  Serjeant  Titmarsh  was. for  the  pxoseoation, 
Mr.  Sledgehammer  for  the  defence.  It  was  beautifully  ai^giied  on  bolk 
sides,  the  judge  summed  up,  and  a  verdict  was  retumea  for  the  dap 
fendant. 

There  was  a  great  dearth  of  news  just  then  in  the  country.     Uneee- 
legged  babies  were  at  a  discount,  gpooseberries  were  out  of  season,  France 
had  been  quiet  for  a  whole  month ;  Bishop  Cahill  had  not  tumbled  or 
amused  the  Irish  company  for  a  week,  murder  was  quite  out  of  fiuhion,  and 
the  Bloomers  were  the  only  bloom  '^  on  the  tree."  What  a  glorious  stalk, 
dien,  was  a  fine,  live,  full-pay  lieutenant !  They  had  caught  him,  and  than 
must  be  a  grand  wony  and  whoop.     The  press  danced  around  him  like 
some  savage  tribe  of  Illinois  Indians  or  Bosjesmen  would  around  a  deToted 
dative.     They  paudored  to  the  radical  taste;  they  tickled  the  curioail^ 
of  young  ladies,  indio  are  always  so  anxious  to  know  what  is  going  on  in  a 
barrack ;  they  frightened  old  ladies  as  they  sat  over  their  tea  and  tab- 
bies, and  even  spread  die  contagion  of  fear  to  the  city  fundholders !  Thmr 
raked  up  bygone  grievances  and  esci^>ades  of  the  regiment  when  Marl- 
borough was  a  man  upon  town,  and  Abercrombie  a  Uttle  boy,  and  ooa 
Thiriby  baring  fig^ured  in  the  "Newgate  Calendar^  as  a  forger,  and  an^ 
other  mdiridiml  of  that  name  having  appeared  in  a  very  disreputable 
light  as  a  public  officer  of  the  Indian  state.     The  press,  with  that  jump  — 
for.  which  it  is  sa  conspicuous,,  came  to  the  conclusion  that  both 
men  must  necessarily  be  related  to  the  lieutenant.     Excitement  was 
its  highest,  and:  ev^i  Xho. Illustrated  Busy  Bse  had  despatched  an 
to  take  his  likeness,  and  the  Ejsyhale  Reporter  gave  his  memcnrs,  whi< 
were  about  as  true  as  the  <' History  of  HerodotuS|!'  or  the  «  Tales  o£  thai 
Ajrabian  Nights,"  when  one^  day  a  short,,  stout  little  gentiemaot^  widi  givjT^ 
twinkling  eyes  and  red.i;riiiskfii8,  called  upon,  Mr.  Tmrll^ 
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^  Beg  pardon^  sir — Mr.  Sydney  Fortescue,  sir.  I  am  connected,  air, 
mdk  the  Military  Blunderiuss  and  Nautioal  Broadsidery  sir — sub- 
editor, sir,"  said  the  little  man,  presenting  his  card. 

"  Then  d — a  your  impudenoe,^  sir,**  said  Thirlby,  in  a  gieat  rage,  "  I 
siqipoee  you  are  one  of  the  cuis  that  have  been  propagating  those  lies  and 
libeis  about  me  Y^ 

<<  Beg  pardon,  sir,  the  Blunderbuss  has  remained  neutral,  sir.  Our 
paper,  sir,  upholds  the  dignity  of  our  fleets  and  armies,  and  never,  siiv- >^ 
never  will  it  pander  to  a  base  and  vitiated  taste.  Our  circulation,  sizv 
la 

'^  Oh!  I  don't  want  to  hear  a  prospectus  of  your  paper,"  said  Thidiby« 
"  What  do  you  want,  then  ?" 

'^ Truth,  sir,  truth!"  said  the  sub-editor,  energedcally,  ''foom  your 
own  lipa,  sir.  The  matter  shall  be  worked  up  into  a  leader,^  sb,  and  that 
leader,  waf^d  as  it  will  be  to  ev^ry  shore  where  the  English  tongue  ia 
known  and  read,  will  crush  your  vile  calumniators  to  atoms,  sir,  and 
make  your  enemies  bite  the  dust.     Our  circulation,  sir " 

'*  Oh!  d — n  that  circulation,"  said  Thirlby;  and  then  proceeded  to  give 
his  own  verson  of,  and  colounng  to,  the  story,  while  Mr.  Fortescue  took 
down  the  same  in  short-hand. 

^AhemJ  sir,"  coughed  the  sub-editor,  when  it  was  concluded— 
"  ahem,  sir — a  few  copies,  I  suppose,  sir  ?" 

**  Yea — one,  or  two  you  may  send,^'  siaid  Thirlby. 

^  One  or  two,  sir!     General  number  two  hundred,  sir !" 

"  Two  hundred !  I  am  not  a  collector  of  waste  paper,  nor  contraet  for 
lining  portmanteaus.  Two  hundred !  what  am  I  to  do  with  two  hundred 
copies  r'  said  the  lieutenant,  in  astonishment. 

^^  Two  hundred  copies — sixpence  each — five  pounds,  or.  If  yoO'  give 
me  the  amount,  sir, 'I  can  send  you  as  few  as  you  please,  sir— distribute 
aome  gratis,  sir,  if  you  wish ;  but  gentlemen  are  not  particular,  sir,  when 
tbeir  honour  and  character  are  at  stake,  sir.  What  is  Ave  pounds  ?  As 
Shaki^ieare  says,  sir,  *•  but  he  who  steals  from  me  that ' " 

"Ob,  hang  Shakspeare!  Well,  there  is  the  five  pounds—send  me 
three  copies,"  said  Thirlby. 

^  Thflmk  you,  sir !"  said  the  little  man,  and  bowing  obsequiously,  left 
the  room. 

On  the  following  Saturday  such  a  slashing  article  i^peared  in  the 
MUiiary  Blunderbuss  and  JsauHcal  Broadsider — such  acerbity  of  lan- 
guage, and  gall,  and  bitterness  of  spirit,  as  we  only  see  in  the  brotherly 
Xome  and  Christian  charity  that  an  Iriah  Catholic  prelate  writes  in  to  hia 
farothec  the  Protestant  one,  or  are  fulminated  in  the  doctrines  of  the 
"•very  reddest"  of  the  "  Mountain"  in  Paiiai 

People  read  with,  amazement  the  story,  and  began  to  think  what  a 
Iter  they  had  admitted  within  th«r  threshold,  and  doubted  which 
meet  steeped  in  crime  and  iniquity,  Greenacre,  B^ish,  Mrs^  Mannings 
or  Squashtail;  while  the  poor,  miserable  Thirlby  was  held  up  as  a  martyr 
o£  that  public  opinion,  whose  mad  and  wild  career  had  swamped  every 
attribute  of  justice,  truth,  and  law !  Old  ladies  of  the  Mrs.  Fry  and 
Lady  Creamley  school  sent  him  anonymous  consolation  under  his  aore 
and  one  or  two,  mora  zealous  than  the  reat^  baskots  of  fiowan^ 
and  chooolato  com/SWe. 

these  eiv«Dt8«wim»  pro^gressiiig  and  xMehing  iheir  oHmaai^ 
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Squashtail,  senior,  sat  fuming,  snorting,  puffing,  and  blowing  at  the 
downfal  of  his  good  name,  while  his  son  wandered  down  the  sunny  side- 
of  Piccadilly  a  spectre  "  of  a  mind  diseased." 

Now,  among  their  customers  and  creditors  there  was  not  a  more  un- 

Sunctual  one  in  money  matters  than  Captain  OTlarty,  of  the  Knock- 
errydown  Militia.  He  would  order  any  number  of  cigars,  and  give  hia 
name  to  any  bond  in  the  world,  but  he  had  never  any  ready  money  to 
pay  either  his  bill  or  his  interest.  His  "  rints"  were  never  paid — they 
never  ai*e  in  Ireland. 

"  Good  morning,  me  little  hero,"  said  OTlarty,  cordially  shaking 
Squashtail  by  the  hand.  "  The  top  of  the  morning  to  you ;  they  are 
hard  on  you,  the  blackguards  of  the  press." 

"  It  is  a  bad  business,  and  nothing  but  lies  and  libels,''  said  Squash- 
tail,  mournfully.     ^'  It  is  bad  enough  to  be  knocked  down  for  being  w- 
fool,  but  it  is  hard  to  be  kicked  for  falling." 

."  Don't  despair,  me  little  Alexander.  I'll  be  your  frind,  and  we  will 
just  step  over  to  the  office  of  the  paper,  and  see  if  I  won't  be  after  lar- 
ruping the  great  big  blackguard  of  an  editor.  Come,  me  boy — Foi^-a- 
ballagh  !"  said  OTlarty,  linking  his  arm  within  Squashtail's ;  and  they 
bent  their  way  to  the  office  of  the  Blunderbuss, 

'*  I  want  to  see  the  editor  himself,*'  said  O'Flarty,  bending  and 
straightening  a  heavy  cutting  whip. 

**  1  am  the  editor,"  said  Mr.  Pomponius  Nobis,  slowly — a  thin,  raare^ 
man,  in  a  black  suit,  white  cravat,  and  hair  care^lly  combed  bac^  nom 
his  forehead. 

'*  Faix,  sir!  did  ye  write  that  article  about  me  respected  frind,  Captain' 
Squashtail?" 

*^  Sir !  the  editorial  we  is  sacred,"  said  Pomponius,  cringing  behind  his 
desk. 

"  Did  ye  write  the  article,  yer  big  blackguard?"  thundered  O'Flarty. 

**  Sir,  the  great  Junius  has  written  in  imperishable  words,  *  Let  it 
be  impressed  upon  your  minds,  let  it  be  instilled  into  your  childrMi, 
that  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  the  palladium  of  all  the  civil,  political,  and 
religious  rights  of  an  Englishman.'  " 

"  Faix,  sir !  I  don't  want  to  hear  what  Mr.  Janus — though  I  thought 
he  spoke  in  Latin — said.  He  was  a  double-faced  villain  like  yourselfr 
sir.     Did  ye  write  the  article  ?" 

"  Sir,  you  intimidate  the  press ;  you  threaten  the  axis  on  which  the 
world  turns.     Such  conduct,  sir,  cannot  be  allowed.     Advance  but  one 
foot,  and  the  Times  will  thunder  forth  its  judgment,  the  Quarierfy  and-^     - 
JEdinhurgh  will  take  up  the  cry,  the  Examiner  will  re-echo  the  sentiment) 
and  the  slogan  of  our  outraged  rights  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
from  land  to  land,  from  the  frigid  climes  of  2iembla  to  the  torrid  spheres 
of  Patagonia.     Once  trample  upon  the  press,  and  you  crush  the  destiny      ' 
of  the  world.     Trample  upon  the  press,  and  you  trample  upon  the  sacred —  - 
blood  of  murdered  martyrs  and  departed  statesmen !" 

"  Come  out  of  that,  will  ye  ?  and  I  will  be  after  breaking  every  bone— « 
in  yer  dirty  skin,"  said  O'Flarty. 

Mr.  Pomponius  Nobis  not  seeming  to  acquiesce  in  this  very  kind — -^ 
offer,  Squashtail  nudged  the  angry  Irishman,  and  whispered :  "A  bribe.'""** 

'^  Sir,  tamper  not  with  the  press.     The  press  is  free,  and  never  selli^^ 
itself  to  party  prejudice,  or  vitiated  and  perverted  tastes.     It  lashes  ihm- 
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-siimer,  sir,  but  spares  the  wretched,"  ssdd  the  editor,  who  overheard  the 
remark. 

"  Fail !  as  &r  as  a  few  pounds  go,  you  may  draw  upon  me — or  rather 
me  respected  frind,  Captain  Squashtail,"  said  O'Flarty,  jingling  two  six- 
pences in  his  pocket. 

'*  Because,  what  you  have  written  is  one  tissue  of  libel  and  falsehood," 
said  Squashtail. 

''Audi  alteram  partem,  eh  ?"  said  Pomponius.  ''The  press  is  never 
wrong,  sir.  It  is  like  the  divine  right  of  kings.  It  may,  however,  be 
.sometimes  misinformed,  sir.     I  am  prepared  to  hear  your  defence." 

Upon  which  our  hero,  Squashtail,  gave  his  version  of  the  transaction. 
The  editor  took  it  down,  hummed  and  hawed»  promised  to  work  it  up  into 
4k  leader  for  the  following  week's  paper,  and  immediately  set  to  work  to 
eat  his  own  words,  Squashtail  having  undertaken  to  purchase  four  hun- 
•dred  copies  of  the  following  Saturday's  Blunderbuss,  or,  in  naked  truth, 
to  give  10/. 

The  next  Blunderbuss  took  every  one  by  surprise;  it  was  like  an 
•electric  shock,  or  the  first  shock  of  a  shower-bath.  People  were  stimned, 
shook  their  heads,  and  did  not  know  what  to  think;  but  being  the  last 
version,  like  the  reply  of  the  prosecution  in  our  assize  courts,  it  carried 
most  weight.  Squashtail  was  a  martyr — Thirlby  a  successful  rascaL  The 
plover*s  eggs  and  chocolate  comfiture  were  sent  to  Comet  Squashtail  this 
time. 

Thirlby  was  enraged  and  furious  beyond  description  at  being  duped. 
He  immediately  wrote  off  a  very  intemperate  letter  to  one  of  our  daily 
papers.  Squashtail,  under  the  advice  of  O'Flarty,  sent  an  equally  angry 
reply.  The  "lie  direct"  was  given,  a  little  parliamenta^  language 
ensued,  a  challenge  was  sent,  accepted,  and  a  meeting  arranged. 

The  snow  was  descending  in  sleepy  flakes,  and  seemed  to  freeze  ere  it 
xeached  the  ground ;  the  hemisphere  was  pvurple  with  a  million  glitter- 
ing stars ;  the  frost  intense,  and  the  sentinel  tramped  along  his  "  lonely 
watch,*'  or  uttered  the  loud  "All's  well,"  which  was  taken  up  and  re- 
echoed imtil  lost  in  distance,  as  Mr.  Thirlby  descended  the  barrack- 
staircase,  and  with  the  riding-master  of  the  regiment,  as  his  friend,  pro- 
-ceeded  to  the  scene  of  action.  Squashtail  and  OTlarty  were  already  on 
the  groimd.  The  preliminaries  were  settled,  the  distance  paced,  and  each 
antagonist  received  his  weapon ;  the  sharp  snap  of  the  pistol  rang  through 
the  clear  air,  and  Squashtidl,  with  a  heavy  moan,  fell  to  the  ground.  A 
-stream  of  crimson  dyed  the  white  snow,  and  trickled  along  the  frozen 
sward.  The  ball  had  struck  a  lung,  and  with  a  deep  g^oan  the  poor  lad*8 
spirit  was  hurried,  unshriven,  into  the  mysteries  of  that  great  and  endless 
eternity!  Thirlby,  the  brand  of  Cain  on  his  forehead,  fled  the  country 
^-an  example  being  wanting  to  put  a  stop  to  duelling  in  the  army — and 
he  himself,  being  so  impopuiar  in  his  regiment,  was  quickly  superseded 
in  that  command.  He  journeyed  from  city  to  city,  from  spas  to  watering- 
places.  He  was  a  miserable,  disappointed,  broken-hearted  mortal ;  a 
cmrse  to  himself  and  all  around  him,  and  a  very  fiend  incarnate  to  his 
poor,  patient,  loving  wife.  He  tried  the  excitement  of  the  dice,  and  the 
delusive  joy  of  the  bottle  in  vain,  until,  by  his  own  hand,  in  a  wretched 
snuret  at  a  German  watering-place,  died  this  last  actor  in  "  the  Great 
fiorse  Case." 
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CESAR'S  FIRST  VIEW  OF  BRITAIN. 

BY  NICHOLAS  MICHELL. 

Mbn  were,  whose  names  spread  wonder  in  their  day. 

Swelling  in  thundef*tones  from  shore  to  flhore ; 
But  all  they  did,  like  mist,  hath  iMssed  away. 

Their  deeds  were  deserts  that  no  harvests  bore. 
What  of  Sesostris^  conquests  lives  this  hour, 

Save  a  wild  tale?— the  triumphs,  tears,  and  gore, 
That  tracked  great  Alexander's  path  to  power, 

Have  wrougnt  no  good,  no  change — are  felt  no  man ; 
We  hear  the  fame  of  both,  but  cannottiace 
Their  "  life**  on  earth,  their  iofluenee  on  our  nc9. 

Not  so  Rome's  hero ;  o'er  the  Alps  he  came. 

And,  while  he  conquered,  hnmanised  the  Weit ; 
The  torch  he  lit  burned  on  with  brighter  flame, 

Till  sdenee,  learning,  Europe's  children  bless'd : 
From  Rbone*s  fair  banks  to  Belgium's  fruitful  fields, 

On  mount  and  vale  iiis  spirit  seems  impress'd ; 
And  what  to  Britain's  sons  that  valour  yields, 

That  pride,  that  fire,  which  warm  each  generous  breast  ? 
'Tis  Roman  blood  with  Celtic  mixed,  and  he 
First  sought  our  shores,  and  bade  our  darknen  flee. 

On  Gaul's  west  coast  he  stood,  and  cast  his  eye 

Across  that  sea  where  then  no  ship  appeared ; 
Half  veiled  in  foam,  and  mingling  with  the  -sky. 

Her  snow-white  cliffs  barbaric  Albion  reared. 
'Twas  a  new  world  no  Roman  yet  had  seen. 

To  which  alone  tb'  adventurous  Tyrian  steered. 
Where  arts  and  heaven-born  letters  ne*er  had  been. 

And  mists,  and  storms, and  wilder  men  were  feared  ; 
Where,  through  dense  woods,  his  prev  the  hunter  diased. 
And  built  his  mud-walled  cabin  on  the  waste. 

And  Caesar  leant  npon  those  rocks,  and  sighed, 

That  men  should  still  be  found  so  dark  and  rude ; 
And  yet  kind  earth  each  simple  want  snppKed, 

Contentment  bless'd  their  ^Ivan  solitnde. 
Alas  !  would  learning's  light,  and  wisdom's  stream. 

Would  wealth  obtained,  and  honour*s  shade  pursued. 
And  all  power  grants  to  gild  her  brightest  dream. 

Make  them  more  happy  ? — mournful  doubts  intrude. 
He  who  climbs  highest,  higher  yet  would  strain, 
The  wisest  sighs  more  wisdom  still  to  gain. 

Oh !  in  timers  sunless  depths  what  marvels  lie  I 

What  change,  undreamt  of,  hidden  ages  bring! 
Britain,  the  wild  man's  land,  o'er  which  the  eye 

In  pity  wept — poor,  scorned,  and  barbarous  thing ! 
Britain,  this  hour  regarding  Rome  no  more 

Than  dust  beneath  her  feet — that  spreads  her  wing 
O'er  nestling  nations,  swaying  from  her  shore  ^ 

Lands  where  at  once  melts  autumn,  laughs  the  spring; 
Mother  of  infant  kingdoms,  earth's  great  nurse  t 
The  envy,  wonder  of  the  universe  I 
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an  hi8t0bical  bomance. 
Chapteb  LIII. 

Mabgaret  and  her  mother,  little  accustomed  to  ho»e  exercise,  pro- 
ceeded but  slowly  mider  the  guidance  of  the  squire.  The  late  events  had 
aaturaUy  thrown  a  gloom  over  the  minds  of  both,  which  tinged  their 
oouversation.  Hope,  indeed,  held  out  to  them  but  few  promises ;  and 
on  the  road  they  were  taking  sprung  up  unbidden  many  a  remembrance 
connected  with  the  past  that  made  Sieir  hearts  still  heavier.  In  happier 
days,  accompanied  by  numerous  friends,  they  had  often  journeyed  along 
it,  to  perform  some  of  those  pilgrimages  to  particular  shrines  which, 
though  considered  as  a  religious  duty,  constituted  one  of  the  g^reatest 
diversions  which  the  monotonous  tenor  of  life  in  those  days  afforded. 
Often  had  excursions  of  this  kind  been  extended  to  Ghent,  Malines,  and 
even  up  to  the  abbey  of  Afflighem ;  often,  too,  had  they  traversed  that 
same  route  to  view  the  train  of  the  rhetoricians,  as  their  gay  pageantries, 
passing  &om  tovm  to  town,  drew  near  Antwerp.  Alas !  who  thought  of 
All  those  pleasures  now,  or  had  the  heart  to  mix  in  them  ?  The  gay  pro* 
•easions  of  the  guilds,  the  many  and  sumptuous  religious  ceremonies,  the 
sound  of  music  so  often  wafted  on  the  air,  all  that  was  no  more,  and  joy 
«eemed  departed  from  the  land.  Margaret  felt  deeply  the  contrast 
between  the  past  andihe  present;  and  her  heart  was  of  too  generous  a 
jmture  to  £eel  her  sorrows  lessened  by  the  knowledge  that  her  regrets,  her 
ftars,  her  bitter  and  altered  lot,  was  the  fftte  of  all  alike  in  her  native 
oountry.  But  gradually  air  and  exercise  revived  and  soothed  their  spirits; 
.and  their  thoughts  turned  from  the  past  to  the  future. 

Lamoral  had  given  Mistress  van  Meeren  the,  as  he  thought,  consoling 
asiuranee  that  his  esquire  would,  if  she  so  pleased,  take  her  to  respectable 
iprivate  lodgings  in  his  own  immediate  vicinity,  but  she  did  not  like  the 

It  cannot  be  supposed  that,  unsuspicious  as  was  her  natural  bent  of 

'.^position,  the  marked  interest  young  Egpnont  took  in  her  daughter 

oould  escape  her  observation ;  and  flattering  as  was  such  a  circumstance 

to  her  maternal  pride,  she  wisely  determined  to  be  on  her  guard  against 

it.     Misfortune  had  subdued,  if  not  destroyed,  the  sanguine  illusions  she 

once  entertained  on  similar  subjects ;  and  she  felt  no  good  could  come 

of  an   intimacy  with  a  young   nobleman  who,   even  if  he  were   not 

jeckless  and  licentious,  like  so  many  of  his  class  at  that  time,  she  had 

sense  enough  to  feel  was  separated  from  her  daughter  by  an  impassable 

barrier.     She  determined,  therefore,  to  withdraw  from  an  acquain&nee 

which  a  retired  life  in  some  obscure  suburb  would  but  too  probably 

encourage  to  her  own  and  her  daughter's  discredit.     Now  the  full  value 

of  Father  Eustace's  counsel,  assigning  a  convent  as  the  best  and  only 

place  of  refuge,  for  the  first  time  came  home  to  her  reason ;  and  she  was 

JBSolved.to  act  upon  it.     Margaret  embraced  the  thought  with  pleasure; 


320  THE  OOKFEDEBATES  ;  OU, 

after  the  fearful  ae^tations  she  had  undergone,  the  repose  of  a  conveat 
seemed  of  all  earthly  thin^  the  most  desirable. 

Thus  far  mother  and  obiughter  understood  each  other  perfectly;  hot 
there  was  another  subject  on  which  they  did  not  so  completely  agree ; 
for  though  both  lamented  Chievosa's  dreadful  end,  it  was  impossible  for 
the  mother  to  take  so  dark  a  view  of  his  character  and  principles  as  her 
daughter  did.  She  still  adhered  to  her  original  conviction,  that  his  love 
for  Margaret,  and  the  disappointment  consequent  upon  it,  had  embittered 
a  passionate,  violent  nature,  and  drawn  out  its  worst  features. 

Margaret  now,  for  the  first  time  since  she  had  sought  to  deliver  it  to 
the  person  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  bethought  herself  of  Chievosa's 
letter  which  she  still  retuned  about  her  person.  In  breaking  the  seal 
she  would  now  commit  no  breach  of  faith  ;  for  he  whose  secrets  she  was 
about  to  surprise  was  alike  beyond  the  world's  praise  and  its  ceosiire. 
This  very  missive  might  throw  light  on  the  real  character  and  views  of 
the  writer.  But  she  was  moved  by  other  and  more  urgent  motives. 
These  lines  might  contain  information  concerning  the  exact  place  of  her 
father's  confinement,  to  gun  a  clue  to  which  was  their  primary  object^ 
and  to  neglect  the  present  opportunity  seemed  to  her  a  slighting  of  the 
will  of  Providence,  who  had  in  so  unexpected  a  manner  thrown  it  in  her 
way.  It  was  no  longer  the  mere  impulse  of  a  vague  curiosity — it  became 
a  paramount  duty  to  possess  herself  of  its  contents. 

At  that  instant  the  leader  of  the  party  gave  a  signal  to  halt  and 
breathe  the  horses,  and  Margaret,  profiting  of  the  circumstance,  dis- 
mounted, and  removing  to  a  short  distance  drew  forth  from  her  vestmenti 
the  important  document.     Breaking  the  seal,  she  hastily  threw  her  evei 
over  the  lines.     They  were  written  in  Spanish  ;  but  she  was  too  fisimiliar 
with  that  language  to  find  this  an  obstacle  to  the  full  mastery  of  their 
meaning.     The  letter  was  addressed,  as  it  seemed,  to  his  fieither,  the  ooij 
parent  Margaret  had  ever  heard  him  mention,  and  that,  too,  in  a  very 
cursory  manner ;  nor  did  any  of  the  many  Spaniards  established  in  the 
town  know  him,  so  &r  as  she  could  discover.    It  appeared  to  be  a  con- 
tinuation of  one  but  recently  despatched,  and  ran  thus :  *'  You  cannot 
suppose,  my  dear  father,  that  I  could  find  any  difficulty  in  g^etting  rid  of 
that  main  obstacle,  the  patriot  uncle,  after  the  success  I  had  experienced 
in  delivering  myself  of  a  feir  more  powerful  and  dangerous  enemy.    It  if 
difficult  to  deal  with  the  Church.  Although  so  many  of  the  fraternity  are 
patriots,  and  the  Augustine  firiars  have  actually  turned  heretics,  even  the 
Inquisition  likes  not  to  meddle  with  a  priest.     I  doubt,  if  circumstanees 
which  I  could  neither  foresee  nor  control  had  not  stepped  in  to  aid  me, 
if  I  could  have  disposed  of  Father  Eustace  without  employing  means  of 
violence  which  I  abhor ;  I  take,  however,  some  credit  to  myself  for  the 
adroitness  with  which  I  turned  those  chance  circumstances  to  my  own 
purposes.      By  this  time  you  will  have  received  my  account  of  those 
transactions,  so  I  will  merely  dwell  on  some  of  a  later  date.     Reserriog 
the  details  for  the  time  of  our  meeting,  which  is  now  so  near  at  hand,  1 
will  briefly  state  the  bare  facts  of  my  having  given  timely  notice  to  the 
regent  of  the  position,  strength,  and  plans  of  that  portion  of  the  insof" 
gent's  forces  of  which  the  uncle  made  part.     I  succeeded  in  having  the© 
routed ;  and  being  on  the  spot,  and  having  carefully  dogged  the  steps  of 
my  enemy,  I  was  enabled  to  conduct  the  lion  to  the  den  in  which  the 
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prey  had  taken  refuge.  Of  course  no  escape  was  possible ;  and  now,  the 
Inquisition  having  delivered  me  of  the  one,  the  chances  of  war,  aided  by 
a  little  furtherance  of  my  own,  having  removed  the  other  from  my  path, 
and  the  babbling  burgher,  of  whom  I  told  you,  being  out  of  the  way,  the 
field  is  free  before  me — there  is  nothing  to  interfere,  henceforth,  with  the 
speedy  completion  of  my  plans.  And  in  boasting  of  my  success,  I  may 
also  glory  in  the  means  by  which  I  have  attained  it :  wily  politicians  and 
bigoted  monks  have  alike  been  my  tools  when  they  dreamed  me  theirs, 
and  in  appearing  to  minister  to  their  will  I  have  made  them  subservient 
to  ray  own.  There  is  a  triumph  in  that  which,  were  no  other  advantage 
to  attend  it,  may  well  indemnify  me  for  all  the  danger  and  trouble  attend- 
ant upon  my  peculiar  pursuits.  Yes,  I  may  say  I  have  achieved  all  that 
my  heart  desires — all  the  objects  of  my  boldest  ambition  stand  within  my 
grasp.  But  one  more  round  of  the  ladder,  and  my  foot  is  on  the  step, 
and  I  am  a  made  man.  Rank,  fortune,  an  honourable  name,  all  that  my 
soul  has  thirsted  for  since  it  has  opened  on  this  world,  will  be  my  portion. 
My  next  letter  will,  doubtless,  hasten  your  journey  hitherward.  As  to 
the  violence  you  have  counselled  with  regard  to  the  young  girl,  it  may 
figtu*e  away  very  well  in  threats,  but,  independently  of  my  rooted  aver- 
sion to  any  measures  of  this  kind,  they  would,  believe  me,  to  say  the 
least,  be  highly  impolitic,  if  they  did  not  at  once  and  for  ever  defeat  my 
schemes.  I  tell  you  this  girl  has  a  will  and  a  pride  which  defy  alike 
compulsion  and  the  arts  of  seduction ;  she  has,  in  short,  all  the  temper  of 
her  uncle,  and  had  her  parents  been  less  malleable,  I  should  long  ago 
have  thrown  up  the  game  in  despair ;  as  it  is,  the  blindness  of  her  devo- 
tion to  her  father  secures  her  to  me  beyond  a  doubt.  You  ask  why  I 
have  suffered  the  affair  to  hang  so  long  on  hand  ?  I  must  again  remind 
you  that,  despite  her  parents'  will,  she  never  would  have  consented  to  a 
union  with  me  except  I  had  touched  the  chord  of  her  filial  affection. 
This  compelled  me  to  deliver  up  the  old  man  to  the  Inquisition,  out  of 
whose  clutches  I  have,  however,  in  spite  of  all  the  promises  that  had  been 
made  me,  since  found  it  impossible  to  release  him.  It  is  this  that  has  re- 
tarded matters.  Had  not  her  friends  intermeddled,  I  should  never  have 
been  forced  on  such  extreme  courses,  and  should  even  now  be  in  possession. 
But  if  I  cannot  get  Cornelius  back  for  a  time,  I  must  borrow  him — that 
is,  help  him  to  escape  until  the  ceremony  be  over,  when  I  will  most  faith- 
fully return  him  to  his  present  trusty  guardians ;  for  his  claims,  as  you 
well  know,  would  interfere  too  much  with  mine.  My  fair  lady  shall,  in 
the  mean  while,  accompany  me  to  France,  where,  having  once  established 
her  rights — ^for  which  purpose  another  individual,  as  you  may  remember, 
must  also  be  disposed  of — all  will  be  smooth  before  me ;  and  then  as  to 
the  bride — why,  when  the  tool  is  no  longer  useful,  one  stows  it  away  in 
some  lumber-room  or  other,  or  perhaps  destroys  it  altogether,  should 
it  in  any  way  interfere  with  one's  plans.  Besides,  I  never  hated  any- 
body, or  anything,  more  cordially  than  I  do  this  girl ;  and,  as  you  say,  a 
youn^  and  handsome  man  should  keep  his  hand  free,  as  it  may  always 
mfTord  Kim  a  chance  of  rising  to  higher  fortunes.  You  see,  my  dear 
£ftther,  as  mach  as  I  can,  how  closely  I  adhere  to  your  counsel,  never  de- 
viating from  it  but  when  circumstances  imperatively  demand  that  I 
should  do  so.  My  mother  will  be  delighted  at  all  this,  I  know ;  but  I  do 
not  think  it  would  be  advisable,  on  account  of  her  romantic  scruples,  to 
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tell  her  exactly  how  my  great  luck  has  been  brought  about.  If  you  My 
the  stars  have  done  it^  that  will  be  a  suffideut  explanation ;  by  the  my, 
you  never  speak  of  her  now.  I  am  delighted  to  tmnk  that,  if  tne  politicil 
affairs  take  the  turn  you  mention,  our  joint  views  will  be  so  exoellentlr 
well  furthered.  It  is  my  intention,  henceforth,  to  be  conscientious,  aaa 
to  adhere  strictly  to  the  winniDg  party,  which,  as  you  doubtless  are  bj 
ibis  time  aware,  is  not  that  of  the  Gueux,  who  have  not  a  chance  Wt 
This,  however,  is  too  delicate  a  subject  to  bear  much  handling,  and  so^  far 
the  present,  farewell!" 

The  letter  dropped  from  the  young  girl's  hand.  Gratitude  at  haviiif 
escaped  so  dreadful  a  £Bite  was  her  first  and  overpowering  feeling ;  her 
next  was  horror  at  the  cold-blooded  villany  of  the  man  whom  her  parenti 
had  for  years  cherished  as  a  son.  Bitterly  did  she  lament  the  possetsioB 
of  that  fatal  wealth  which,  she  now  doubted  not,  had  been  the  primary 
cause  of  all  her  misfortunes,  and  her  poor  mother's  infatuation,  which 
had  put  them  all  at  the  mercy  of  such  a  monster.  This  recoUedion 
made  her  reluctant  to  communicate  the  contents  of  the  letter  tohv 
impatient  parent ;  but  the  insistance  of  the  latter  was  so  great,  that  she 
was  obliged  to  translate  the  letter  &om  one  end  to  the  other.  It  had 
even  more  than  the  evil  effects  she  had  dreaded.  The  one  overwhdmiiig 
truth  now  flashed  on  her  mind — by  her  own  obstinacy  she  had  beooHia 
her  husband's  murderess ! 

The  blow  was  as  violent  as  it  was  sudden.  All  the  delusions  that  had 
for  so  long  fogged  her  understanding  were  at  once  dispdled  by  the  keen* 
cutting  conviction.  Had  she  never  been  ambitious,  led  away  by  tfaf 
pageantries  of  her  own  imagination,  she,  her  husband  and  child,  had  long 
since  been  safe  and  happy  ou  other  shores.  It  was  she  whose  weakneai 
had  laid  Father  Eustace,  the  gentle,  the  forgiving ;  Paul,  the  generoo^ 
the  brave ;  and,  worse  than  all,  her  own  adored  husband,  in  an  untimelj 
and  bloody  grave.  She  had  been  warned,  entreated,  implored,  and  aH  in 
vain !  She  knew  how  easily,  how  cheerfully,  her  husband  would  hava 
yielded  to  her  daughter's  wishes  but  for  her  own  obduracy ;  and  that 
daughter's  young  life  had  been  made  a  dreary  blank  by  her  whose  fiflt 
care  it  should  have  been  to  make  her  path  easy.  The  veil  had  been  too 
late  removed  from  her  eyes ;  better  had  it  never  been  raised.  Henea- 
forth  remorse  was  to  gnaw  at  her  heart — a  bitter  unavailing  remone! 
It  was  not  by  tears,  nor  by  any  violent  show  of  outward  emotion,  that 
the  depth  of  her  feelings  betrayed  itself — the  wound  bled  inwardly ;  bit 
though  her  self -accusations  were  neither  vented  in  words  nor  teariB^  thoa 
was  in  her  very  repose,  in  the  death-like  pallor  that  overspread  bar 
cheeks,  in  the  toneless  sound  of  her  voice,  something  which,  inexperienoed 
as  she  was,  alarmed  Margaret  more  than  could  have  done  the  most  furiotf 
outburst  of  self-reproach. 

When  their  escort  requested  them  to  remount,  Mary  did  so  without  a 
remark  or  a  moment's  hesitation.  Margaret,  with  a  delicacy  and  pra' 
deuce  that  would  have  done  honour  to  an  older  tactician,  scmpulooil^ 
avoided  touching  on  the  past,  which  presented  so  many  sore  pcvnta  tb 
both,  but  rather  endeavoured  to  turn  her  mother's  mina  to  the  future. 
Here,  however,  she  could  touch  no  responsive  chord ;  she  listened  willl 
a  mournful,  incredulous  smile,  but  vouchsafed  no  answer,  so  that,  dispiritad 
and  discouraged,  Margaret  ceased  pouiiog  comfort  into  her  liatleaa  mt. 


THE  DATS  OF  MABGABET  OF  PABMA.  323 

and  yielded  up  her  thoughts  to  the  suhject  which  she  dared  not  discuss 
aloud.  Chievosa  evidently  knew  or  imagined  something  ahout  her  own 
fate  and  pretensions,  with  which  she  was  herself  totally  unacquainted. 
Could  her  &ther  have  concealed  from  her  a  prospect,  however  remote,  of 
an  increase  of  fortune  ?  This  seemed  improbable.  Had  he  not  care- 
fiilly  instmcted  her  of  the  sums  he  had  deposited  for  her  use  and  benefit 
in  we  and  trus^  hands  both  i^  London  and  in  Florence  ?  What  claims 
could  die  possibly  have  upon  any  one  in  France — a  country  in  which  she 
had  neither  connexions  nor  friends?  Turu  this  matter  over  as  she 
would,  she  could  find  no  clue  to  the  mysteiy ;  and  thus  hour  after  hour 
gfided  away  in  silence  as  they  slowly  rode  on.  Nothing  diversified  the 
wide  expanse  of  that  uninteresting  country  that  extended  around  them. 
The  canal,  along  which  their  route  lay,  then  but  lately  constructed  at  an 
enormous  expense  for  the  frurthering  of  commerce,  checked  in  its  dawning 
animation  by  the  first  alarm  of  civil  war,  stretched  before  them  in  dull 
monotony ;  no  well-laden  barges  glided  along  the  artificial  stream-^no 
wmyfaren  on  foot  or  horseback  interrupted  the  silence  of  its  banks. 

At  last,  the  low  swampy  ground  gave  way  to  brushwood,  and  the  trees 
gradually  gained  size  as  they  penetrated  deeper  into  the  wood,  then 
extending  on  either  side  the  canal  towards  Yilvorde.  Here  rose  a  small 
diapel,  deriving  from  its  situation  the  name  of  CapeUe  in  Bosk,  or  the 
chapel  in  the  woods,  a  shrine  at  which  few,  if  any,  passing  that  way 
fivgot  to  offer  their  devotions.  Margaret  and  her  mother  had  often 
paused  here  in  happier  days ;  accordingly,  they  now  turned  their  horses' 
heads  in  that  direction,  and  dismounted.  The  mother,  entirely  wrapt  in 
her  devotional  feelings,  knelt  down  at  the  door,  and  betook  herself  to 
prayer ;  but  the  first  glance  the  daughter  cast  through  the  edifice,  showed 
ner  that  they  were  not  the  only  worshippers  there. 

A  female  in  sombre  habiliments  knelt  near  the  altar.  Her  back  being 
tamed,  nothing  but  the  outline  of  her  figure  was  distinguishable,  and  so 
alnoilied  was  she,  that  she  did  not  even  become  aware  of  her  privacy 
being  broken  upon.  Her  agitation  was  great.  Exclamations  occasionally 
hunt  from  her  lips,  and  ever  and  anon  she  struck  her  bosom  and  crossed 
herself  with  vehemence,  attesting  how  devotion,  carried  beyond  its 
pfoper  limits,  rather  ministers  to,  than  calms  the  passions  of  the  soul. 
Not  so  Mary.  Hers  were  the  offerings  of  a  bruised  heart  and  a  crushed 
spirit.  No  murmur  escaped  her  pale,  firmly-closed  lips  ;  her  head  was 
bent  on  her  bosom  with  an  utter  helplessness  of  woe  painful  to  behold. 
80  long  did  she  remain  in  this  listless  position,  that,  though  unwilling  at 
first  to  disturb  her,  Margaret  began  to  fear  she  had  fallen  into  a  fit. 
Whiht  she  was  debating  within  herself  the  best  means  of  rousing  her 
sttention,  the  stranger,  having  as  it  seemed  ended  her  orisons,  or  at  last 
perceiving  that  she  was  not  alone,  advanced  with  a  haughty  and  impera- 
tive air,  and  asked,  in  the  tone  of  one  accustomed  to  see  her  wishes 
gratified  at  the  slightest  mention  of  them,  "  Who  they  were  ? — whence 
tbey  came  ?'* 

For  a  moment,  the  mother  looked  up  with  a  vacant  stare  ;  then,  waving 
her  hand,  as  if  to  bespeak  silence,  fell  back  into  her  former  abstrac- 
tion. The  stranger  looked  rather  surprised  than  angered ;  and,  casting  a 
look  around,  and  appearing  suddenly  to  recollect  the  place  in  which  she 
stood,  crossed  herself  piously,  as  if  to  atone  for  the  inyolontazy  sin  of 
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disturbing  the  commune  of  a  pious  soul  with  the  blessed  spirit  it  might 
be  invoking.  Her  features  assumed  a  softer  expression  at  the  thou^it, 
and  turning  towards  Margaret,  who  had  risen,  and  stood  respectfully  a 
few  steps  from  her,  she  repeated  her  questions,  but  in  a  lower,  xnilder  tone^ 
as  if  unwilling  to  disturb  the  devotee. 

Though  dark  and  unostentatious,  the  lady's  costume  fully  bespoke  her 
rank,  and  her  manner  was  calculated  to  jawe  most  g^ls  of  Margaiei's 
age  and  station  ;  but  it  merely  commanded  her  respect  without  intimidat- 
ing her,  and  she  spoke  with  the  frank  though  modest  grace  which  wif 
one  of  her  peculiar  merits.     When  the  stranger  heard  they  were  firom 
Antwerp,  her  countenance  underwent  an  obvious  change  :  a  deep  anxiety 
overspread  it.    A  slight  impatience  betrayed  itself  in  the  twitching  of  hu 
fingers  as  they  grasped  more  tightly  her  richly -bound  missal,  and  motioDr 
ing  her  young  companion  to  follow,  she  stepped  towards  the  pordi,  un- 
willing, it  would  seem,  to  discuss  worldly  matters  within  the  hallowed 
precincts,  or  to  disturb  the  still-absorbed  penitent,  who  had  again,  by  aa 
impatient  gesture,  betrayed  her  annoyance  at  the  sound  of  voices  in  bar 
vicinity.     When  the  door  of  the  chapel  was  closed  behind  them,  and  by 
a  hasty  glance  the  lady  had  ascertained  that  they  were  alone,  aha  agaiD 
turned  to  Margaret. 

'<  And  how  comes  it,  fair  maiden,  that  you  have  passed  through  tlw 
position  of  my  Lord  of  Beauvoir  ?     Has  he  not  surrounded  the  city  T* 
Then  followed  a  rapid  succession  of  inquiries  respecting  the  state  of  the 
town,  and  the  movements  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  betraying  so  deep  to 
interest  in  these  matters,  that  Margaret  could  not  help  conjecturing  the 
exalted  station  of  her  interrogator.     She  was  compelled  to  dwdl  on 
every  particular,  however  minute,  of  what  she  had  herself  seen;  she 
narrated,  indeed,  with  a  clearness  and  succinctness  that  made  the  task  of 
listening  and  comprehending  easy.  When  she  touched  upon  the  threafeeoed 
assassination  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  as  she  had  seen  it  from  her  windov, 
her  auditor  became  much  agitated  ;  but  it  did  not  escape  Margaret  that 
her  looks,  which  had  brightened  up  at  his  danger,  became  overclouded  At 
the  news  of  his  escape.     Nor  did  she  seem  pleased  at  the  Protestaots 
having  been  kept  within  such  strict  boimds ;  but  Margaret  could  only 
iudge  of  her  feelings  from  the  play  of  her  features,  for  she  carefully 
abstained  from  giving  vent  to  them  in  words. 

When,  not  content  with  extracting  from  her  a  general  account  of 
affairs,  the  stranger  inquired  more  minutely  into  facts,  Margaret  paused 
in  embarrassment ;  for  she  felt  a  natural  reluctance  to  enter  upon  matters 
concerning  herself  with  one  perfectly  unknown. 

"  You  hesitate,"  said  her  interrogator ;  *'  the  late  events  have  had  an 
influence  upon  your  fate  ? — but  fear  not  to  entrust  me  vrith  your  whole 
history.  I  am  not  powerless,  and  may  be  both  able  and  willing  to  assist 
you.** 

A  few  moments  of  reflection  convinced  Margaret  that  if  the  unknown 
were,  as  she  suspected,  one  belonging  to  the  court,  she  might,  by  op«fl 
confidence,  secure  a  protector  for  her  father  ;  and  thus  she  was  soou  led 
on  to  detail  the  sad  events  of  her  own  simple  life  more  amply  than  she 
had  at  first  contemplated.  Her  companion  paid  the  strictest  attention  to 
every  word  that  fell  from  her  lips  ;  but  no  comment  escaped  her  until  toe 
recital  of  Chievosa's  death  brought  the  narrative  to  a  close. 
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*'  His  having  been  an  infidel,''  she  said,  musingly,  ^^is  worse  than  alL 
It  is  one  of  the  heaviest  triab  of  those  in  high  places  to  be  obHg^  to 
employ  the  most  unworthy  tools  ;  and  though  it  be  their  misfortune  that 
they  may  not  dispense  with  them — and  a  good  cause  justifies  all  means, 
eren  the  vilest — it  behoves  them,  doubtless,  to  make  due  amends  to  the 
Church  for  the  involuntary  sin.  I  am  glad  to  see,  that  however  tainted 
the  £uth  of  all  around  you,  that  of  your  parents  and  yourself  has  re- 
mained pure.  This  is  an  essential  point  Do  not  despond,  therefore ; 
you  have  luckily  told  your  tale  to  one  who  can  repair  whatever  injustice 
have  been  done  you  by  a  system,  wholesome  on  the  whole,  but  which, 
like  many  necessary  medicaments,  may  in  certain  cases  be  misapplied. 
But  I  will  do  more  for  you.  You  say  you  have  no  friends,  nor  even  ac- 
quaintances, in  Brussels,  and  would  fain  enter  a  convent,  yet  know  not 
bow  to  g^ain  admittance.  I  am  not  without  influence  with  the  Ursuline 
sisters ;  1  have  long  known  and  highly  esteemed  their  worthy  abbess. 
Mid  will  give  you  a  few  lines  addressed  to  her,  which,  I  doubt  not,  will 
ensure  you  a  cheerful  reception.  You  have  early  chosen  a  happy  lot ; 
instead  of  repining,  you  should  rather  glory  in  the  sorrows  that  lead  to 
so  noble  a  result.  As  to  your  father,  if  on  close  examination  I  find  your 
representations  correct,  and  if  he  prove  to  be  indeed  that  curious  dealer 
in  tapestry  who  has  wrought  me  so  many  a  rare  piece,  and  a  true  and 
fiuthnil  Christian,  doubt  not  but  I  will  exert  my  power  in  his  favour — 
perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  restore  him  soon  to  your  love.  Not  but  I 
nope  such  an  event  will  not  turn  you  away  from  your  pious  purpose ; 
for  who  would  exchange  the  calm  happiness  that  blooms  alone  by  holy 
altars  for  the  thorny  vicissitudes  of  life  ?**  As  she  saw  Margaret's  mother 
slowly  opening  the  chapel-door,  she  hastily  added,  '*  Depart  not  from  this 
place  until  I  have  sent  you  the  note  I  have  spoken  of,  and  do  not  forget 
to  thank  again  kind  Providence  that  but  yesterday  removed  an  enemy 
from  your  path,  and  has  to-day  provided  you  a  friend." 

The  speaker  turned  away  abruptly,  and  advancing  to  the  mother  with 
an  air  of  sympathy,  that  for  a  moment  softened  the  natural  harshness 
of  her  features,  **Do  not  grieve,"  she  said  ;  "  the  saints,  perhaps,  have 

accepted  your  tears,  and  may  turn  them  into  smiles.     Friends " 

**  I  want  no  friend  but  God,"  said  Mary,  peevishly ;  **  He  alone  can 
aid  me." 

**  Most  true,"  replied  the  lady,  crossing  herself  devoutly.  **  Here, 
jomie  g^rL"  she  said,  unloosing  from  her  missal  a  rich  rosary  carelessly 
entwined  round  it,  whilst  another  hung  round  her  neck,  and  a  third  at 
her  girdle,  "  keep  this  in  remembrance  of  our  meeting." 

Before  Margaret  could  find  words  to  express  her  thanks,  her  self- 
constituted  and  unknown  protectress,  with  rapid  steps,  left  the  chapel. 
Complying  with  the  desire  expressed  by  her,  she  entreated  her  mother 
to  wait  under  the  portal,  whilst  she  endeavoured  to  make  her  understand 
what  had  passed  between  herself  and  the  stranger,  and  the  hopes  which 
the  latter  had  raised  within  her  own  bosom.  At  times  she  had  a  secret 
suspicion  that  she  had  spoken  with  the  Princess  of  Orange  herself.  This 
was,  at  least,  the  supposition  she  expressed  to  her  mother,  though  an 
idea  that  caused  her  heart  to  throb  had  taken  a  yet  stronger  possession 
of  her  mind  from  the  first  moment  the  lady  had  spoken  to  her ;  namely^ 
that  she  was  no  other  than  the  mother  of  the  young  Count  of  Egmont — 
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a  circnmstance  which,  perhaps  aDknown  eyen  to  herself,  had  been  the 
cause  of  her  passing  OTer  in  silence  her  acquaintance  with  that  noblenuuk 
That  this  snspicion  might  originate  in  die  fixedness  with  which  ha 
thoughts  were  tamed  into  one  particular  channel,  never  occurred  to  her.; 
nor  could  she  exactly  have  defined  the  motive  that  made  her  houtate  to 
mention  this  view  of  the  subject  to  her  mother.  The  latter  derived  tbi 
greatest  comfort  from  the  idea  of  having  secured  a  home ;  and  as  a 
drowning  man  will  catch  at  a  straw,  she  again  gave  herself  up  to  visioDaij 
expectations  of  yet  having  Cornelius  restored  to  her.  She  paused  not  to 
inquire  whence  succour  might  come,  but  was  thankful  and  overjoyed  it 
the  prospect  of  its  being  at  hand. 

After  some  time  had  elapsed,  which  their  impatience  made  i^pear 
very  long,  a  young  man,  whose  rich  costume  and  fiery  steed  proclaimed 
his  pretensions,  halted  in  front  of  the  chapel.  He  threw  a  hasty  in* 
quiring  glance  at  mother  and  daughter,  until  his  eye  fell  upon  the 
rosary  which  the  latter  still  held  in  her  fingers.  The  sight  seemed  to 
remove  all  doubt  and  hesitation.  He  dismounted,  and  approaching  Ma^ 
garet,  without  uttering  a  word  put  into  her  hand  a  scrap]  of  pap^,  <m 
which  was  hastily,  almost  illegibly,  scrawled  in  pencil  a  superscription  to 
the  lady  abbess  of  the  Ursulines.  It  was  merely  tied  with  silk  ;  but  tbe 
knot  was  sufficiently  intricate  to  preclude  all  possibility  of  opening  it 

Margaret  and  her  mother,  aner  having  offered  their  thanks  at  the 
Virgin's  shrine,  hastily  remounted,  and  finished  their  journey  in  a  spirit 
of  more  confidence  and  hope  than  they  had  set  out  with«  At  any  ratc^ 
the  more  troublesome  cares  for  the  present  pressed  no  longer  so  heavilj 
upon  them  ;  and  when  at  last  the  grey  towers  of  Brussels  appeared  is 
the  distance,  both  hailed  the  sight  with  a  feeling  as  akin  to  pleasure  ai 
it  was  possible  for  them  to  feel. 

They  lost  no  time  in  hurrying  to  the  convent.     We  will  not  dwell  on 
the  joy  and  surprise  with  whim  they  there  learnt  the  exalted  rank  of 
their  unknown  protectress,  nor  attempt  to  picture  the  bright  visions  in 
which  they  indulged  now  they  knew  the  fate  of  Cornelius  to  be  in  the 
hands  of  the  recent,  and  that  princess  their  fnend.     Neither  is  it  neoei- 
sary  to  describe  the  mixed  sensation  of  disappointment  and  pleasure  with 
which  Lamoral  saw  the  object  of  his  solicitude  removed  beyond  the 
sphere  of  a  protection  which  he  could  not  but  feel  was  inadequate  to  bff 
comfort,  unsafe  for  her  to  accept,  and  improper  for  him  to  offer.    AH 
the  difficulties  that  had  puzzled  him  were  now  solved  at  once ;  and  he 
would  have  been  perfectly  satisfied  with  a  result  in  every  way  so  cre- 
ditable to  her  he  loved,  had  she  not  been  by  this  measure  far  remofed 
from  the  influence  of  his  affection. 
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''  Fiddle-faddle,"  mj  father  uttered  peevishly,  at  the  conclusion  of 
breakfast.  It  is  an  expression  I  have  heard  from  his  lips  any  time  since 
I  was  first  capable  of  hearing.  It  had  for  so  long  been  in  the  habit  of 
passing  backwards  and  forwards  from  one  ear  to  another,  that  I  had  never 
thought  of  questioning  its  exact  object  and  utility.  It  was  a  part  of  me ; 
I  had  never  known  myself  without  it,  so  no  doubt  it  was  all  right.  That 
little  tender  hang*down  piece  of  flesh  that  forms  the  lower  part  of  my  ear 
has  never  been  explained  to  me.  I  have  sometimes  thought  what  it  is 
for — whether  it  aids  the  hearing,  or  is  merely  placed  there  for  me  to 
puncture  and  put  a  ring  through,  if  ever  the  fancy  take  me ;  but  I  can 
come  to  no  conclusion.  I  do  not,  however,  for  this  reason  cut  it  off ;  it  is 
to  all  appearances  harmless,  so  it  may  as  well  remain  there.  So  it  was 
with  ''  nddle-faddle :"  it  had  never  done  me  any  harm,  and  I  let  it  alone. 
My  &ther  for  the  most  part  used  it  in  those  moments  of  tetchiness,  when 
weaker  mortals  bite  their  nails.  On  the  occasion,  however,  of  which  I 
waa  now  ^teaking,  unusual  expressions  of  scorn  and  irritability  accom- 
panied the  expletrve. 

In  fact,  fidole-faddle  was  tricked  out  in  such  unwont  magnificence  and 
pretension,  that  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  felt  disposed  to  say  to  it— 
**Who  are  your 

"  Love,  sir !"  said  my  father,  very  hotly,  in  answer  to  my  question. 
**  Love  is  fiddle-faddle,  and  fiddle-faddle  is  love."  This  did  astonish  me. 
Had  he  said  want  of  punctuality,  badly-cooked  dinners,  plain  women — ^in 
Aortf  anything  else,  I  should  not  have  wondered ;  but  love !  that  was 
▼ecy  odd. 

"Yes,  sir,"  continued  my  instructor.  "You  know  what  I  mean; 
your  cousin  has  asked  you  to  stay  a  few  days  at  the  Grrange,  and  yon 
think  that  you  will  have  a  good  chance  of  playing  the  fool  with  Miss 
Sooth.  You  know  I  am  right ;  you  are  dressed  out  like  a  dandy,  and 
aD  that  is  fiddle-faddle ;  and  early  marriages  are  fiddle-faddle ;  and  large 
families  with  little  to  keep  'em  on  are  fiddle-faddle !" 

Modesty  forbade  my  answering.  My  parents  were  both  under  age 
when  they  married,  and  I  was  one  of  sixteen  children.  My  father  was  in 
all  probability  "  well  up"  in  the  subject  on  which  he  was  speaking. 

Nothing  more  will  be  said  about  fiddle-&ddle  :  we  will  now  go  on  to 
Section  2  of  this  scribbling — Ooseley  Grange. 

It  belonged  to  a  cousin  of  mine,  who  was  much  my  senior,  and  a  widow 
lady  with  two  children,  Emily  and  Arthur.  I  loved  the  children  then,  now 
full  twenty  years  ago ;  but  they  have  followed  the  steps  of  all  children, 
grown  into  great  people,  and  forgotten  their  first  attachments.  Why  can- 
not children  be  kept  at  the  interesting,  graceful,  guileless  age,  from  four 
years  old  till  eight — in  the  case  of  gins,  perhaps  ^  thirteen  or  fourteen  ? 
Can  nothing  be  found  to  prevent  their  turning  into  sbamUing  schoolboy 
bullies,  and  fidgety,  inquisitive  misses?  Might  not  powerful  stimulants, 
peppercorns  and  gin,  be  found  a  fit  means,  when  freely  administered,  to 
stont  them?  But  to  Ooseley  Grange — the  house  and  situation :  it  stands 
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within  a  half-mile  of  the  sea,  the  6ne  cliflF  coast  and  shingle  beach 

of .     A  stranger,  however,  when  in  the  house,  and  near  it,  would 

not  think  old  Ocean  so  near,  for  the  quaint,  gable-abounding,  fantastic- 
chimneyed  old  place  is  so  hidden  in  a  garden,  or  rather  plantation,  of 
thick,  luxuriant  evergreens,  topped  by  old  English  poplars,  and  incredibly 
fine  mulberry-trees,  almost  as  stately  as  the  poplars,  that  not  a  glimpse  of 
the  sea  can  be  had  in  the  house  or  tree-garden.  I  loved  that  rich  green 
garden,  with  not  one  shrub  cut  and  twisted  into  any  other  shape  than 
nature  intended  for  it ;  but  all  alike,  forest-trees  and  fruit-trees,  solemn 
yews  and  sturdy  hollies,  twining  honeysuckles  and  sweet  jessamines  fold- 
ing themselves  in  their  green  exuberance  in  one  common  embrace.  There 
were  trim  walks,  and  gay  flower-beds,  and  smooth  plots,  and  gracefol 
seats,  for  an  assurance  that  man  had  fashioned  the  lovely  place,  and  one 
had  not  fallen  upon  a  figment  of  Eden ;  but  these  were  all  arranged  with 
tasteful  simplicity ;  there  was  no  intrusive  glare  in  the  gravel  paths,  no 
impertinent  ingenuity  in  the  design  of  the  parterres.  In  winter,  the  spot 
had  a  cheerful,  warm,  summerly  look ;  and  in  the  dog-days,  through  that 
dear  shady  retreat  a  living  breeze  crept  through  the  still  branches  play- 
fully, like  a  merry  child,  toying  with  the  gaudy  flowers,  and  loving  the 
sweetness  of  the  modest  ones. 

It  was  very  kind  of  my  cousin  to  ask  me  to  stay  at  her  house  at  this 
time.  She  knew  I  was  fond  of  the  quiet  of  her  seclusion,  from  the 
many  visits  I  had  before  paid  her ;  when  the  sea-bathing,  and  reading  in 
the  silent  garden,  and  thinking  there  upon  my  thoughts  were  my  only 
amusements,  save  the  prattle  of  the  children  in  the  evening  (if  they  had 
been  good  during  the  day,  which  was  nearly  always  the  case),  and  her 
simple  matter-of-fact  sincere  gossip,  when  her  daily  duties  as  mistress  of 
a  large  household  and  governess  of  her  children  were  over ;  from  my 
many  and  oft-repeated  visits  of  this  kind,  she  knew  I  valued  the  sweet 
calm  of  her  home ;  but  I  doubt  not  her  feminine  kindness  felt  that  now 
a  few  days'  visit  would  be  pleasanter  than  ever.  "  For  what  boy,"  she 
doubtless  said  to  herself,  '<  would  not  like  to  forget  his  college  books  in 
the  innocent  merriment  of  Fanny  Sooth  ?*' 

Little  did  my  methodical,  busy  little  cousin  anticipate,  full  surely 
though  she  felt  herself  planning  our  happiness,  how  much  her  young 
guests  were  going  to  enjoy  themselves — least  of  all  in  what  manner.  A 
wonderfully  prim,  well-behaved  child  she  must  have  been,  strangelv  inno- 
cent of  mischief^  or  she  would  never  have  thought  of  bringing  two  young 
people  together  of  the  same  ages,  but  of  different  genders,  and  leaving 
them  hour  after  hour  to  amuse  themselves.  It  was  strange  how  my 
cousin's  unquestionable  penetration  did  not  even  suspect  there  was  some- 
thing more  in  Fanny  Sooth  than  a  light-hearted  girl  of  untutored  sim- 
plicity. Ah,  Fanny  !  you  were  light-hearted  and  light-headed  too,  only 
with  a  certain  amount  of  method  with  it  all ;  but  artless,  no !  you  were 
not  that,  were  you  ? 

As  for  myself,  I  knew  Fanny  Sooth  tolerably  well,  although  I  had 
never  met  her.  A  young  lady  who  distributes  her  smiles  (mind !  I  don't 
say  kisses)  and  pressures  of  the  hand  in  crowded  supper-rooms,  and 
passionate  and  neatly  written  eff'usions  of  poetry  and  such  favours,  does 
g«t  talked  about.  Clarissa,  don't  be  nervous,  don't  be  vexed ;  it  was  ve 
foolish  your  giving  him  that  lock  of  hair !     He  said,  of  course 


ras  veiT 
he  did, 
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that  he  should  s^ard  it  as  a  miser  would  his  secret  treasure.  Be  assured, 
however,  that  all  his  acquaintance  will  criticise  it  at  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity that  he  can  find  to  show  it  them ;  but  don't  be  annoyed,  there  is 
no  use  in  stamping  on  the  floor.  '*  What's  done  can't  be  helped,"  only 
don't  be  so  silly  again.  Stars  of  brightness !  what  eyes  she  had,  dark 
and  flashing.  They  could  express  every  feeling — they  could  brighten 
with  laughter,  fire  with  anger,  be  pensive,  be  anything.  In  them  dwelt 
her  beauty,  and  thence  her  strength,  as  Samson's  might  did  in  his  hair. 
Her  features  were  certainly  neat  and  delicate,  and  her  complexion  was 
fresh  and  clear;  but  the  light  of  her  dark  eyes  threw  an  additional 
diarm  over  them,  so  they  seemed  perfection.  Sparkling,  merry  little 
faranette! 

'*  Here !  take  my  diary,  and  fill  up  yesterday's  space."  It  was  the 
first  morning  we  spent  together  that  she  thus  admitted  me  into  the  office 
of  chronicler  pro  tern,  of  her  proceedings.  She  was  seated  on  the  grass- 
plot  underneath  the  largest  of  the  mulberry-trees,  working  a  collar  in 
satin-stitch.  I  did  not  remind  her  that  probably  the  earlier  part  of  the 
Dfeceding  day  was  notable  for  incidents  I  was  not  acquainted  with,  as  we 
had  not  met  till  last  evening.  I  preferred  getting  over  this  difficulty  by 
filling  up  the  space  allotted  to  July  25,  in  an  altogether  unjoumal 
manner : 

*'  Oh,  so  gentle  I  oh,  so  kind ! 

Have  a  care  for  me,  Fanny ; 
Wit  and  beauty  often  bind, 

Never  to  let  free,  Fanny. 

"  Words  like  thine  are  breathed  to  win, 
Coming  from  the  heart,  Fanny ; 
Smiles,  the  light  of  mirth  within. 
Have  a  wondrous  art,  Fanny. 

"  Should  a  tear— ah !  may  it  not. 
Bead  thy  silken  lash,  Fanny ; 
Like  a  diamond  in  the  sun. 
Brightly  would  it  flash,  Fanny. 

"  Oh,  so  pretty !  oh,  so  kind ! 
Have  a  care  for  me,  Fanny  ; 
Wit  and  beauty  often  bind. 
Never  to  let  free,  Fanny." 

And  the  last  line  intruded  itself  into  division,  July  26th. 

"  What  flattery !  And  yet  they  are  pretty  lines,"  she  exclaimed,  after 
reading  them. 

Um !  /  knew  she  would  think  them  pretty. 

"  What  flatteiT !"  she  repeated. 

"  Indeed  not,  Fanny,"  I  answered  abruptly,  with  feigned  earnestness. 

**  Mr.  Birch,  did  I  understand  you  rightly  ?" 

Really  the  little  actress  looked  so  stately  and  indignant,  that  my 
bashful  inexperience  was  almost  imposed  upon. 

"  Nay,  don't  blame  me,  Fanny,"  I  retorted,  with  all  possible  ease.  "  I 
have  called  you  Fanny^in  the  *  pretty  lines  ;'  you  must  let  me  continue  to 
diop  the  miss." 

"  A  good  defence.  Master  Impudence !  Good ;  drop  the  miss  if  you 
wish,  for  the  present,  but  be  on  your  proprieties  when  we  are  not  alone." 
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This  was  a  great  point  won. 

^^  But  the  flattery !"  she  said,  for  the  third  thne. 

'^  Vou  know  as  well  as  I  do  it  is  no  flattery." 

^^  Unmeaning  nonsense !"  she  went  on,  witnout  noticing  mj  rejoinder. 
^  I. disKke  such  stuflF.     Compliments !  what  do  I  want  widi  compliments ? 
I  can  have  polite  things  said  to  me  whenever  I  like." 

The  proud  indifference  of  a  petted  heauty  was  well  feigned.  I  thouglit 
I  would  begin  a  little  acting. 

^  Indeed,  indeed !  I  meant,  and  do  mean,  all.  Why,  what  can  yen 
mean  by  calHug  those  paltry  rhymes  adulation?  Untruth!  untruth, 
indeed !  Because  yon  have  been  accustomed  to  meet  in  London  lisp- 
ing dandies,  who  are  sincere  only  by  accident,  can  you  not  betieve 
any  one  ? '  You  must  know  you  are  beautiful ;  then  why  must  all  admira- 
tion of  it  be  mere  profession  ?"  This  was  spoken  tetchily.  Of  course 
she  looked  offended — I  think  she  really  was  surprised,  *^  Now  don't," 
I  continued,  in  changed  tone,  one  of  earnest  supplication — *^  now  don't 
be  ang^  with  me  for  my  hasty  rudeness.  You  must  excuse  the  wanndi 
of  a  country  boy.  I  did  not  mean  to  hurt  your  feelings — I  would  not 
grieye  you  for  the  world."  Ingenuous  youth  that  I  was !  All  this 
seems  very  much  like  ''  fiddle-faddle"  (in  my  interpretation  of  the  word) 
to  repeat;  but  it  did  a  service  at  the  time.  Its  very  awkwardness 
stamped  it,  to  some  extent,  true.  It  certainly  imposed  on  the  clever 
party-going  girl,  so  that  she  took  me,  at  my  own  valuation,  to  be  a 
simple-hearted  country  boy  of  no  great  experience. 

I  was  persevering  in  ray  attentions ;  but  each  attention  was  carefully 
planned,  so  as  to  remind  her  of  the  unsophisticated  character  of  him 
who  rendered  it.  All  my  poesy-powers  were  called  into  play,  and  very 
creditable  I  then  thought  my  productions.  One  set,  amongst  a  host  of 
others,  I  recollect,  because  the  rhyme  of  them  caused  me  unusual  diffi- 
culty— they  accompanied  a  wreath  I  wove  for  the  feir  creature's  head. 
If  sne  did  not  wear  the  flowers,  poor  things !  she  would  "  grieve  them," 
and  "grieve  them,"  rhymed  with  "  weave  them.**  It  was  said  that  the 
wreath  had  a  highly  eligible  "duty" — 

To  die  indeed — but  then  till  death, 
To  dwell  beside  her  beauty. 

One  of  my  artifices  I  even  yet  flatter  myself  upon.  Flatter  her  as  I 
did  to  her  heart's  content  about  her  knowledge  of  society,  her  beauty, 
her  singing,  I  strove,  and  I  think  successfully,  to  impress  her  with  a  sense 
of  my  intellectual  superiority.  Novels,  French  and  English,  poetry, 
plays,  and  light  reading,  there  was  no  question  that  I  knew  a  great  d^ 
about  ;  what  must  not  the  young  gentleman  effect  in  studies  on  which 
centred  all  his  energy  at  college,  if  he  knew  so  much  of  general  Uters" 
ture  ?     What  a  genius  he  must  be  ! 

Funny  work  it  was,  both  acting  and  trying  to  out-act  each  other ;  she 
to  express  a  warm  interest,  I  a  passionate,  uncouth  adoration.  Tfis 
novel^  of  an  unpolished  flatterer  professing  a  scorn  of  compliments  and 
their  payers,  certainly  perplexed  the  young  lady.  **  Was  it  all  hollow 
appearing  ?"  said  her  consciousness  of  insincerity ;  "  he  nrast  be  in 
earnest,"  whispered  vanity. 

**  You  hare  Deen  saybg  so  much  to  me,"  she  began,  npon  taking  her 
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seat  at  the  piano,  and  beghraing  to  nin  over  some  pretty,  merry  tunes, 
"  and  I  think  you  perfectly  earnest  in  what  you  say,  that  I  feel  I  ought 
to  be  candid  with  you.''     Thus  far,  and  she  held  her  head  down  as  if  in 


may  tell  you.  It  is  your  warm,  impetuous 
me  to  confide  to  you  a  secret,  in  the  feeling  that  it  may  prevent  error  on 
your  side.  One  thing  you  must  allow  when  you  have  heard  my  secret, 
that  no  word  has  passed  my  lips  which  ought  in  reason  to  have  led  you 
to  suppose  my  position  other  than  it  is." 

"  What  can  all  this  mean  ?^  I  thought.  She  spoke  hurriedly,  and 
kept  her  head  turned  obstinately  downwards.  Her  dark  ringlets  fell 
over  her  fiu^e  so  as  perfectly  to  hide  it  from  me  sitting  by  her  side  ;  but 
her  delicate  neck  was  crimsoned  with  a  blush. 

"  Fanny,  what  do  you  mean  ?  Do  speak  all,"  I  cried,  distractedly. 
But  Fanny  held  her  tongue.  "  Fanny,  don't  torment  me !  Tell  me  if 
I  guess  nfi^htly — ^you  are  engaged  ?"  As  I  spoke^  I  caught  hold  of  one 
of  her  littJe  white  hands  that  were  darting  over  the  keys.  She  turned 
hastily  round,  and  looked  in  my  ^ice  with  feeling  tenderness.  Her 
blushmg  beauty  and  bright  softening  eyes  were  her  confession  and  her 
expression  of  pity  for  me. 

"  Fanny,  I  have  been  a  fooHsh  boy.     How  nobly  you  have  sacrificed 

your  feelings  to  prevent  my  unhap V*  and  here  I  came  to  a  full  stop. 

Fervently  pressing  her  hand,  I  took  one  humble,  grateful  look  at  her 
bright  charms,  and  without  another  word  walked  into  the  garden.  Upon 
reaching  the  retiring  summer-house,  where  we  had  spent  so  many  happy 
mornings,  and  looking  back  upon  all  the  warm,  fair  hopes  I  had  cherished, 
I  felt — not  the  hot  tear  scalding  the  fevered  cheek  but  relieving  the  mad 
heart — ^not  the  sinking  faintness  of  one  prostrate  before  tumultuous  pas- 
sions, but  an  overpowering,  convulsive  fit  of  laughter— the  most  violent 
and  most  enjoyable  one  I  nad  ever  had. 

In  twenty  minutes  my  emotions  were  subdued,  and,  with  a  determina- 
tion of  showing  her  that  a  some-sort  heroic  fortitude  under  crushing 
disappointment  dwelt  even  in  the  untrained  lad,  her  companion,  I  was 
gaily  beseeching  Fanny  to  come  for  an  hour  on  the  terrace.  "  And  the 
veil,  Fanny.  Recollect  your  veil ;  this  warm  evening  you  will  want  no 
other  out-aoor  dress.''' 

And  Fanny  tripped  softly  out  into  the  garden,  with  no  other  addition 
to  her  usual  evening-dress  than  a  black  silk  veil  thrown  over  her  head,  in 
soch  a  manner  that  the  rich  fringe  hung  tastefully  over  her  forehead, 
her  brilliant  eyes  lighting  out  coquettishly  from  beneath  the  dark  mantle. 

**  Fanny !  for  I  mean  to  call  you  Fanny  for  all  that  you  have  told 
me,"  I  began,  in  a  strain  of  forced  gaiety,  '*  I  this  morning  scribbled 
some  verses  I  want  you  to  set  to  music  ana  sing — just  hear  them  : 

"  I  love  my  love,  and  she  loves  me. 
Her  love  will  never  fiiil ; 
She  is  no  nun  to  look  severe, 
And  yet  she  wears  a  veil. 

**  A  silken  veil  of  darkest  hue 
Around  her  head  she  throws ; 
She  81^  it  is  to  keep  the  son 
FhNB  scorchisg  her  fiur  bnm9» 
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"  But  when  her  eyes  peep  slily  forth, 
So  bright,  so  arch,  so  keen, 
I  think  she  recollects  that  stars 
In  darkness  are  best  seen. 

"  The  laughing,  playful,  roguish  girl ! 
Her  mirth  will  never  fail ; 
She  is  no  nun  to  look  severe, 
And  yet  she  wears  a  veil.** 

The  verses  were  approved,  and  Fanny  rewarded  me  by  sing^g  them 
that  very  evening  with  spirit.  We  maintained  the  same  friendly  footing 
we  had  done  before  the  pretended  disclosure  of  her  engagement — ^pre- 
tended, I  say,  for,  as  I  then  knew,  no  engagement  ever  existed.  She  her- 
self told  me  so  the  last  evening  of  my  stay,  and  begged  me  to  pardon  the 
deceit  of  which  she  had  been  guilty  for  the  purpose  of  checking  my  incon- 
siderate warmth. 

**  Fanny,  1  cannot  blame  you  for  your  trick,  and  the  pain  it  caused  me^ 
for  you  meant  it  kindly,  and  all  the  disappointment  I  felt  at  your  words  I 
have  forgotten  at  this  assurance  that  you  are  free.  Do,  dear  Fanny — do 
say  that  I  may  continue  to  love  you^  and  try  to  make  you  love  me.  It 
would  be  unreasonable  at  present  to  ask  you  to  love  me  in  return ;  but  do, 
do  promise  to  think  of  me  as  one  not  unworthy  your  dearest  affection — as 
one  who  may  hereafter  be  loved  above  all  men.* 

"  Barley,  do  let  me  talk  seriously  to  you,'*  she  answered,  in  altered  tone. 
Her  voice  was  deep,  earnest,  sincere — ^}'es,  I  am  sure  it  was  sincere.  "Yon 
cannot  wonder  at  my  heing  at  a  loss  now  to  construe  your  words,  for  you 
must  know  that  every  girl  has  much  said  to  her  in  complimentary  phrase 
which  the  speaker  does  not  really  mean.  As  a  child,  I've  been  so  often 
deceived  by  idle  flattery,  that  you  must  pardon  my  uncertainty  whether  you 
are  really  in  earnest.  Don't  play  with  me,  for,  indeed*' — and  here  she  looked 
tenderly  supplicating — "misunderstanding   now  might  cause  me  much 

Sain.  I  believe  you  have  addressed  me  truthfully ;  but  if  I  am  mistaken, 
o  in  kindness  tell  me.  You  may  be  inclined  to  discredit  what  I  say,  but 
let  me  assure  you,  if  you  now  were  to  burst  out  laughing,  and  say,  'Have 
I  not  acted  well  ?*  I  should  feel  no  less  friendly  to  you  than  I  do  now, 
though,  perhaps " 

It  was  an  exciting  contest  now.     Anything  for  victory. 

"  Fanny  !  Fanny  !"  I  cried,  bursting  into  tears,  and  passionaie^ 
wringing  her  hands,  "  how  can  you  treat  me  in  this  way — how  can  yot 
doubt  me !" 

"I  do  believe  you — in  Heaven's  name,  I  do.  Pardon  my  wicked 
mistrust.  Oh,  Barley  !  don't  think  harshly  of  me  from  what  I've  said, 
and  what  I  must  often  have  appeared  to  you.  Say  you  feel  that  I  am 
not  all  a  heartless,  vain  girl." 

I  could  not  speak  for  emotion,  or  I  would  have  said,  "  Not  a  heartless, 
vain  girl.  No,  Fanny  !  vain  in  truth,  but  not  heartless  are  you.  And 
why  meanly  proud  of  little  gifts  with  impulses  so  true,  and  mind  so  femi- 
nine ?  Oh,  that  mother  of  thine  !  how  could  she  teach  you  in  God's 
grand  language  to  reverence  her,  and  demand  honour  from  thy  lispbg 
tongue,  when,  ere  you  had  learnt  to  kneel  with  folded  hands,  she  had 
taught  you  to  stoop  low  in  pert  attitudes  and  approbation-seeking  cour- 
tesies ;  when,  instead  of  guarding  with  jealous  eye  childhood's  dasxliog 
simplicity,  she  fluttered  your  infant  heart  with  a  brilliant  sash,  and  made 
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it  glory  in  a  scarlet  band ;  when,  instead  of  exercising  the  delicate  tutelage, 
and  promoting  the  trifling,  yet  most  sweet,  pleasures  of  the  nursery — the 
wisely  allotted  task,  the  wholesome  restraint,  the  feeling  encouragement, 


irony 

When  you  should  have  rolled  and  gambolled  in  careless  freedom  on  the 
lawn,  why  were  you  constrained  to  formal  movements  and  mincing  steps  ? 
When  nature  and  your  own  young  soul  were  all  music,  why  were  your 
merry  notes  fashioned  into  artificial  laboured  strains,  and  your  little 
hands  tutored  to  beat  time  with  castanets,  that  the  awarded  admiration  of 
thoughtless  complacency  might  tickle  your  eager  expectancy  of  praise,  or 
the  dreaded  silence  of  indifference  might  cut  your  nervous  sensitiveness  to 
inattention  ?  Why,  ere  you  reached  the  age  of  girlhood's  most  honour- 
able innocence,  were  you  made  a  woman — a  scheming  woman  f  Why,  when 
your  heart  should  have  been  pure  as  the  drifted  snow,  alive  only  to  the 
gentlest  sensibilities,  warm  gratitude,  modest  reliance,  unconscious  pity, 
grieving  for  a  wounded  pet,  the  playmate  lamb  or  favoured  bird,  sympa- 
Uiising  with  the  exaggerated  sorrows,  and  pardoning  the  wayward  queru- 
lousness  of  an  aged  nurse — why,  when  these  should  have  been  your  heart's 
liveliest  experiences,  were  obtruded  on  it  thoughts  which,  it  is  grief  enough 
to  know,  time  must  reveal  to  the  mysterious  sanctity  of  ignorance  ?" 
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When  Angus  Macpherson  voluntarily  condemned  himself,  in  expiation 
of  his  crime,  to  daily  and  hourly  behold  the  deep  affliction  which  the 
commission  of  that  crime  had  entailed  ypon  one  for  whom  the  sacrifice 
of  life  would  not  have  claimed  a  second  thought  to  part  with  to  have 
spared  that  hopeless  mourner  the  slightest)  pang,  he  did  not  know  that 
be  was  tasking  his  powers  of  endurance  beyond  their  human  capability — 
that  he  was  still  stretching  his  lacerated  frame  upon  the  rack — still  har- 
rowing up  his  soul  to  frenzy  and  to  desperation. 

In  blindly  imagining,  by  a  tissue  of  fabrications,  to  escape  the  re- 
proaches of  his  sister,  he  found,  and  to  his  bitterer  cost,  that  he  had 
plunged  into  a  more  distressing*  a  more  inextricable  state  of  suffering,  by 
naving  to  endure  his  own,  without  solace,  and  without  sympathy.  Then, 
Ellen,  with  a  pertinacity  perfectly  inexplicable  to  his  guilty  and  terror- 
stricken  mind,  dwelt  on  the  death  of  her  husband  with  unceasing  con- 
stancy, instead  of,  like  him,  studiously  endeavouring  to  banish  every 
recollection  connected  with  the  appalling  event ;  nay,  evidently  only 
tolerating  his  intrusion  on  her  grief  because  he  alone  could  feed  the 
source  of  her  tears  for  her  lamented  Donald.  She  tormented  him  for 
the  most  minute  details,  never  wearying  of  those  particulars,  harrowing 
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as  tliej  were,  each  one  of  which,  in  repeating,  pierced  him  to  the  heart's 
most  vital  quick. 

Then,  when  he  choked  down  the  remorseful  agony  of  his  own  soul  to 
gratify  her  morhid  passion,  to  learn  even  that  which  must  fi^ve  intense 
pain  to  know,  her  affecting  gratitude — her  earnest  thankfulness  that 
he  was  there  to  bear  witness  of  her  husband's  end,  and  soothe  his  last 
mcMnents,  was  almost  more  than  he  could  find  callous  courage  to  endure^ 
without  sinking  under  the  blasting  convicticm  of  the  lightning-flash  of 
his  conscience.  Yet  this  was  not  all,  nor  the  worst ;  for,  impressionaUe 
to  the  last  degree,  she  was  continually  expatiating  on  her  ineffaceable 
obligations  to  him  for  his  affection  and  regard  to  her  and  her  child — for 
his  disinterested  devotion,  his  unlooked-for  kindness,  commifieratioiiy 
and  generosity,  to  two  of  the  most  hapless  of  God's  forlorn  creatures; 
he  who  had  no  occasion  to  share  their  sorrow  or  burden  his  bosom  with 
the  weight  of  their  oppressive  calamity. 

'^  Oh !  my  brother !"  she  would  exclaim,  foiling  on  his  neck  in  a  paroigrsm 
of  de^>air — "  oh !  my  dear,  precious  brother !  the  God  who  inspires  you 
to  pity  and  befriend  us,  will  also  reward  you  for  such  acts  of  mercy.  Oh, 
Angus !  dear,  dear  Angus  !  it  is  almost  unpardonable  in  me  to  mourn  thu^ 
with  such  a  comforter  as  you  still  \eh  me — with  my  consoling  child  still  left 
me,  the  child  whom  you  will  glory  to  train  in  all  the  sterner,  the  noUer 
virtues  which  dignify  and  exalt  you  above  the  commoner  of  this  earth ! 
But  I  must  lament  for  his  father — the  father  whom  he  will  never  know, 
and,  Heaven  be  praised !  whom  he  will  never  miss,  my  brother  ;  for  to 
him  you  will  stand  in  the  place  of  all,  and  to  me  be  well-nigh  all  too !" 

Judge — but  who  can  judge  of  his  tortures,  save  with  his  conscience, 
during  these  pathetic  outbursts  of  natural  and  ingenuous  emotion  ?  Oh ! 
he  felt  that  there  could  not  be  a  more  poignant  torment  for  the  guilty, 
in  the  place  of  utter  condemnation,  than  that  which  he  experienced 
whilst  listening  to  his  sister — whilst  receiving  her  caresses — whilst  feel- 
ing her  arms  around  his  neck,  her  tears  upon  his  cheek,  her  kisses  upon 
his  lips.  Oh  !  the  exquisite  anguish  of  those  moments  of  contrition  is 
not  to  be  described,  is  not  to  be  conceived ! 

How  did  he  inwardly  quail  at  the  dread  consciousness  that,  while 
she  was  thus  applauding,  the  ayenging  spirits  above  were  r^gisteiinff 
against  him  even  the  continuance  of  that  deception  which  won  unmerited 
approbation,  as  an  aggravation  of  his  original  offence !  How  did  be 
long  to  fling  himself  at  the  feet  of  that  most  abused  sister,  and  confev 
himself  to  her  such  as  he  knew  himself  to  be— «uch  as  Heaven  kneir 
him  to  be,  and  then  rush  forth  from  her  affrighted  presenoe,  to  seek 
death — destruction — and,  if  it  could  be,  annihilation  on  the  stark  body 
of  his  victim !  But  in  him,  in  his  righteously  believed  integrity  of  worn, 
that  stricken  sister  still  derived  a  partial  happiness  I  Should  he,  couU 
he  rend  the  veil  ?  Should  be,  could  he  reveal  the  naked  hideousoess  oft 
murdered  husband,  murdered  by  a  brother's  hand — the  hand  she  clasped 
— the  hand  she  kissed — ^the  hand  she  purified  by  her  tears — the  hand 
she  intended  to  lead  her  innocent  child  through  temptation — ^the  hand 
that  was  to  point  the  way  for  it  to  reach  everlasting  peace  ? 

Could  man  do  this  ?  Was  it  not  easier,  far,  far  easier  to  proceed  onward 
in  the  dark  unfathomable  path  of  his  own  secret  and  silent  repentance, 
than  to  retrograde  through  that  darker  one  of  blood  and  hoorror,  at 
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whose  terminadoQ  lay  the  unsheeted  dead,  in  the  grim  gfaastliness  of 
akwly-wasting  decay  ? 

Oh !  he  would  strive,  for  her  sake  he  wotdd  strive,  who  yet  looked 
upon  him  with  the  clear  and  candid  eye  of  holy  and  unsuspecting  afiec- 
tUMi ;  and  if  yet,  hy  so  doing,  he  added  crime  to  crime,  God  must  have 
mercy  upon  mm,  for  he  could  not  snap  the  last  remaining  link  whidi 
bound  him  as  a  felon  to  his  kind  I 

The  effort  at  constant  coQceahBent — the  unrelaxing  Tigilance  which  it 
compelled — ^the  incessant  self-watchfulness  which  it  rendered  imperative 
to  be  observed,  however,  at  all  times,  well-nigh  overset  the  balance  of 
MBSon,  and  drove  him  to  the  verge  of  disclosure  ;  but  a  confident  word, 
aieliant  look,  a  tear  banished,  and  a  faint  smile  invited  in  its  stead, 
closed  his  hps,  and  shut  up  the  &tal  mystery  closer  and  closer  in  his 
h«rt^  a^'l  p«y.  untuX  eating  canLTVf  untold  turpitude  .hould 
doBtroy  it  for  ever  I 

Still,  despite  of  every  really  magnanimous  endeavour  at  self-control, 
his  temper  became  most  unequal,  his  di^lay  of  passion  startling,  his 
penitence  for  such  excesses  abject  and  humiliating  ;  and  thus  months 
sped  on  between  the  guilty  and  the  innocent,  the  remorseful  and  the 
•QKTowing,  the  young  child  alone  revelling  in  the  mere  joyousness  of 
OEiBtence,  growing  up  betwixt  those  two  chilled  beings  as  a  flower  in  the 
fliefb  of  a  sterile  rock,  which  yet  struggles  to  bask  and  to  flourish  in  the 
afaray  sunbeam  ghstening  aslant  its  narrow  entranee ! 

Often,  when  the  bold  beautiful  boy  was  ^rting  before  them,  and 
EUen  could  see,  in  every  graceful  movement,  every  fearless  action,  traces 
of  her  handsome  and  athletic  Donald,  she  would  exclaim,  as  she  caught  the 
moody  gaae  of  her  brother  fixed  on  him,  surprised  into  intense  admira- 
tion, ^*  Oh,  Angus  !  that  his  father  had  but  lived  to  enjoy  the  proud  triumph 
of  his  son^s  advancing  growth,  his  son's  advancing  tailent,  what  a  moment 
would  it  have  been  for  him  I — what  a  moment  for  us  to  have  participated 
hi  his  felicity  !" 

Then,  when  the  wretched  man  would  start  firom  his  seat,  fling  his  arms 
hifAk  above  his  head,  as  if  threatening  the  very  skies,  and  afterwards 
endeavour  to  allay  the  sudden  tempest  of  his  soul  by  hasty  and  unmea- 
nired  strides  across  the  room,  the  poor  mother,  fearing  that  she  had  un- 
wittingly offended,  would  motion  the  buoyant  boy  from  his  uncle's  presence, 
and  then,  falling  on  her  knees,  implore  pardon  for  having  breathed  a 
name  so  evidently  fraught  with  resentful  remembrances.  ^'  Oh,  Angus  ! 
ohy  my  brother !"  she  would  cry,  "  is  it  possible  that  you  can  still  harbour 
an  unkind  thought  ?  Has  not  aeath — such  a  death— K>bHterated  your  an- 
cient animosity  ?  Has  not  my  grief  for  that  death  awakened  a  tenderer,  a 
more  contrite  memory  for  one  who,  in  dying,  gave  his  dearest  on  earth 
into  your  custody  ?  Is  it,  can  it  be,  that  you  loathe  the  deposit  ? — that 
your  asseverations  of  attachment  are  fake  ? — that  you  do,  and  will  hate 
the  child  who  bears  the  obnoxious  name  of  Grant? — that  you  would 
exterminate  the  last  heir  of  Cairn  ? — that  you  would  almost  shed 
blood  ?" 

^V Blood  !  how  dare  you  charge  me  with  shedding  blood  ?  What  devil 
whispered  to  you  that  I  shed  blood  ?  Woman,  do  you  wish  to  drive  me 
to  shed  my  own  ?  Oh !  forgive  me,  forgive  me !  sweet,  dear,  precious 
aster !  Oh,  Ellen !  you  do  not  understand  me  I  you  never  can  understand 
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me  !  you  dare  not  understand  me ! — Oh,  God  !  oh,  God !  my  burden  is  too 
heavy  for  me  to  bear  !  Release  my  soul  ! — release  the  soul  of  one  who 
would  rather  brave  thy  direst  justice  than  longer  hce  this  poor,  tlus 
patient,  uncomplaining  thing !" 

Angus  fell  ill  at  last — seriously  and  hopelessly  ill;  for  long-contending 
struggles  had  sapped  away  the  foundations  of  his  naturally  robust  con* 
stitution,  and  bowed  him  prematurely  to  the  grave. 

Ellen  never  left  him,  night  nor  day  ;  and  the  boisterous  and  giddy 
boy  g^w  wondrous  mute  and  thoughtful  at  seeing  his  strong  and  actiTe 
uncle  lying  feeble  and  exhausted  on  his  bed,  with  tear  after  tear  coursing 
each  other  down  his  pale  and  sunken  cheeks,  beckoning  with  a  thin 
white  finger  for  him  to  bring  water  to  moisten  his  parched  and  black- 
ened lips,  and  trying  to  smile  his  thanks  for  the  welcome  draught. 

It  was  very  strange  to  him  to  behold  all  this,  and  he  went  about  sofUy, 
and  with  an  inward  shudder,  and  longed  more  frequently  to  kiss  ms 
mother,  and  with  a  quieter  kiss  than  in  the  days  when  his  uncle  could  sit 
up  and  talk,  and  not  look  so  wildly  at  him  with  his  hollow  and  wander- 
ing eyes ! 

The  child  had  learnt  his  first  lesson  in  the  complexity  of  mortal  anta- 
gonisms, and,  like  all  such  experience,  it  awed,  amazed,  and  confounded 
his  artless  mind  ;  for  it  taught  the  instability  of  human  things,  of  health, 
strength,  and  will  subdued  ;  of  the  mysterious  failing  of  those  faculties, 
80  brilliant  in  the  fulness  of  their  power,  so  commanding  in  the  meridian 
of  their  might  !  It  taught,  that  the  man  whose  every  tone  and  gesture 
had  proclaimed  his  superiority — had  inspired  fear  and  reverence — might 
become,  had  become  an  object  of  the  most  pitiable,  the  most  fkmiliarismg 
commiseration !  His  second  lesson  in  the  same  school  was  even  yet 
more  'painfully  instructive,  for  it  was  more  closely  allied  to  the  errors 
and  the  crimes  of  fallible  humanity. 

Once,  after  a  short  and  feverish  slumber,  and  while  Ellen  and  her 
patient  boy  were  watching  tenderly  over  him,  and  hoping  for  a  beneficial 
result  even  from  that  very  perturbed  rest,  Macpherson  suddenly  started 
up,  and,  flinging  off  the  |bed-clothes  as  if  they  actually  stifled  him,  and 
fixing  his  distended  eyes  far  into  the  depth  of  the  gloomy  apartment,  be 
shrieked  out,  ''  Gro  back  !  go  back  !  I  was  the  first.  Grant  !  You  most 
give  way  I  Go  back,  then,  for,  by  Heaven,  Macpherson  never  will ! 
Oh,  he  falls  !  He  dashes  from  side  to  side  !  Hush  !  He  has  reached  the 
bottom  !  Stop  !^-oh,  God,  in  mercy  stop !  You,  Ellen's  husband  ! — ^yon ! 
He's  dead — he's  dead !  Who  saw  me  do  it  ? — who  can  say  I  am  his  mur- 
derer ?     My  sister  must  never  know  how  her  husband  died  !** 

Ellen,  when  she  could  articulate,  exclaimed,  in  an  accent  of  utter 
despair,  "  He  raves !  he  raves  !  my  poor  brother  is  mad  !  It  is  my  fault 
alone  !  I  forced  him  to  recount  the  dread  disaster  so  often,  that  the 
picture  has  become  rivetted  on  his  brain  in  all  the  darker  hues  of  a  fear- 
ful reality  !  He  a  murderer !  he  murder  my  Donald !  the  kindest,  the 
gentlest  of  men  !  Oh,  Angus !  oh,  my  brother !  how  would  you  shudder  to 
know  what  you  have  been  but  dreaming  !  Angus !  dear  Angus  !"  she 
continued,  bending  down  and  kissing  the  moist  brow  of  the  completely 
prostrated  Macpherson — "  Angus,  do  you  not  know  your  sister  ?  can  you 
not  recognise  your  fond  Ellen  ?  Look  on  me ;  try  and  recover  your 
recollection  ;  I  am  your  sister  Ellen.** 
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"  I  know  you  are — I  know  only  too  well  you  are ;  you  are,  indeed,  my 
sister,  and  the  wife  of  Grant  of  Cairn — the  Grant.  Come  nearer,  Ellen — 
stoop  down,  for  I  am  dying — I  am  going  to  him — ^he  will  again  see  his 
murderer,^^ 

Ellen,  at  this  confession,  rushed  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  dragging 
lier  son  with  her,  as  if  from  some  immediate  and  horrible  danger  ;  and 
then  she  cried  out,  "  Oh  !  that  you  had  died  !  oh,  that  you  had,  before 
blasting  me  with  this  awful  admission  !'' 

*^  I  could  not !  I  could  not !  Heaven  is  my  witness  how  I  have  striven 
to  do  so !  Heaven  is  my  witness  what  this  revelation  has  cost  me  ! 
But  you  ought  to  have  divined  it — you,  who  have  seen  the  tumults  of 
my  soul — seen  and  trembled  at  them  !  Do  not  stand  so  far  off  I  oh,  do 
not,  in  mercy,  stand  so  far  off!  Come  nearer  tome!  Come  and  look  upon 
me  as  the  angel  of  forgiveness  I    Come  and  pray  for  me." 

"  Pray  for  you  !  pray  for  you !  Mothers  have  been  known  to  pray 
for  the  murderers  of  their  sons — wives  have  been  known  to  pray  for  the 
morderers  of  their  husbands  I  Such  things  have  been  known  ;  but,  O 
my  God !  my  God !  was  ever  wife  invoked  before  to  pray  for  the  mur- 
derer of  her  husband,  when  that  murderer  was  her  brother  ?  Yet,  if 
Thou  hast  mercy  for  such  an  one,  hear  me,  O  Heaven !  hear  me,  now 
on  my  bended  knees,  implore  that  mercy  for  him  whom  Thou  art  now 
summoning  to  his  account — ^yea,  imploring  it,  as  if  for  that  sacrificed 
husband  himself!'' 

''  Hear  her,  O  Lord !  hear  her,  and  heed  her,"  cried  the  dying  man, 
'^for  then  I  shall  have  hope!" 

In  a  few  hours  the  contrite  man  tested  the  truth  of  that  hope — in  a 
few  hours  every  earthly  struggle  ceased,  and  he  lay  as  calmly  and 
serenely  in  death,  as  if  no  one  ripple  of  passion  had  ever  swept  over  his 
tempestuous  heart,  to  leave  its  furrowing  trace  upon  that  pale  and  marble 
brow! 

"  How  could,"  thought  Ellen,  gazing  on  him  through  her  tears — "  how 
ooold,"  she  repeated,  as  if  with  astonishment,  *^  the  most  guileless,  the 
most  benign  Christian  look  meeker,  look  holier  in  dissolution  ?"  But 
Ang^  Macpherson  had  died  a  thorough,  a  devout  Christian,  and  merited 
the  symbolic  seal  of  peace  upon  his  smooth,  unruffled  forehead.  He  died 
with  his  head  upon  Ins  sister's  bosom^  as  he  pined  to  die — he  died,  hold- 
ing the  little  fluttering  hand  of  his  pretty  nephew — the  nephew  to  whom 
he  left  the  whole  of  his  property,  rejoicing,  that  by  uniting  the  lands  of 
Bendearg  and  Cairn,  that  the  ancient  feud  would  be  for  ever  cancelled, 
and  that  he  would  be  the  last  Macpherson  who  would  shed  the  blood  of 
a  Grant.* 

^  Vide  "  Beauties  and  Wonders  of  Nature  and  Science.''  Edited  bj  Linney 
Gilbert,  A.M. 
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CHRISTABELLE ;  OR,  ANGEL  FOOTSTEPS.* 

The  present  age  is  eminently  an  age  of  norels.  The  long  career  and 
merited  celebrity  of  Walter  Scott,  in  that  as  in  other  branches  of  fite- 
ratnre,  kept  almost  all  competitors  in  his  peculiar  line  out  of  the  field; 
but  as  soon  as  that  master-qpiiit  of  tbe  art  was  removed,  noyel-writfln 
sprung  up  in  increasing  numbers  with  every  succeeding  season.  Nor  is 
this  surprising ;  the  vast  circulation  of  his  works  had  created  a  school  of 
worthy  as  weU  as  of  unworthy  imitators,  who  bear  witness  alike  to  his 
popularity,  and  to  the  influence  which  his  works  have  had  on  the  CteBi- 
ture  of  lus  age.  He  has,  indeed,  helped  both  to  amuse  the  present 
generation  and  to  form  the  talents  of  no  inconsiderable  number  <^  than 
to  continue  his  work,  with  various  success,  for  the  amusement  and  in- 
struction of  generations  to  come. 

Among  his  successors,  a  mixed  style  has  CTadually  sprung  up,  unitii^ 
the  picturesque  costume  and  romantic  colouring  of  Scott  with  tne  eveij- 
day  life  and  domestic  pictures  of  Miss  Austen.  We  scarcely  hesitate  to 
say  that  we  think  this  the  most  useful,  and  probably  the  most  lasting^ 
form  of  our  modem  works  of  fiction. 

True  to  nature,  without  being  monotonous ;  romantic  in  sceneiy  and 
incident,  without  falling  into  ^cageeratton,  this  school  continues  to  in- 
terest the  reader's  feelings  as  well  as  his  imagination,  by  avoidii^j^  tt 
once  the  conmionplaoe  of  life  while  retaining  the  excitement  «r  ad- 
venture. 

The  work  which  we  are  about  to  review,  although  sufficiently  romantic 
in  some  of  its  incidents,  is  rather  a  novel  of  character  than  of  adventiiit. 
Although  the  personages  represented  are  of  the  first  rank,  there  is  no 
mawkish  endeavour  to  decry  or  to  describe  the  oft-told  grandeurs  or  pal- 
trinesses of  London  society ;  although  part  of  the  story  lies  among  dtf 
wildest  scenes  of  travel,  there  are  neither  brigands  dot  conspiinioEiL 
There  is,  indeed,  one  fearful  shipwreck,  on  whidb  the  final  interest  of 
the  story  chiefly  turns,  but  it  is  described  with  gpreat  aldll  and  paw«r« 
and  serves  to  introduce  a  most  beautiful  lyrical  ballad,  whidi  we  ahiD 
have  to  notice  in  its  place  hereafter. 

In  general,  the  descriptions  are  very  good:  there  is  suffidient  tmdi  and 
exactness  to  place  the  scene  vividly  before  the  reader's  eye  without  thit 
tedious  Dutch  painting,  as  it  may  be  called,  now  worn  almost  threadtma 
by  our  so-called  9erial  writers. 

The  story  of  ^'  Christabelle"  is  introduced  by  a  preface,  in  whidi  tlie 
authoress  states  that  it  has  been  written  with  tne  same  intention  aa  itr 
previous  novel  of  "  Lamia,"  namely,  that  of  offering  some  hints  on  tie 
e£fect  of  different  schemes  of  education  upon  similar  chacactexs.  But 
although  the  ultimate  design  be  the  same,  the  tales  are  in  strong  mb- 
trast  one  to  the  other  :  in  ''  Lamia  "  she  has  shown  the  consequence  of 
parental  indifference  or  neglect,  while,  in  the  present  work,  she  has 
illustrated  the  benefits  to  be  obtained,  even  under  nearly  similar  circum- 
stances of  indifference,  by  the  intervention  of  a  thoroughly  religious  and 
sensible  governess.  It  may  be  said,  that  as  the  amiable  character  of 
the  country  clergyman,  so  truly  depicted  in  "  Lamia,"  was  necessary  to 

^  Christabelle;  or.  Angel  Footsteps.    Shoberl.    1852. 
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briDg  the  story  home  to  every  feeling  heart,  so,  m  ^  CAnristabeUe,"  the 
character  of  the  motherly  governess,  Mrs.  Marray,  is  equally  the  feature 
which  will  recommend  the  present  novel  to  every  careful  parent.  In 
nether  of  the  two  characters  is  there  anything  overdrawn,  while  every 
word  of  counsel  or  remark  indicates  the  strong  understanding  and  pious 
resolution  that  animate  them. 

But  we  must  let  the  preface  speak  for  itself : 

The  author,  in  submitting  tiiis  work  to  the  public,  takes  occasion  to  reiaark 
tbat  it  is  written  in  the  same  spirit,  and  with  the  same  views,  as  her  former 
Donrel  of  **  Lamia.*' 

As,  in  that  work,  the  effects  of  a  want  of  religious  training  upon  a  gifted 
mind  were  exemplified  in  a  life  exhausted  in  unsatisfactory  purposes,  and  ter- 
minated by  a  state  narrowly  rescued  from  despair,  so,  in  the  present  story, 
the  results  of  a  sound  religious  education  upon  a  mind  of  equal  intelligence 
are  exhibited  in  a  happy  reliance  upon  the  promises  of  religion,  and  an  humble 
resignation  to  the  trials  of  this  world.  .  .  .  She  has  also  endeavoured  to 
enforce  the  neglected  truth,  that  the  gifts  of  fortune,  station,  or  talent,  fiir 
from  exempting  their  envied  possessors  from  the  ills  of  life,  on  the  contmiy 
expose  them  in  a  peculiar  degree  to  the  cares  and  sorrows  which  especially 
beset  the  higher  and  more  cultivated  portion  of  society  •  .  .  and  trusts 
that,  having  confined  herself  to  the  province  of  a  narrator,  she  may  have 
escaped  all  imputation  of  a  desire  to  dictate  on  religious  topics,  or  even  to  pro- 
voke controversy. 

To  proceed  with  the  story.  On  a  murky  London  morning,  a  gay 
equipage  containing  a  newly-wedded  pair,  rich  in  all  those  attributes  of 
wealth,  rank,  and  beauty  so  cheaply  found  in  works  of  this  description, 
18  proceeding  at  a  rapid  rate  from  the  church  which  has  witnessed  their 
nuptials  towards  the  river-side,  where  a  yacht,  the  Ringdove,  is  waiting 
to  convey  them  to  the  Mediterranean.  On  passing  London-bridge 
their  progress  is  arrested  by  a  crowd  sssembled  to  view  the  body  of  a 
woman  just  drawn  from  the  Thames  after  a  long  search  and  which  is 
new  being  carried  to  the  coroner's  inquest.  Her  little  boy,  whom  the 
unhappy  mother  had  doomed  to  destruction  with  herself,  had  been  saved 
by  a  waterman  named  Johnson,  by  whom  he  was  being  taken  before  the 
parish  authorities  at  the  moment  of  the  stoppage  of  the  carriage.  The 
innocent  child  smiles  and  holds  out  its  hands  to  the  newly- married  wife, 
niio  is  struck  vrith  compas»on  for  the  poor  orphan,  and  prevails  on  her 
liDsband  to  accompany  it  before  the  parish  authorities  sitting  at  the 
workhouse.  Having  by  this  delay,  and  the  late  hour  of  their  wedding,  lost 
Ae  tide,  the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Tintagel  have  ample  time  to  listen  to 
the  detidls  of  the  accident,  and  finally  adopt  the  child,  taking  him  on 
board  the  yacht  with  the  kind  waterman  and  his  wife  (an  old  pilot  and 
aftewardeas),  who  make  themselves  useful  on  the  voyage. 

Once  embarked,  the  party  make  a  prosperous  trip  to  Lisbon:  the 
night  before  the  entrance  of  the  Ringdove  into  the  Tagus  having  been 
stormy,  she  approaches  the  mouth  of  the  river  early  in  the  morning,  by  a 
which  is  well  described  : 


As  soon  as  the  yacht  was  in  comparatively  smooth  water,  Cornelia,  rising 
from  a  sleepless  couch,  and  equally  impatient  both  to  see  the  coast  of  a  new 
country,  and  to  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  the  morning,  came  upon  deck  to  enjoy 
the  brilliant  dawn  of  a  southern  climate.  The  pure  clear  blue  of  the  eastern 
horizon  was  gradually  lighted  up  with  that  transparent  hue  which,  while  you 
look  at  it,  changes  visibly  from  chrysolite  to  topax,  from  topaz  to  opal }  the 
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sky  became  suddenly  traversed  by  streaks  of  safiron  and  orange,  melting  into 
a  soft  rose  colour,  reflected  from  thin  cloiuls  which  a  moment  before  were 
imperceptible  :  whilst  the  lower  mists  float'  d  off*  in  deep  purple  wreaths 
tipped  here  and  there  with  gold,  brightening  as  the  resplendent  orb  approached 
its  entry  on  our  hemisphere.  Then,  as  the  globe  of  Are  mounted  rapidly  into 
the  heavens,  casting  a  ruddy  glow  over  the  waters,  it  gilded  successively  every 
tower  and  turret,  every  spire  and  convent  of  the  royal  city,  lighting  with  iti 
beams  every  quinta  ana  casino,  deep  set  in  tiieir  dark  orange  and  olive  grovei 
along  the  shore,  till  the  whole'.basin  which  forms  the  superb  port  of  Lisbon, 
and  its  noble  tributary  the  Tagus,  studded  with  ships  of  war  and  merchant 
vessels  of  all  nations,  was  opened  to  the  view  in  a  panorama  of  unrivalled 
■splendour. 

The  voyage  is  continued  up  the  Mediterranean  to  Malta,  where  the 
duke  and  duchess  remain  during  the  summer,  having  added  to  their  party 
a  Scotch  physician,  Dr.  Macleod,  and  a  German  artist  named  majetf 
both  of  whom  return  with  them  afterwards  to  England.  While  at  Malta 
the  duke  falls  in  with  a  Greek  priest  named  Mavrosceni,  whona  he  had 
formerly  met  in  his  travels,  and  who  is  destined  to  have  a  consideraUe 
influence  on  the  future  winding  up  of  the  story. 

On  arriving  in  Egypt  they  make  an  excursion  up  the  Nile  (during 
which  the  learned  and  artistical  opinions  and  discussions  of  the  doctor 
and  Mayer  contribute  to  enliven  the  narrative),  but  return  in  time  to 
proceed  to  the  Holy  Land  for  Christmas.  At  Bethlehem,  the  duchess,  wlio 
is'  in  a  condition  which  renders  her  susceptible  to  nervous  impressionB,  is 
so  affected  by  a  visit  to  the  grotto  of  the  Nativity,  that  her  imagination 
is  worked  up  to  a  pitch  of  excitement,  which  leads  her  to  the  belief  th&t 
she  sees  an  extraordinary  vision  emblematic  of  the  future.  She  has  been 
for  some  time  in  anxiety  about  her  husband's  health  and  mind,  and  ex- 
hausts herself  in  prayers  for  him  and  for  her  expected  offspring.  En- 
tranced, she  fancies  herself  at  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  sees  dimly  her 
own  and  her  children's  fate  foreshadowed  in  the  vision.  This  will,  dloabt- 
less,  appear  extravagant  to  some  readers,  but  it  is  written  with  genuine 
piety,  and  is  hardly  more  extraordinary  than  the  happy  birth  of  her 
eldest  daughter,  the  heroine  of  the  book,  a  few  days  later  at  Jemsaleo, 
after  so  long  and  rough  a  journey  performed  upon  a  camel. 

Meanwhile  the  little  foundling,  who  has  been  christened  Nicholas  at 
Malta,  grows  a  fine  boy,  and  is  the  plaything  and  spoiled  child  of  the 
sailors,  who  are  fond  of  his  bold  and  active  propensities.  He  dotes  on 
the  atniable  Cornelia,  who  is  a  mother  to  him,  but  shows  aversion  to  ber 
Tiusband,  and  an  unconquerable  dislike  to  his  valet  Luigi :  he  has  too 
much  his  own  way  with  all.  The  effect  of  Jerusalem  on  the  hitherto 
pantheistic  notions  of  Mayer  is  well  touched  on :  till  now  a  Genaan 
esprit  fort,  attached  to  no  particular  Christianity,  he  feels  struck  with 
inward  awe  at  the  actual  presence  of  the  holy  places,  and  becomes  a  sin- 
cere believer. 

The  character  of  Cornelia  is  particularly  engaging,  and  we  think  it 
would  have  been  an  improvement  to  the  work  had  she  been  allowed  to 
live  longer,  and  to  conduct  at  least  a  part  of  that  education  of  her  eldest 
daughter  which  has  been  thrown  upon  the  governess,  Mrs.  Murray. 

ChristAbelle  receives  her  name  in  baptism  by  the  hands  of  a  dergynun 
jwhom  they  meet  opportunely  by  the  Jordan. 

They  proceed  to  Constantinople,  and  after  a  sojourn  of  some  moothf 
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there  sail  for  Athens,  where  they  fix  themselves  for  the  secoDd  wmter^ 
Here  a  second  daughter  is  horn,  who  is  named  lanthe,  and  who  in  the 
end  becomes  nearly  as  much  the  heroine,  from  her  beauty  and  adven- 
tures, as  Christabelle  herself.  Leaving  Athens  in  time  to  avoid  the 
summer  heats,  they  repair  to  Sicily,  where  news  reaches  the  duchess  that 
her  father,  Mr.  Love),  of  Che3me-p]ace,  Yorkshire,  has  been  dangerously 
ill,  and  is  now  afflicted  with  blindness.  Of  course  this  intelligence  recala 
them  in  haste  to  England. 

In  due  time  a  third  daughter  is  bom  in  England,  to  whom  is  given  the 
name  of  Una.  Her  character  and  history  become  prominent  features  in 
the  latter  part  of  the  work.  Some  months  later,  a  fete  is  given  in  the 
park  at  Cheyne,  on  the  duchess's  birthday ;  on  which  occasion  Luigi,  the 
Talet,  who  was  preparing  the  fireworks,  falls  a  victim  to  an  accidental 
explosion.  He  lives  long  enough,  however,  to  confess  to  the  duke  a 
lecret  upon  which  eventually  the  whole  story  turns ;  namely,  that  the 
hoy  Nicholas  is  the  duke's  son  by  the  unhappy  Veronica  Lanzi,  whose 
smcide,  as  it  afterwards  turns  out,  took  place  but  an  hour  previous  to  his^ 
present  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Level.  Luigi's  own  villany, 
m  withholding  the  duke's  allowance  for  her  support  has  been  the  cause 
of  the  catastrophe.  This  sad  history  is  made  known  to  the  duchess,  who 
ffenerously  soothes  her  husband's  wounded  conscience,  and  redoubles  her 
mterest  and  care  for  the  unfortunate  boy. 

Not  many  months  after  this  event  the  amiable  duchess  is  again  a 
mother — the  mother  of  a  son ;  but  the  father's  affliction  may  be  imagined 
vpon  the  death  of  both  wife  and  child  on  the  day  of  his  birth.  Cornelia, 
possessiug  property  of  her  own,  is  enabled  to  leave  a  handsome  provision 
ror  Nicholas,  and  a  special  injunction,  among  others,  to  her  daughters, 
always  to  consider  him  as  a  brother.  The  true  history  of  his  birth 
remains  a  secret,  and  upon  this  point  turns  the  interest  of  the  tale. 

With  this  ends  the  first  volume  of  "  Christabelle.'' 

The  second  volume  is  entirely  composed  of  Christabelle*s  joumal,^ 
which  is  continued  into  the  first  half  of  the  third.  This  is,  perhaps,  the 
best  part  of  the  work. 

It  is  intended  to  represent  the  progress  of  the  mind  of  a  young  person 
endowed  with  many  good  qualities,  but  little  of  what  can  be  called 
genius.  Commenced  at  an  early  age,  the  journal  is  continued  during 
feVeral  years,  and  is  contrived  to  exhibit  the  gradual  development  of 
joathful  faculties  ripening  by  careful  cultivation  into  an  amiable  womanly 
eharacter.  And  we  must  acknowledge  the  skill  with  which  the  childish, 
bat  natural,  style  of  the  first  pages  is  by  degrees  matured  into  the  tone 
of  a  sensible,  reflecting  mind,  without  losing  the  simplicity  which  belongs 
to  the  character,  apart  from  the  age,  of  the  writer. 

Grandpapa  always  gives  us  something  on  our  birthdays.  This  year  he  called 
me  and  asked  me  how  I  got  on  with  my  arithmetic.  1  told  him  what  rules  I 
knew,  and  he  encouraged  me  to  attend  to  it,  because  calculation  is  the  basis- 
of  all  philosophy,  and  especially  of  what  he  knew  to  be  my  favourite  branch, 
at  it  had  been  his  own,  namely — astronomy.     Those  were  his  words. 

•*  But,"  said  he,  "  are  you  not  doing  sums  in  money,  too?"  "Yes,"  I  replied, 
*'  but  not  mucli.  I  do  not  understand  the  value  of  money.  Mrs.  Murray  says 
it  is  the  last  lesson  people  ever  learn,  and  I  have  so  much  to  learn  before  I 
come  to  that."  Grandpapa  laughed  very  much,  and  said  it  was  time  I  should 
begin  a  lesson  that  was  only  accomplished  so  late,  and  then  gave  me  a  pound 
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a  shilling,  and  a  penuy,  in  gold,  silver,  and  copper,  that  I  might  know  ikat 
£,  i,  tL  were  real  and  tancible  things,  whether  to  hold  or  to  spend.  I  heft 
them  in  a  little  purse  I  had  netted  myself,  longing  for  the  day  when  I  could  jo 
to  York,  and  learn  the  ralue  of  money. 

Chrtftebelle  la  a  single-haarted,  paina-taking'  girl,  always  endeavouziiig 
to  do  her  beet  in  whatever  she  undertakes,  and  early  impresBed  with  the 
sense  of  duty,  particularly  that  of  fitting  heiself  to  be  the  guide  and 
guardian  of  her  sisters. 

It  ii  not  surprising  that  an  over-anxious  mind,  joined  to  an  anlant 
love  of  study,  and  the  prospect  of  ample  room  for  the  cares  whidi  her 
duties  impose  upon  her,  should  soon  prove  too  much  for  a  delicate  fruof^ 
Christabelle  &lls  into  ill-health,  and  is  taken  to  London  for  advieei 
While  there,  she  acmdentally  makes  acquaintance  with  a  Miss  Revel»  a 
girl  a  few  years  her  senior,  a  friendship  of  which  her  father  disappnrraa: 
they  separate,  but  to  meet  again  later  in  the  story.  As  she  gnidnaDy 
recovers,  her  father  allows  her  to  see  a  little  society,  and  the  impxessiflii. 
it  makes  on  her  fresh  and  unsophisticated  mind  is  well  deseribed. 

On  Christabelle's  return  home,  which  is  prettily  related,  she  reoera 
the  direction  of  her  grandfather's  household,  and  with  h&r  increasing 
cares  her  mind  seems  to  acquire  strength.  Some  of  the  reflective  pads  d 
this  volome,  the  constant  reference  to  the  faint  but  cherished  memofy  it 
her  mother,  and  unceasing  gratitude  to  her  kind  friend  and  goveraeei^ 
Mrs.  Murray,  are  conceived  and  expressed  in  an  excellent  spirit.  For 
many  readers,  the  naiveie  of  the  remarics,  the  abruptness  of  some  of  the 
sentences,  the  recurrence  to  favourite  trains  of  thought,  will  be  considered 
as  too  childish ;  but  the  book  is,  in  hct,  the  histo^  of  the  progress  of  a 
child,  and  the  gradual  development  of  the  understanding  is  the  very  sub- 
ject-matter which  it  has  to  deal  with. 

Christabelle  is  much  left  to  the  society  of  her  grandfatlier,  Mr.  Level, 
who,  though  now  old  and  blind,  retains  a  taste  for  philoeophy  and 
astronomy  which  he  has  formerly  cultivated.  Some  of  the  old  gentle* 
man's  conversations  are  very  pleasing,  and  well  calculated  to  draw  on  the 
capacity  of  an  intelligent  young  person.  Mr.  Level's  observaidoDik 
which  Christabelle  is  careful  to  repeat  verbatim  in  her  journal,  form  an 
agreeable  contrast  to  her  own  simple  style,  which  is  far  from  detrada^ 
from  the  natural  effect  of  her  writing. 

The  duke  now  lives  much  in  London,  and  rarely  comes  to  Cheyne. 
Nicholas,  who  had  been  sent  to  school  at  York,  where  he  was  ill-treated, 
and  not  improved,  after  going  through  Eton,  and  passing  some  time  ia 
Germany,  finally  enters  the  Guards.  His  character  is  wild  and  reckleai^ 
not  devoid  of  good,  but  much  neglected. 

At  this  period  two  new  persons  appear  on  the  scene ;  the  Hev.  Ber* 
nard  Clive,  who  succeeds  to  the  living  of  Cheyne  on  the  death  of  an 
old  Mr.  Gray,  and  his  friend  and  former  pupil.  Lord  Haddon,  both  of 
whom  have  much  influence  on  the  story. 

Mr.  Clive  is  a  thoughtful,  but  zealous  clergyman,  earnest  in  his  calfiiigy 
but  not  findin?  scope  enough  in  the  limited  range  of  an  English  livii^ 
to  do  all  that  he  thinks  himself  called  to  do  in  behalf  of  Christian  truth. 
He  is  already  bent  upon  going  to  establish  a  mission  in  some  benighted 
quarter  of  the  globe,  and  only  waits  for  the  chance  of  finding  some 
amiable  partner  who  may  be  ready  to  share  his  trials  and  his  trouUei) 
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bdSira  finalijr  quitting  ins  native  akores*  Lood  HwMwn  Is  the  model  of  m 
ipell-priiicipled,  well-edoeated  yomg  noUeman ;  he  appears  to  advantage 
wliexever  he  does  appear,  and  it  is  mach  to  be  regretted  that  his  steadv, 
reasonable,  and  otherwise  intezesting  character  is  not  more  folly  broag^ 
out  and  developed. 

At  this  point  the  real  action  o£  die  story  may  be  said  to  begin.  The 
two  new  comers  are  speedily  introduced  to  Mr.  Lovel's  family,  and  as 
speedily  fall  in  love  with  the  two  yoanger  of  his  granddaughters,  whoee 
gnat  youth  renders  them,  as  well  as  those  about  them,  blind  to  the  effect 
of  their  charms.  Christabelle,  meanwhile,  the  least  pretty,  slowly  and 
silently  becomes  captivated  by  Mr.  Clive*8  talents  and  goodness,  as 
li^cholas  is  by  Christabelle  herself ;  lanthe  preferring  Nicholas  to  Lord 
Haddon,  Mr.  Clive  and  Una  being  the  only  pair  satisoed. 

There  is  here  ample  stuff  for  a  plot.  That  it  is  as  well  carried  out  as 
it  might  have  been  with  the  materials,  may  be  disputed ;  the  characters^ 
prettily  sketched,  are  each  too  much  hero  or  heroine  in  their  respective 
pMvons  to  allow  sufficient  prominence  to  her  whose  life  is  the  theme  of 
the  novel.  Her  own  modest,  retiring  disposition,  and  the  £sct  that  she  is 
writing  of  herself,  conspire  to  brine  the  secondary  personages  rather  too 
much  forward,  while  she,  the  heroine  of  the  tale,  remains  in  the  back- 
giound.  ChristabeUe's  nineteenth  birthday  is  to  be  celebrated  by  a 
ftuulyfetey  which  displays  the  characters  as  well  as  the  difierent  positions 
d  the  sisters  at  that  time : 

lanthe  and  Una  came  to  me  to-day  to  show  me  the  prograrame  of  my  fete. 

"It  will  be  perfect,"  said  lanthe,  before  she  had  explained  one  word  of  it. 

**  We  have  made  it  as  nice  as  we  could,"  said  Una,  l>lushing. 

*'  I  suppose,  then,  the  plan  is  yours,  Una?**  said  I. 

^  Only  the  allegorical  part,  and  the  entrance  we  are  to  make  all  together* 
going  up  to  kiss  grandpapa.*' 

•*  And,  lanthe,  what  is  your  part  ?" 

*•  Oh !  the  prettiest  part,  the  dresses,  and  the  dances,  and  music,  and  the 
flowers  and  decorations.    Would  it  not  be  nice  if  Nicholas  were  here  ?" 

**  I  think  he  seems  not  in  a  humour  to  enjoy  that  sort  of  thing  much  oowl^ 

**  Oh,  yes,  I  think  be  would.     He  would  dance  with  me,  I  know.** 

'•  Yon  are  Tery  young,  lanthe !" 

^'  Una  says  I  am  too  old  for  her  already.    Can  you  believe  it  ?" 

At  length  Mr.  Clive  formally  requests  and  obtuns  the  hand  of  Una, 
bnt  not  until  afber  a  most  painful  eciaireksement  between  Christabelle 
and  himself  on  the  very  evening  of  her  birthday ;  she  imagining  his 
affiBCtions  to  be  placed  upon  herself,  as  ||her  own  are  undeniably  centred 
in  lum.  She  sacrifices  her  feelings  so  far  as  to  g^ve  every  assistance  in 
htr  power  to  her  sister's  union  with  the  husband  of  her  choice :  they  are 
narried,  and  the  whole  family  accompany  the  misaonary  pair  to  Porta- 
moiith,  whence,  after  a  final  parting,  Mr.  Lovel  and  his  two  remaining 
granddaughters  retom  to  Cheyne. 

Not  to  interrupt  the  story,  we  have  passed  over  a  sort  of  by-plot  which 
becomes  of  importance. 

Nidiolas,  buving  been  rejected  by  Christabelle,  turns  his  attention, 
out  of  pique  than  from  any  better  motive,  towards  Tanthe.  She, 
iadifffrent  to  the  increasing  admiration  of  Lord  Haddon,  listens  widi 
pUasnre  to  die  addresses  of  Nicholas,  much  to  the  disapprobatioB  of  bar 
•tMdMT  sister.     landia,  a  beauty,  but  a  weak,  ixrssolate,  yet  zmsh  and 
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hasty  character,  has  reluctaDtly  promised  ChristabeDe  to  break  off  her 
growiBg  intimacy  with  Nicholas,  yet  on  her  return  to  Cheyne  is  foolish 
enough  to  allow  herself  to  meet  him.  Christabelle  separates  them  for 
the  time,  but  Ianthe*s  want  of  caution  remains  a  weight  upon  her  sistei^s 
heart. 

The  third  volume  opens  with  a  continuation  of  the  journal,  and  the 
first  event  recorded  is  the  death  of  the  venerable  Mr.  LoveL  The  de- 
scription of  his  tranquil  end,  and  Christabelle's  secret  feeling  of  dissatis- 
faction with  her  own  heart  on  finding  herself  less  affected  than  she  had 
anticipated  by  the  shock,  is  very  natural. 

Change  of  air  and  scene  being  recommended  for  her,  the  family  repair 
to  Cornwall  for  the  winter ;  but  we  must  omit  much  of  the  narrative, 
though  it  is  well  told,  from  want  of  space. 

Una,  meanwhile,  has  arrived  with  her  zealous  husband  at  their  new 
abode  in  the  southern  hemisphere.  She  writes  happy  letters.  Contented 
with  her  lot,  she  devotes  herself  to  her  husband  ana  his  holy  calling.  She 
enjoys  New  Zealand  and  its  beauties,  and  is  busy  forming  schools  for 
native  children. 

After  the  duke  and  his  daughters  had  been  some  time  at  his  house  near 
Tinta^,  they  are  joined  by  Nicholas  and  Lord  Haddon,  who  come 
round  in  a  yacht,  which  they  keep  for  sailing  about  the  coast.  The 
party  visit  many  of  the  curiosities  of  Cornwall,  and,  during  a  visit 
to  Botallack  mine,  the  renewal  of  intimacy  between  Nicholas  and  the 
weak,  vacillating  lanthe  becomes  so  evident  that  Christabelle  is  once  more 
thrown  into  despair  respecting  her. 

On  their  return  to  Tintagel,  the  daughters  are  summoned  to  their 
father's  room,  where  they  find  the  duke  and  Nicholas  both  in  a  state  of 
high  and  frenzied  excitement.  lanthe  and  Nicholas  are  then  solemnly 
informed  that  no  marriage  can  take  place  between  them,  and  the 
unhappy  g^rl  is  sent  a  prisoner  to  her  apartment.  The  young  man 
leaves  the  duke's  presence,  as  he  believes,  for  ever,  and  returns  imow- 
diately  on  board  his  yacht. 

At  midnight  Christabelle  is  again  smnmoned  to  her  father's  chamher. 
She  finds  him  ill,  sleepless,  and  weary  in  mind  and  body.  He  has  called 
her  to  hear  the  sad  story  that  has  embittered  his  wnole  life,  which  is 
briefly  this.     He  tells  it  as  a  confession  as  well  as  an  explanation. 

When  travelling  in  the  Mediterranean  as  a  yoimg  man,  he  had  met 
with  a  beautiful  Corsican  girl,  to  whom  he  had  been  married  by  a  Greek 
priest  under  such  doubtful  circiunstances,  that  (though  he  had  at  first 
honourably  intended  to  preserve  his  fidelity  to  her)  they  do  not,  on  after 
consideration,  seem  to  warrant  the  legality  of  the  marriage.  After  some 
time  he  sent  her  back  to  Corsica,  with  an  ample  allowance,  payable 
through  a  certain  Luigi,  his  valet,  who  not  only  embezzled  the  monejy 
but  reported  the  wretched  Veronica  to  be  dead.  The  duke  then  married 
Cornelia  Lovel,  the  mother  of  his  three  daughters,  but  was  ignorant  d 
the  birth  of  a  son  to  him  by  Veronica  soon  after  they  had  parted,  and  also 
of  the  fact  that  the  ill-used  and  unhappy  woman  had  made  her  way  to 
England,  found  herself  without  means,  and  committed  suicide.  It  tun* 
out  then  that  the  son  is  no  other  than  Nicholas,  and  the  mother,  wboee 
body  was  dragged  up  from  the  Thames  the  very  morning  of  the  wedding 
of  the  duke  and  Cornelia,  was  the  luckless  Veronica  LanzL     This  was 
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testified  by  the  dying  confession  of  Luigi,  who  alone  had  seen  the 
corpse. 

Christabelle  receives  this  painful  communication  with  great  distress ; 
but  as  an  explanation  it  clears  up  everything.  She  obtains  permission  to 
impart  it  to  lanthe,  but  to  her  only.  She  repairs  to  her  sister's  room,  and 
finds  her  gone. 

Thunderstruck  by  the  event,  she  faints,  but  is  luckily  supported  by 
Lord  Haddon,  whom,  as  a  friend,  she  despatches  instantly  to  the  duke  to 
inform  him  of  the  elopement,  and  to  hear,  of  necessity,  the  full  story  of 
the  reasons  that  exist  against  a  marriage.  Lord  Haadon,  accompanied 
by  a  pilot,  goes  off  in  quest  of  the  yacht,  which,  however,  is  brought  near 
in  shore  by  the  weather,  and  is  ultimately  cast  away  at  the  foot  of  the 
rocks,  as  well  as  the  boat  which  conveyed  the  anxious  fnend.  All  are  lost 
but  Uie  unhappy  Nicholas,  who,  broken  and  miserable,  shows  himself 
once  at  his  father's  gate,  only  to  be  spumed  from  it,  and  to  hear  the  whole 
faXaX  secret  from  his  afflicted  yet  truly  attached  sister. 

A  great  break  ensues  in  the  journal :  but  before  leaving  this  part  we 
must  quote  the  following  Dirge,  which  we  think  one  of  the  most  spirited 
and  picturesque'specimens  of  the  lyrical  ballad  that  it  has  been  our  rortune 
to  see  since  tnose  of  Walter  Scott  We  extract,  also,  the  necessary  ex- 
planation firom  a  previous  page : 

You  have  never  heard  the  old  tradition  of  the  family,  tliat  .  .  .  the  coffins 
of  our  race  were  never  buried  in  mother  earth,  but  left  upon  the  wild  shore, 
when  mysterious  beings  floated  in  from  another  world,  and  conveved  them 
away.  A  simple  stone  with  a  cross  was  the  only  memorial  of  the  dead,  and 
that,  without  date  or  inscription,  was  placed  for  each  of  our  names  in  the 
family  chapel  of  St.  Pirran. 

D I B  o  E. 

Who  be  these  riders  on  steeds  of  foam 

O'er  the  crests  of  the  troubled  sea? 
And  lo !  one  paler  than  all  the  rest, 
He  beareth  a  maiden  upon  his  breast. 

He  beareth  her  unto  me,  to  me ! 

He  beareth  her  unto  me! 

Tell  me,  pale  chief  of  the  shadowy  band 

That  troop  o'er  the  wild,  wild  wave, 
Why  bearest  thou  home  that  lifeless  form — 
Is  it  in  mercy,  or  bitter  scorn, 

If  not  in  love  to  save,  to  save — 

If  not  in  love  to  save? 

'*  Men  call  me  Reaper,  on  earth, 

And  Fisherman  of  the  Sea ; 
I  bring  thee  thy  wept. 
Whom  I  might  have  kept. 

At  the  voice  of  thy  misery — 

At  the  voice  of  thy  misery ! 

"  By  yon  ruined  church  on  the  beacon-rock, 

lliere  in  salt  sea-weed  let  her  shrouded  lie ; 
Cover  her  head  with  the  turfs  sweet  thyme- 
Half  shall  be  thine,  though  half  is  mine— 
Who  in  her  spring  did  die,  did  die. 
Who  in  her  spring  did  die. 


94S^  GXBnrrjLBBLLE;  om,  angkbl  F^onrfiM. 

<*  Carey  her  dtck^d  as  my  oeean-bnie, 

Witn  pearls  of  the  deep,  deep  sea, 
To  her  lonely  grave. 
Where  the  windand  wave 

May  chant  their  victory  I 

May  chant  their  victory  !^ 

The  journal  ia  not  resumed  until  three  years  later,  when  Chnstabdle  is 
with  her  father,  makins*  a  voyage  round  tne  coasts  of  Italy.  The  duke, 
a  prey  to  remorse  for  his  treatment  of  his  unfortunate  fust  wife,  goes  to 
Corsica,  in  the  vain  hope  of  finding  out  her  £unilv,  and  of  doine  some- 
thing for  them,  hy  way  of  reparation  for  his  injustice  to  the  deserted 
Veronica.  Failing  in  this,  he  sails  to  Sardinia  and  to  Naples,  £com 
whence  he  sends  ms  yacht  home,  and  they  return  to  England  throii^h 
Germany. 

At  Naples,  where  they  remain  the  summer^  the  duke  finds  a  friend  of 
the  late  Mr.  LoveI>  Sir  Frederic  Perceva!,  whom  he  had  made  trustee  for 
the  Lovel  estates  until  Christahelle  should  come  into  possesdon — a  period 
that  was  now  fast  approaching.  They  visit  him  at  his  villa  near 
Sorrento,  and  a£ter  an  acquaintance  which  proves  mutually  agreeahle,  Sir 
Frederic  accompanies  them  on  their  journey  homewards. 

The  only  place  they  stop  at  on  their  way  for  axxy  length  of  time  is  a 
small  German  court,  at  which  a  sister  of  Mr.  Lovel's,  now  Countess  von 
Amheim,  is  HoMame.  The  old  lady,  whose  life  is  passed  in  Ae 
manoeuvres  and  intrigues  of  a  very  narrow  circle,  takes  it  into  ner  head 
to  concoct  a  marmge  between  her  great-niece  Christahelle  and  the 
reigning  duke,  which  is  happily  broken  off,  but  whieh  leads  to  the 
announcement  that  Sir  Frederic  Perceval  is  aiready  the  Injppy  mad 
accented  lover  of  Christahelle,  with  her  father's  full  consent.  Tiie  party 
on  this  hasten  to  England  for  the  wedding. 

Once  at  home,  Christahelle,  whose  interest  in  foreign  life  and  travel 
seems  to  have  been  great,  but  whose  attachments  are  all  local  and 
domestic,  prepares  for  her  approaching  marriage.  She  is  now  not  onlv 
happy,  and  deservedly  so,  but  she  is  arrived  at  the  only  time  in  her  life 
since  infancy  which  has  not  been  beset  with  premature  cares.  The 
moments  of  pure,  unalloyed  happiness  were  doomed  to  be  few. 

The  duke  consents  that  Nicholas  shall  be  invited.  He  comes,  gloomy 
and  altered  ;  meets  fjEither,  sister,  and  her  betrothed,  with  the  worst  grace 
possible  :  poor  Christahelle  is  distressed  beyond  measure*  Sir  Frederic, 
the  day  before  the  intended  nuptials,  asks  Nidiolaa  to  shoot  with  him, 
kindly  meaning  to  divert  his  evidently  pre-occupied  mind.  They  go  out ; 
Sir  Frederic  shoots  rashly,  and  wounds  the  unfortunate  Nicholas  mortally. 
He  only  lives  to  be  brought  home. 

This  event  puts  an  end  to  the  marriage.  Chiistabdle,  pure  and  high- 
minded,  refuses  to  wed  the  innocent  slayer  cf  her  brother.  Her  health, 
however,  gradually  sinks  under  the  affliction. 

At  this  juncture  of  the  story  occurs  what  we  are  inclined  to  think  the 
only  grave  mistake  in  the  book.  In  the  middle  of  the  night,  when  the 
house  is  a  scene  of  woe  and  afllictioD,  an  miezpeoted  visitor  arrives,  who 
proves  to  be  a  Mrs.  Biron,  the  Teresa  Revel  of  Christabelle's  early 
acquaintance.  Into  her  history  it  is  not  necessary  to  enter  further  than 
to  say  that,  unhappily  married,  she  had  fanned  a  violent  attachment  to 
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tke  Hl-stamd  Nusholaa^  and,  in  spite  of  all  nason  and  daty,  had  mriied; 
fsttotic  to  visit  his  last  remains.  She  falls  in  with  Christabelle^  who^ 
hmicen-hearted  hexself,  kindly  soothes  her,  and  wnely  sends  her  home  the 
n«Et  day,  under  proper  escort,  hefore  her  husband  discovers  her  absence. 
The  gxeat  improbability  of  all  these  circumstances  compels  us  to  blame 
thM  oaneoeaBary  introopction. 

The  only  advantage  to  the  story  produced  by  this  episode,  as  it  may 
almost  be  called,  is,  that  she  mentions  a  Greek  priest  whom  she  knows  to 
have  had  relations  with  Nicholas,  and  to  have  professed  his  ability  to  prove 
the  young  man's  legitimacy.  When  this  idea  is  reported  to  1^  dnke  he 
seiaes  on  it  with  eagerness,  and,  partly  to  satisfy  his  own  conscience, 
partly  to  satisfy  the  virtuous  longings  of  his  daughter,  now  sadly  rednoed 
by  illness,  he  resolves  to  pursue  it  as  far  as  evidence  will  carry  it  out. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  last  blow  to  this  afflicted  family  is  given  by  ihe 
news  of  the  death  of  Una  in  New  Zealand,  brought  on  in  great  measure 
by  her  grief  for  the  catastrophe  which  had  blasted  her  sister's  happiness 
in  this  world.  The  lines  upon  Una's  grave  are  singularly  simple  and 
touching,  quite  in  keeping  with  the  character  allotted  to  her,  and  highly 
poetical  both  in  imi^ry  and  diction. 

uva's  grave. 

The  evening  breeze  is  whispering  low 

The  forest's  depths  among, 
Bright  birds  beneath  the  sunset's  glow 

Awake  their  vesper  song : 

Where  bending  o'er  the  humble  cross. 

The  pdm- trees  fling  their  shade  ; 
Casting  athwart  the  emerald  moss 

A  shelter  none  invade. 

No  kindred  graves  f!nd  place  around, 

No  sister  sleepeth  nign  ; 
Her  household  sleep  in  other  ground. 

In  other  countries  lie. 

Few  are  the  words  tliat  record  hath. 

But  they  suffice  to  tell 
How,  following  in  the  Saviour's  path, 

The  missionary  fell. 

The  duke  and  Sir  Frederic  pursue  their  researches  in  London,  seeking 
£m  the  Greek  priest,  and  any  other  testimony  available  for  their  object. 
The  interest  is  very  well  kept  up,  and  they  obtain  what  satisfies  them  at 
last — that  the  marriage  witn  Veronica  was  valid,  that  Nicholas  was  con- 
sequently legitimate,  that  the  first  wife  was  drawn  out  of  the  Thames  a 
corpse  at  an  earlier  hour  than  that  of  the  second  marriage,  which  thereby 
becomes  also  valid.  This  is  well  told,  though  we  rather  demur  to  some 
points  of  our  fair  authoress's  law ;  but  her  readers  will  be  satisfied  with 
less  than  would  go  down  in  Westminster  Hall.  They  return  to  Che3me 
time  enough  to  find  Christabelle  alive ;  but  she  dies,  after  a  scene  of  great 
pathos,  in  Sir  Frederic's  anns. 

Our  previous  observations,  together  with  our  extracted  passages,  will 
enable  our  readers  to  judge  for  themselves  of  this  singular  work.  We 
call  it  singular,  not  merely  in  the  sense  of  its  being  original,  which  it  is 
in  an  eminent  degree,  but  because  we  think  that  even  the  parts  which 
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will  strike  many  readers  at  first  sight  as  commoDplace  are  treated  with  a 
depth  of  moral  meaning  that  is  itself  very  seldom  met  with  in  worka  of 
this  nature.  How  much  might  be  added  to  the  history  of  the  human 
mind  if  those  who  write  wlule  they  are  yoimg  enough  to  remember 
vividly  the  joys  and  sorrows,  the  doubts  and  anticipations  of  their  childish 
years,  would  candidly  give  us  the  picture  of  their  yet  unsettled  under- 
standing, and  its  impressions  I 

We  consider  the  journal  as  the  best,  as  it  is  the  mtdn  portion  and  snb* 
stance  of  the  work.  The  conclusion  was  naturally  and  necessarily  to  be 
given  by  another  hand  than  that  of  the  journalist.  But  we  think  it  a 
fault  of  arrangement  that  the  whole  first  volume — almost  a  separate  tak 
in  itself — should  be  devoted  to  preliminaries  before  we  arrive  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  work,  we  might  almost  say  of  the  life  of  the  heroine. 

Both  "  Christabelle"  and  "  Lamia''  are  stories  founded  avowedly  on 
principles  connected  with  education,  and  therefore,  independently  of 
their  merit  as  works  of  fiction,  are  deserving  of  the  attention  of  those  who 
are  led  by  duty  or  inclination  to  study  the  influence  of  system  on  the 
formation  of  character.  They  exhibit  in  strong  contrast  the  advantages 
of  positive  views  of  religion  over  merely  negative  ones ;  and  in  the  pre- 
sent work  those  views  will  be  to  many  readers  enhanced  by  the  pleasing 
episode,  as  it  may  be  called,  of  Mr.  Clive  and  his  missionary  wife.  In 
both  works  the  authoress  shows  her  skill  in  drawing  the  true  character  of 
the  English  clergyman,  and  in  both  g^ves  here  and  there  tokens  dT 
acquaintance  with  a  taste  in  art,  especially  music,  which  strike  us  as 
genuine  and  original. 

We  could  have  wished  for  the  further  development  of  some  characterB, 
and  of  scenes  well  sketched  but  not  dwelt  upon,  especially  those  of  the 
German  court,  and  the  Italian  provincial  governor ;  but  it  may  be  well 
to  leave  something  to  the  imagination  of  the  reader.  With  stuff  suffi- 
cient to  eke  out  three  modern  novels,  it  is  evident  that  details  cannot  be 
very  minutely  painted  in  three  volumes  allotted  to  one. 

The  descriptions  of  illness,  are,  we  fear,  painfully  accurate  in  the  pre- 
sent work,  as  in  "  Lamia,"  and  strongly  attest  the  probability  of  tlieir 
being  drawn  from  sad  personal  experience.  The  journal,  in  great  part, 
bears  internal  evidence  of  having  been  taken  from  the  genuine  efiiisions  of 
a  young  mind. 

But  these  are  trifling  objections,  and  were  they  greater,  they  wonld 
still  be  redeemed  by  the  tone  of  pure  morality,  as  well  as  by  the  exalted 
views  of  religion  maintained  throughout  the  work.  The  chaste  and 
simple  beauty  of  the  poetry,  too,  cannot  fail  to  recommend  it  to  tht 
generality  of  readers. 
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BY  JOHN   STEDMAK,  B.A. 

n. 

I  NEED  Dot  follow  the  couFse  of  time,  as  year  after  year  rolled  on,  and 
▼arying  prosperity  lulled  the  rememhranoe  of  my  parents'  death.  My  Httle 
daughter  grew  up  a  beautiful  girl ;  and,  being  our  only  child,  was  the 
very  idol  of  our  hearts.  She  was  not  unlike  your  own  daughter  in  figure 
and  complexion,  as  well  as  name,  but  in  one  respect  she  differed  from  any 
g^l  of  her  age  I  have  ever  seen.  Though  commonly  of  the  sweetest 
temper,  if  anything  unusual  excited  her  there  was  a  degree  of  impetuosity 
and  recklessness  about  her  which  ofttimes  gave  me  considerable  uneasi- 
Bess.  Caution  is  so  essential  a  constituent  of  the  female  character,  that 
we  can  hardly  perceive  its  absence  without  a  degree  of  apprehension. 
But  what  affected  me  more  than  all  was,  that  when  under  the  influence 
of  this  excitement  there  was  a  look  in  her  clear,  dark  eye,  which  startlingly 
reminded  me  of  my  father  as  he  lay  on  that  awful  death-bed.  I  posi- 
tively dared  not  look  at  her  when  this  thought  struck  me,  and  it  became 
my  anxious  care  to  prevent  any  little  causes  of  irritaUon  which  might 
have  a  tendency  to  rouse  her  latent  spirit  My  precautions  were  but 
Ettle  needed,  however,  for,  as  I  said  before,  she  was  ordinarily  of  a  most 
amiable  and  gentle  disposition,  and  no  one  could  have  been  long  in  the 
house  without  loving  her  with  more  than  common  intensity.  My  wife, 
too,  was  all  that  the  most  fastidious  husband  could  desire ;  and  no  better 
firoof  of  the  merits  of  both  can  be  adduced  than  the  fact,  that  for  the  last 
tix  years  I  had  been  as  happy  as  I  was  wretched  before — a  change  attri- 
butable to  their  general  influence  alone.  My  father's  dying  words,  it  is 
^rue,  I  could  never  forget ;  but  when  I  viewed  our  cheerful  home,  and 
saw  that  darling  face,  delicate,  indeed,  but  with  every  tint  of  increasing 
health  and  happiness  lighting  up  its  merry  lines,  I  asked  myself  invohin- 
iftrily  if  any  curse  was  here. 

when  she  had  attained  the  age  of  seventeen,  I  thought  it  but  right  to 
let  her  see  a  little  more  of  society  than  hitherto.  I  had  formed  the 
jM*quaintance  of  several  very  good  families  in  the  county ;  but  the  one 
we  saw  most  of,  owing  to  toeir  vicinity  to  the  HaU,  were  the  M'Dermots 
■of  Whitby  Lodge.  Sir  Gilbert  and  ms  lady  were,  in  truth,  very  amiable 
people,  and  possessed  the  happy  accomplishment  of  rendermg  their 
•ooroestic  parties  the  most  cheeiful  and  unconstrained  imaginable.  Sir 
Gilbert's  eldest  son  was  a  counterpart  of  his  father — one  who  would  ever 
he  pressing  you  to  partake  of  the  hospitality  of  the  Lodge,  and  sure  to 
make  you  enjoy  it  if  you  did.  When  we  nrst  knew  him  he  was  about 
the  ag^  of  thirty,  certainly  not  nMre  ;  and,  while  far  from  unattractive  in 
external  appearance,  in  conversation  and  tact  he  displayed,  with  charm« 
ing  unconsciousness  of  doing  so,  extraordinary  powers  of  fascination.  It 
18  hardly  to  be  wondered  at  if  a  girl  of  so  affectionate  a  disposition  as 
Emily  was  not  very  long  in  betraying  a  decided  partiality  for  the  young 
man.  The  traitor  blush  would  tell  tales ;  but  there  was  no  harm  in  its 
doing  so,  for  there  happened  to  exist  quite  as  deep  an  attachment  on  one 
as  the  other.     Gilbert  M'Dermot  was  of  too  congenial  a  spirit  to 
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fass  over  with  indifFerence  the  maDy  winning  ways  of  my  daughter. 
>ear,  dear  girl,  few  know  what  I  have  felt  on  her  behalf! 

To  go  over  the  whole  history  of  their  courtship  would  probably  be  as 
uninteresting  to  you  as  it  would  be  pamful  to  me.  I  cannot  dwell  on 
scenes  of  my  idolised  child's  happiness  without  the  keenest  pangs.  Suffice 
it  to  say,  that  after  an  intimacy  of  more  than  a  twelvemonth,  Gilbert  and 
IhoOy  were  betrothed.  Nothmg  delayed  tlieir  mnon  but  a  slight  illness 
of  my  wife,  who,  at  the  earnest  invitation  of  some  reYafaooB  in  Scetland, 
and  my  own  advice,  left  home  just  at  this  "Cime  for  a  few  weeks  in  ihe 
liracing  atmosphere  of  the  Highlands. 

We  now  saw,  as  may  easily  be  imagined,  more  than  ever  of  our  fiitae 
relations,  and  scarcely  a  day  passed  without  a  visit  irom  or  to  timo. 
Sometimes  Emily  would  spend  several  days  together  at  the  Lodge,  nd 
occanonalW  I,  too,  absented  myself  from  home,  though  sridom  beyond  a 
mngle  nignt.  It  was  a  week  or  two  after  my  wife's  departure  thmt,  Iq 
oompHanoe  with  a  kind  invitation,  I  left  the  Hall  iar  Sir  Gilbert's,  where 
I  was  io  stay  the  night,  as  our  houses  were  not  less  than  a  mile  and  a 
half  apart,  and  several  of  Sir  Gilbert's  acquaintance  were  to  meet  me  at  a 
late  dinner,  a  very  old  friend  of  the  family  having  lecently  arrived  Iraa 
a  tiistance,  whom  the  hoGpitable  squire  wished  to  enteitain  widi  die 
gaiety  and  honours.  My  aaughter,  who  was  quite  unwell  from  a  sereR 
cold,  did  not  accompany  me  on  this  occasion,  but  assured  me,  with  a  kki, 
as  I  lef^,  that  she  should  not  be  dull  during  my  absence,  being  pleasaotti^ 
occupied  in  completing  a  pair  of  slippers  she  was  working  fer  GTilbait. 
^e  noped  to  finish  them  by  the  time  I  returned  in  the  morning. 

The  festivities  of  the  dinner-table,  around  which  some  fifteen  imlliefl, 
and  did  full  justice  to  the  liberal,  tliough  not  vulgar  profusion  of  tbsir 
worthy  host,  lasted  an  mmsually  long  ttme«  GilbCTt  was  the  life  ef  ibe 
party,  and  conversed  on  every  conceivable  topic  in  his  wonted  alli'aelive 
style.  Among  other  themes  of  discourse,  I  heard  with  some  uneaakieB, 
tmmy  Emily's  account,  sundry  reports  of  robl>erie8  in  ^e  neighbomiiced ; 
and  a  naval  ofiicer,  whose  residence  was  only  three  miles  from  liie  Le^ge^ 
and  had  been  entered  but  two  nights  before,  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that* 
gang  was  quartered  somewhere  in  the  county  not  far  e£  Several  ethers 
seemed  disposed  to  helieve  such  to  be  the  case,  and  the  rest  ef  the 
evening  was  passed  in  relating  and  listening  -to  anecdotes  of  aU  ihe 
bmglaries,  highway  robberies,  murders,  and  manslaughters  whtoh  lad 
occurred  within  the  memory  of  any  one  present.  Sudi  annals  scarcely 
tended  to  refieve  my  mind  of  the  anxiety  it  felt  lest  my  own  dwdKqg 
Aould  be  the  scene  of  some  bold  attempt  mmngmy  absence.  Its  ionsly 
situation  might  tempt  a  gang,  if  gang  there  were,  and  what  woidd  lie 
the  alarm  of  my  dear  daughter  in  such  circumstances,  with  no  one  to 
keep  her  company  but  the  servants. 

Af^er  all  the  guests,  except  Sir  Grilbert's  visitor,  had  departed,  I  nwa- 
^oned  my  fears  at  sleeping  out  of  my  own  house  after  ^e  recitals  of  Ae 
evening,  and  said  that,  notwithstanding  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  I  mjgkt 
^nd  some  of  the  domestics  still  up  to  let  me  in.  The  1>aronet  tApiesssd 
Imnself  sorry  I  should  think  it  necessary  to  depart  till  the  next  dary, 
but  would  not  press  me  if  I  felt  any  alarm  on  Emily's  behalf.  G^bert 
declared  he  would  accompany  me  if  her  safety  were  eoncemed,  and, 
ihoug^  I  tried  to  dissuade  nim,  as  it  was  a  l^Dny,  tempestuous  rnghtf  he 
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vas  determinedy  as  I  would  not  stay  with  them,  to  Tettan  with  me^  whii^ 
Jm  had  ofken  done  hefore  at  a  more  reaaonaUe  time  of  the  d«r.  Hie 
landly  lent  me  a  thick,  shaggy  coat,  with  collar  reaching  over  tne  ears, 
juad  a  glaaed  hroad-hrimmed  hat,  bodi  admirably  calcnlated  to  withstand 
the  pelting  xain.  In  addition  to  this,  my  1^  were  encaaed  in  hi|^ 
gaatm  of  lightish  hue,  so  that  my  appearance  was  something  that  of  a 
nshennan  equipped  £br  his  toik.  Gilbert  was  accoutred  in  yery  similar 
style,  and  I  fully  expected  causing  some  alarm  to  whatever  domestic 
abuld  happen  to  open  the  door  £br  our  admission. 

Ga  leachinfi^  the  Hall,  we  found  all  retired  to  bed,  for,  on  walking  ro«nd 
the  house,  no  Tight  in  any  of  the  windows  was  discernible.  I  was  unwill- 
iag  to  rouae  any  of  the  domeatics  at  so  late  an  hour;  and  we  were  on  the 
jMint  of  xetuming  to  the  Lodge,  when  Gilbert  pefoeived  that  neither  the 
shutters  nor  the  window  of  my  study,  which  was  on  the  ground-Boer, 
mie  fastened — a  discovery  which  made  me  veiy  glad  I  had  not  remained 
logger  absent,  and  far  from  pleased  with  the  carelessness  which  had  left 
40  easy  an  entranoe  for  any  ill-disposed  person  who  might  choose  to  take 
advantage  of  it.  (zilbert  suggested  the  possibility  that  one  might  alreculy 
have  entered.  I  had  not  mudi  fear  on  that  head,  as  I  thought  the  neglect 
of  servants  quite  sufficient  to  accoant  for  the  circumstance  of  an  un- 
iMtaned  window,  eepec^aHy  in  a  large  edifice.  As  it  happeued,  however, 
we  were  not  ao  sorry  iDr  the  occnrreaoi^  as  it  enabled  us  to  gain  admit- 
tance by  quietly  raising  the  sash.  Unfortunately  there  were  no  means 
of  obtaining  a  light  nearer  at  hand  than  the  kitchen,  to  which  I  repaired 
with  as  little  noise  as  posaible,  leaving  Gilbert  awaiting  my  return  in  the 
halL  Here  I  groped  about  without  succee^ag  in  finding  a  match  ;  the 
fire,  according  to  custom,  had  been  a^tinguishedt  and,  after  an  inefifectual 
March,  in  which  I  made  a  considecahle  dislusbanoe  by  accidentally  throw- 
ing down  a  tiay  which  was  leanii^  against  the  dresser,  returned  to  my 
yAung  firiend  with  the  intelUraEKie  that  we  must  find  our  way  to  bed,  as 
well  as  we  could,  in  the  dark,  and,  accordingly,  proceeded  to  lead  the 
way  up  the  staiocase.  We  were  scarcely  half-way,  wlien  I  heard  a  door 
open  on  the  bedroom  landing,  and  in  another  instant  saw  my  daughter 
step  quickly  to  the  top  of  the  stairs  with  my  gun  in  her  hand.  I  was 
only  enabled  to  see  her  by  the  light  of  a  candle  which  issued  from  her 
room  just  opposite  the  fltaiivtiaff  Before  I  had  time  to  say  a  word  she 
ZMad  Uie  pieoe ;  in  horror,  fiar  I  knew  the  piece  to  be  loaoed,  I  rushed 
forwards  to  snatoh  it  from  her  hand.  I  remember  no  more  of  that  fatal 
n^^t  save  a  report,  and  a  stunuing  blow  on  the  back  of  my  head  as  I 
fell  upon  the  stairs.  My  face  bears  indexible  marks  of  that  hideous  hour, 
but  not  more  than  my  heart  the  impresmn  of  that  instant,  in  which  I 
staggered  backwards,  wounded  by  the  hand  of  my  own  darling  daughter; 
but  seasons  of  deeper  agony  than  that  short  moment  were  in  store 
£ar  me. 

When  I  recovered  my  consciousBfiss,  I  was  lying  on  my  bed,  with  one 
of  the  servants  by  the  bedside,  her  face  pale,  agitated,  and  horror-struck. 
My  brain  was  frightfully  confused ;  I  could  then  recollect  nothing  but 
ffrofiing  my  way  up-stairs.  Gradually  as  this  impression  became  more 
nxed,  I  thought  of  Gilbert  who  accompanied  me,  then  of  my  daughter  ; 
hut  when  I  came  to  that  thought,  my  senses  left  me  again,  and  I  sank 
into  unconsciousness — to  awake  only  to  the  same  dreadful  process  of 
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memory.  I  raised  my  hand  to  my  face,  for  it  throbbed  violently  ;  it  was 
bandaged  ;  I  passed  it  to  the  back  of  my  head,  and  felt  a  moist  bandage 
there  abo  ;  I  looked  at  my  hand — it  was  stained  with  blood  ;  then  for  we 
first  time  I  asked  for  Gilbert.  "  Where  is  Gilbert  ?"  and  a  dreadful  fear 
almost  reduced  me  to  insensibility  again.  But  now  my  fevered  thoughts 
ran  most  upon  my  daughter  ;  her  face  did  not  appear  at  my  bedside.  Oh, 
how  had  she  stood  the  blow  ?  How  had  she  endured  to  discover  a  parent 
where  she  looked  for  an  assassin  ? 

''  She  must  be  ill !"  I  murmured  incessantly,  as  I  tossed  upon  that 
couch  of  mental  and  bodily  agony  ;  <'  will  no  one  tell  me  of  Emily— of 
GUbert  r 

No ;  there  was  not  one  who  would  dissipate  the  fearful  suspense  of  those 
racking  hoiu*3  by  raising  the  veil  which  hung  like  a  volcanic  cloud  over 
the  pregnant  reality. 

Often  and  often  have  I  thought  over  that  week;  but  there  is  one  idea, 
which  not  all  my  own  reasoning  to  the  contraiy,  nor  all  the  arguments  of 
doctor  or  nurse  could  drive  from  my  mind,  and  it  is  a  circumstance  I  hafe 
a  peculiar  repugnance  to  mention.  No  doubt  you  will  think,  as  othen 
have  done,  that  the  brain  was  bewildered,  and  the  sight  strained  by  fever. 
It  might  be  so^I  am  not  superstitious — but  my  impression  still  is  that  I 
saw  my 'father.  That  look  was  too  real  for  ima^nation;  at  least  I  thought 
so,  and  I  dislike  arguing  the  point.  I  am  not  certain  that  he  did  not 
speak,  for  I  have  since  that  moment  had  one  sentence  enersven  in  my 
breast  which  it  appals  me  to  utter.  I  must  have  murmur^  it  aloud  as  1 
lay,  for  the  nurse  tried  to  soothe  me,  as  though  I  were  troubled  and  in- 
quiet  ;  she  might  well  have  been  shocked,  for,  if  I  spake  at  all,  it  wtB 
tnose  searing  words,  "  The  curse  has  not  slept !" 

And  now  my  wife,  who  had  left  Scotland  on  hearing  of  our  Mghtfbl 
disaster,  showed  her  face  in  my  sick  room ;  but  oh,  what  a  tale  of  suffer- 
ing was  there !  It  awoke  my  worst  fears ;  and,  in  extreme  apprehensioD) 
I  gasped,  "  Is  Emily  dead?** 

She  fell  on  her  knees  by  my  bedside,  buried  her  face  in  the  clothes,  ami 
sobbed  out, 

"  Oh,  do  not— do  not  ask  me  !" 

"  Oh,  Caroline,  Caroline!"  I  cried,  as  I  sprang  up  in  bed,  "if  you  do 
not  wish  to  kill  me,  tell  me  at  once — is  she  dead  ?" 

The  next  moment  I  should  have  rushed  from  the  room  and  sought  an 
explanation  for  myself ;  but  my  wife  rose  from  her  knees,  and,  her  sobs  m- 
stantly  suppressed,  laid  her  hand  on  my  arm,  uttering  at  the  same  time, 
gently,  and  with  almost  solemnity, 

"  Stay — or  you  will  kill  her .'" 

<*  Then  she  is  alive  !'*  I  murmured,  as  I  threw  myself  down  again,  ex- 
hausted. 

It  was  all  I  could  say,  for  a  thousand  feelings  struggled  to  possess  theni- 
selves  of  my  i*eason.  After  a  few  minutes,  more  calmly  now,  I  asked  im- 
ploringly, 

"  And  is  she  ill  ?" 

Caroline  turned  away  her  face,  and  probably  to  divert  my  questioo, 
murmured  "  Gilbert." 

"  Ha  !*' — and  my  excitement  again  became  violent — "  what  la  become 
of  Gilbert  ?" 
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It  was  useless  to  defer  an  answer,  and,  with  a  wonderful  effort  to  be 
self-possessed,  she  repUed, 

'«  Gilbert  is  dead  !" 

Then  I  saw  all :  Emily  was  raving— she  was  in  danger — I  saw  her 
before  me  in  the  convulsions  of  madness— on  the  verge  of  the  grave ! 
She  was  not  dead,  but  how  could  she  live  ? — she  had  killed  Gilbert !  My 
wife  would  not  satisfy  any  more  questions.  She  made  me  promise  I  would 
seek  for  no  further  information  tUl  I  was  better  able  to  bear  it.  I  might 
comfort  myself :  Emily  was  alive. 

I  kept  my  promise.  For  seven  long  days,  with  their  nights  of  intermi- 
nable gloom,  did  that  restless  couch  torture  the  limbs  it  refreshed  not ; 
and  then  that  perpetual  wandering  after  one  thought,  that  perpetual  re- 
petition of  the  same  word  or  sentence,  that  imtiring  perseverance  of  the 
brain,  that  worse  than  weariness — who  but  the  sick  can  understand  it  ? 
At  length  the  wished-for  day  arrived  when  the  surgeon  permitted  me  to 

Suit  my  bed.  Caroline  came  as  usual  to  visit  and  tend  me,  and  promised 
aat  the  next  day  I  should  see  my  daughter.  Oh,  how  I  longed  for  the 
interview !  Then  would  be  shown  whether  life  had  yet  a  charm — whether 
it  had  yet  joys  enough  to  outweigh  the  remembrance  of  its  sorrows  ; 
whether  it  had  yet  flowers  left  on  its  stripped  branches  to  cover  the 
sharpest  of  its  thorns.  Religion  had  not  then  that  influence  on  my  heart 
and  feelings  which  can  alone  'render  such  a  path  as  mine  anything  but  a 
desert  track.  I  have  since  learned  to  regard  our  existence  here  as  a  soldier 
does  some  deadly  station  afar  from  home  and  kindred — as  a  post  of  duty 
— and  to  consider  that  a  sufficient  reason  for  enduring  it,  though  all  other 
ties  be  gone,  with  patience  and  fortitude.     But  to  return. 

At  the  hour  appointed  my  wife  entered  my  room  to  conduct  me  to  my 
daughter.  She  seemed  less  calm  than  she  had  been  for  the  last  few  days, 
and  evidently  distressed,  when  she  began,  in  a  shghtly  tremulous  voice, 
to  prepare  me  for  the  interview. 

"  Emily,"  she  said,  "  has  far  from  recovered  the  effects  of  that  terrific 
night.  To  see  you  thus  ill  and  wounded,  will  probably  affect  her  severely ; 
you  must  not,  therefore,  be  alarmed  at  her  manner,  or  suffer  yourself  to 
be  agitated  more  than  you  can  possibly  avoid.*' 

She  became  embarrassed,  and  proceeded  to  lead  the  way. 

I  tried  to  feel  collected  and  prepared  for  whatever  I  might  witness  ; 
but,  wjdakened  by  illness,  my  nerves  unstrung  by  mental  agony  of  no  light 
description,  I  felt  almost  famt  with  anxiety.  When  we  entered  Emily's 
chamber  she  was  seated  in  an  invalid's  chair,  her  face  pale  and  dejected, 
and  supported  by  one  hand.  No  beautiful  tresses  played  over  her  fair 
cheeks,  which  were  hollow  and  slightly  sallow.  I  advanced  towards  her  ; 
her  eyes  were  fixed  in  the  direction  of  the  window,  and  she  did  not  take 
any  notice  of  our  entrance.  I  spoke  to  her,  and  she  looked  round  ;  she 
looked  towards  my  face :  there  was  the  ght^ly  bandage.  She  covered 
her  face  with  both  hands. 

"  Emily,  dearest  Emily !  speak !"  I  said,  as  gently  as  I  could,  almost 
bursting  into  tears,  for  my  spirits  were  depressed,  and  a  sight  of  her,  who 
so  short  a  time  ago  was  full  of  life  and  vivacity,  thus  stricken  and  changed, 
affected  me  most  tenderly.     '^  Speak,  dearest,  and  tell  me  how  you  are  V* 

My  voice  grew  husky,  for  she  answered  not.      I  took  one  of  her  tiny 
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wxiflts  in  my  hand ;  she  uncovered  her  face,  and  looked  yac«itly  towards 
me ; — she  gave  a  short  laugh,  and — can  I  ever  fitiget  the  hamur  o£  that 
discovery,  the  bitterest,  perhaps,  of  my  T?hole  life  ? — Aat  eye,  in  whieh 
soul  and  intellect  ware  wont  to  shine,,  with  its  meaningless  look,  told  me 
that  my  fondest  hope  on  eartk  was  blasted — my  only  child,,  the  idcA.  c£ 
my  home,  was — an  idiot ! 

I  wept  not — ^my  fevered  cheek  would  have  dried  the  most  copioi» 
tears — but  I  felt  that  then  only  had  I  begun  to  feel  mtseEji.  Thaijwat) 
my  first  affliction  !  I  had  been  conversant  with  soonow,  but  not  sucb 
scMTOw  as  this ! 

^*  No !"  I  murmured  bitterly,  as  I  left  the  room,  almost  stujnfied  with 
the  blow  which  had  fallen  upon  me,  ^'  the  cusse  haa  not  slept!  Hm 
disobedient  son  has  become  the  hopeless  iaihev  V* 

My  wife  had  witnessed  the  affecting  scene  in  silence.  The  secret  she 
had  dreaded  to  disclose  to  me  was  now  revealed,  and  perhaps  my  shazing 
in  it  relieved  her  breast  of  half  its  care.  And  now  it  is  eight  yeoi 
since  mother  and  daughter  have  ceased  to  tread  with  me  the  ^0009 
paths  of  a  blighted  existence.  I  am  left  alone,  and  can  Im  only  in  toe 
remembrance  of  the  beings  I  loved  and  lost  I  le£b  the  Hall  <m  toe  deMth 
of  my  wife,  and  ocoupied  a  small  house  in  the  town ;  bat,,  like  »  ipiiit 
haunting  the  scene  of  some  dark  deed,  I  perpetually  visit  the  mounifid 
walls  wluch  once  contained  all  my  earthly  endearments.  One  room  xe* 
mains  as  a  memento  of  the  past,  just  as  it  was  when  my  poor  Emily  wis 
yet  alive.  A  little  table  bears  the  reUos  of  her  wonk,  which  affieet  me 
more  poignantly  than  any  elaborate  monument  could  do ;  and  there  is^ 
one  spot  in  the  neglected  garden  which  I  tend  for  her  sake :  it  was  hsr 
fevourite  border,  and  her  hand  planted  the  rose  which  adorns  its  centre. 
Not  all  the  wealth  of  Europe  should  induce  me  to  part  ynA  it.  "WhsB 
night  ^rows  a  shade  over  the  old  mansion  I  take  a  melancholy  pkiaBiiw 
in  haunting  its  solitude,  and  musing  undisturbed  o'er  the  pasth  TbB 
stars  which  twinkle  so  bright  in  the  clear  sky  seem  so  many  mannons  of 
departed  ones  ;  and,  when  the  night  breeze  comes  murmuring.  fit>m  the 
deep,  it  seems  a  gentle  whisper  from  the  tomb — it  is  like  the  rusUiag 
wings  of  ministering  angels,  and  I  feel  as  though  the  spirits  of  my  mb 
and  daughter  were  sighing  to  see  me  desolate  and  alone. 

Here  the  captain  finished  his  sad  story.  His  eyes  were  m^ffiiiwd  with 
tears  as  he  concluded,  and  he  was  not  without  E^mpaihisers.  Bittar  as 
it  sometimes  is  to  dwell  upon  the  past,  there  is  o£ben  a  degree  of  sslief 
experienced  in  making  others  acquainted  with  the  calamities  whieh 
have  befallen  us.  During  our  stay  at  Whitby  we  saw  much  of  the  01^ 
tain,  who  seemed  to  find  peculiar  comfort  in  onr  society  now  we  won 
made  participators  in  his  sorrows.  So  greatly  had  we  be^  interested  in 
the  recital  that,  when  our  story  drew  to  a  close,  we  felt  as  though  about 
to  part  with  an  old  fnend,  and  often  by  our  fireside  have  we  taUced  over 
the  history  of  the  haunted  house,  and  the  melancholy  annals  of  Old  Jack. 
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"The  Rebels  of  Glenfawn"* — an  episode,  rather  than  a  comprehen- 
sive sammary  of  the  Irish  rebellion  of  1798 — a  story  in  which  sullen 
conspiracy  and  daring  acts  of  insurrection,  gaol  delivery  and  robbery,  are 
mixed  up  with  ardent,  faithful  loves  ;  in  which,  in  fact,  severe  truth  is  so 
dressed  up  with  fairy  fiction,  that  it  is  often  difficult  to  discriminate  where 
the  one  leaves  off  and  the  other  begins — still  contains  such  an  accurate 
description  of  the  state  of  the  country  at  the  time — such  life-like  portraits 
of  the  well-known  chief  actors  in  the  sanguinary  drama — Lord  Edward 
Fitzgerald,  Emmett,  M^Nevin,  Bond,  and  others — and  such  a  detailed 
account  of  incidents  connected  with  the  rebellion,  more  especially  in 
reference  to  county  Cork,  that  it  may  be  said  to  possess  a  real  historical 
value  ;  the  more  especially  from  the  evident  care  that  has  been  ^ven  to 
the  whole  subject,  and  the  high  literary  ability  which  has  been  snown  in 
its  execution. 

True,  that  in  what  concerns  the  more  romantic  portion  of  this  story, 
it  is  by  no  means  made  clear,  how,  even  with  the  aid  of  a  very  foolish 
and  eccentric  village    iEsculapius,  a  total  stranger,  however  youthful, 
handsome,  or  refined  in  his  manners,  passing  by  the  name  oi  Grerald 
Fenton,  and  residing,  in  such  turbulent  times,  in  a  tumble-down  tower  of 
the  ruinous  castle  of  Glenfawn,  should  be  permitted  to  be  intimate  at  a 
country  gentleman's  house,  and  to  woo  and  win  an  only  daughter,  without 
any  serious  questioning  as  to  his  whereabouts  and  antecedents ;  true, 
that  before  he  becomes  an  accepted  suitor,  though  still  the  rebel  Fenton, 
and  attached  to  the  person  of  a  g^reater  rebel,  Abner  Grimm,  once  Lord 
Roche,  he  is  known  to  be  a  scion  of  the  same  noble  but  unfortunate 
family ;  still  there  is  total  improbability  in  all  these  love-incidents  and 
perplexities,  which  are  further  heightened  by  a  tale  of  treachery  and 
tyranny  on  the  part  of  the  Royalist,  Captain  Thomell,  which  is  all  made 
to  depend  on  a  thwarted  affection  to  the  same  person  — Amy  Fleming, 
the  heroine  of  the  story — and  which  involves  a  degree  of  criminality  and 
ferocity  such  as  we  grieve  to  say  partakes  more  of  Celtic  vivacity  and 
Romanist  credulity  than  of  reality  in  life,  or  of  verisimilitude  in  fiction. 
It  is  to  be  observed  here  that  we  are  treating  of  that  part  of  the  rebel- 
lion which  concerns  Glenfawn  and  the  Roches  as  fiction,  but  throughout 
the  leaning  of  the  author  is  in  favour  of  the  rebels  ;  the  rebellion  and 
violence  of  an  **  unthinking  populace,  commonly  ripe  for  revolt,"  is 
spoken  of  as  solely  induced  by  the  tyranny  of  an  alien  government — the 
perpetual  irritation  of  the  prejudices  and  just  feelings  of  a  subject  people. 
The  traitors  to  the  cause  are  made  gamblers,  profligates,  and  Atheists—* 
men  of  the  worst  class  and  most  disreputable  characters ;  the  rebels,  fix)m 
high  to  low,  are  depicted  as  heroes,  suffering  in  a  great  and  a  righteous 
cause.     Even  Brennan,  the  highwayman  who  perished  on  the  scaffold, 
has  all  the  interest  of  a  devoted  patriot  and  a  brave  man  attached  to  Ins 
person.     When  an  act  of  uncalled-for  ferocious  reprisals  is  committed, 

•  The  Rebels  of  Glenfawn :  a  Romance  of  the  Last  Century.     3  vols.  William 
ShoberL 
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as  the  burning  of  the  Gow's  house,  it  is  done  by  the  Royalists,  with  an 
amiable  disregard  of  the  burning  of  200  Protestants  alive  in  Scullabogue 
barn. 

With  the  exception  of  this  bias,  which,  it  is  fair  to  say,  is  by  no  means 
offensively  intruded,  although  influencing  the  whole  character  of  the 
story  and  the  portraiture  of  the  chief  actors,  Glenfawn  is  a  very  able 
and  well- told  story  of  a  rebellion  still  sadly  embosomed  in  the  memories 
of  many  of  the  veterans  and  dowagers  of  the  day. 

The  daughter  even  of  a  king  of  the  gipsies*  can  have  few  other  claims  to 
love  and  respect  than  her  beauty  and  her  virtue.  The  mystery  of  her 
origin,  the  remote  antiquity  of  her  race,  her  possible  descent  from  the 
Pharaohs,  the  habits  of  her  tribe,  all  the  highly-coloured  qualities  attri- 
buted to  the  gipsy  by  a  popular  author,  may  add  to  the  interest  of  her 
person,  but  can  be  scarcely  said  to  enhance  her  social  qualifications. 
The  resources,  then,  of  the  novelist  are  few  and  simple  when  they  take  a 
gipsy  for  a  heroine.  Thus  Sybil,  when  first  seen  at  Ascot  by  the 
accomplished  Count  Lorenzo  de  Castro,  was  "  most  beautiful" — *'  s 
perfect  Hebe  of  loveliness,  whom  painters  of  old  would  have  felt  inclined 
to  fall  down  and  worship." 

The  wooing  of  the  enamoured  Spaniard  and  the  bella  beUissima 
Gitana  is  a  short  but  stirring  story.  A  year  afterwards,  the  count  had 
placed  his  g^psy-bride  in  a  house  so  fair,  that  "  one  might  well  have 
asked,  was  it  not  dropt  from  heaven  ?"  This  was  at  Seville,  in  a  land 
where  flowers  ever  blossom,  and  Lorenzo  and  his  gipsy-wife  were  as 
happy  as  frail  mortals  are  permitted  to  be  in  this  world. 

Here  also  they  made  acquaintance  with  Sir  Harcourt  and  Lady  Lisle; 
the  latter  young  and  fair — not  beautiful — and  with  great  sweetness  of 
disposition,  combined  with  fascinating  mannei^.  To  add  to  the  happi- 
ness of  this  charming  little  coterie,  Sybil  became  the  mother  of  a  fauy 
little  daughter,  who  was  baptized  Zora  Emma.  All  this  felicity  was, 
however,  rudely  interrupted  by  the  hand  of  death.  Lorenzo  was  acci- 
dentally drowned,  and  the  broken-hearted  Sybil,  sacrificing  home,  country, 
property,  everything  whatsoever,  repaired,  almost  barefooted,  with  her 
baby  in  her  arms,  to  the  camp  of  her  ancestors.  Here  Zora  grew  up 
amid  vice  and  recklessness,  and  learnt  to  love  gppsy  life  and  a  gipsy- 
boy,  till  she  was  luckily,  at  the  very  moment  of  her  mother's  deaUi, 
rescued  by  the  good  Lady  Lisle.  It  is  evident  that  Sybil's  sad  stoiy 
stands  only  as  an  introduction  to  the  fortunes  of  pretty  Zora,  to  which 
we  hope  to  be  introduced  in  a  couple  more  volumes  as  pleasant  and  as 
agreeable  as  those  now  before  us. 

•  The  Gipsy's  Daughter  :   a  Tale.    Edited  by  the  author  of  the  "  Gambleff 
Wife,"  "  Sybil  Lennard,"  &c.    2  vols.    T.  C.  Newby. 
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Chapter  XLIIL 

There  thou — whose  lore  and  life  together  fled. 

Lord  Btbon. 

Have  I  then  no  tears  for  thee,  my  father  ? 

Thompson. 

The  eyening,  which  was  now  considerably  advanced,  had  passed 
almost  in  silence,  when  Lord  Elton  suddenly  turning  to  his  companion, 
said  : 

"  Wentworth,  have  you  a  father  living  ?" 

Startled  by  the  abruptness  of  this  query,  and  by  its  bearing  so  ex- 
actly on  the  subject  of  his  thoughts,  Wentworth's  presence  of  mind  de- 
serted him,  and  he  hesitated  what  to  reply.  It  was  but  for  a  moment, 
however ;  and  he  answered  with  apparent  unconcern : 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  have." 

"  You  never  mentioned  him  to  me,  that  I  remember  ?"  said  Lord 
Elton,  inquiringly. 

"  I  do  not  think  I  did,"  answered  his  son ;  "  and  yet  I  must  have 
done  so." 

*'  Are  you  much  attached  to  him  ?  Is  he  kind  to  you  ?"  asked  Lord 
Elton. 

"  He  is  very  kind  to  me,  and  I  am  extremely  attached  to  him," 
answered  Wentworth,  with  emotion. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  returned  his  interrogator,  earnestly.  "  Oh, 
Wentworth,  what  would  I  give  to  have  such  a  son  as  you !  and  to 
be  loved  by  that  son,  as  I  saw,  by  the  expression  of  your  face  when  you 
spoke  of  him,  you  love  your  father.'* 

Wentworth  was  deeply  affected  by  the  manner  in  which  these  words 
were  uttered,  and  the  sorrowful  look  that  accompanied  them.  In  a  few 
moments  Lord  Elton  added  : 

'*  Such  happiness  was  not  destined  to  be  mine ;  and  I  cannot  murmur, 
for  I  never  deserved  it.     I  am  alone  in  the  world." 

He  rested  his  arm  on  the  table,  and  covered  his  face  with  his  hand. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Wentworth,  gently  laying  his  hand  on  his  arm, 
"  if  sincere  sympathy  and  affection  can  in  any  degree  console  you,  be- 
lieve me  you  have,  and  ever  will  have,  mine." 

**  Thank  you,  thank  you,  my  dear  young  friend,"  said  Lord  Elton. 
"  But,  Wentworth,  we  must  part,  and  that  soon." 

A  start  of  surprise  was  for  some  moments  Wentworth's  only  answer, 
and  then  he  said,  hurriedly : 

"  Why,  my  dear  sir — what  is  the  matter  ?  Have  I  had  the  mis- 
fortune to " 

"  It  is   for  this  reason,"  said   Lord  Elton ;"  I   am  too  sad,  too 

gloomy  a  companion  for  you ;  and  I  feel  that  I  grow  more  sad,  more 

gloomy  every  day.     I  will  tell  you  what  you  may  probably  have  sus- 

«  pected  from  words  occasionally  let  &11  by  me.    I  have  for  yean  been 
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a  victim  of  the  most  bitter  grief  and  remorse.  Thinking  that  the 
nght  of  scenes  which  I  had  once  visited  with  my  beloved  Isabel  and  my 
little  Charles  might  tend  in  some  measure  to  soothe  and  tranquillise  my 
feeUngs,  restless  and  niiserable  I  wandered  thither;  but,  instead  of 
soothing,  it  has  rendered  them  ten  times  more  acute.  My  health  has 
long  been  undermined,  and  latteiiy  I  have  felt  convinced  that  I  shall 
not  have  much  longer  to  drag  out  an  existence  which  has  for  yean 
been  burdensome  to  me.  To-morrow,  Wentworth,  we  part  I  shall 
proceed  to  Italy  ;  where  next,  I  know  not ;  but  I  never  remain  long  in 
one  place,  even  in  one  coimtry.  Believe  me  I  shall  often  think  of  yoo, 
and  of  the  short  period  of  my  life  which  your  friendship  ^Ided  like  a 
passing  sunbeam.  And  if  there  is  any  way  in  which  it  is  in  my  power 
to  serve  you,  believe  me  nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure  than 
to  have  an  opportunity,  however  slight,  of  testifying  my  gratitude,  aod 
the  deep  sense  I  must  ever  entertain  of  your  kindness  and  noble  eon- 
duct.  And  will  you  write  to  me  now  and  then,  Wentworth,  and  en- 
deavour not  quite  to  forget  me  ?" 

His  voice  faltered  as  he  uttered  the  last  words,  and  Wentworth  wfts 
for  some  moments  too  much  moved  to  speak.     At  last  he  said : 

"  Do  not  be  thus  desponding.     There  may  yet  be  happiness  in  stcre 
for  you." 

'<  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Lord  Elton,  moumMly;  <'  what  is  there  in  this 
world,  that,  circumstanced  as  I  am,  could  give  me  happiness?" 

"  Suppose,"  said  Wentworth,  that  you  were  to  discover — what  does 
not  seem  impossible,  for  I  have  heard  and  read  of  similar  cases — that 
your  son,  who  you  suppose  to  have  died  at  sea,  was  to  return  aKve  and 
well,  improved  in  character  and  disposition,  his  heart  yearning  with 
love  towards  you,  and  his  warmest  wish  to  devote  to  you  the  whole  of 
his  future  life — would  not  this  give  you  happiness  ?*' 

"  Wentworth,  Wentworth !"  cried  Lord  Elton,  in  a  voice  that  ex- 
pressed the  deepest  anguish,  '* for  God's  sake  do  not  torture  me  thus!  I 
cannot— cannot  bear  it  The  vessel  in  which  my  unhappy  sou  sailed 
went  to  pieces  far  out  at  sea,  and  every  soul  on  board  perished.  Oh, 
Charles,  why  did  I  drive  you  from  me ;  why  did  I  not,  in  spite  of  every- 
thing, keep  you  with  me,  and  strive  by  patience  and  gentleness  to  eom^ 
those  faults,  which  the  sea — that  makes  indififerent  characters  bad,  snd 
bad  ones  reckless — would  never,  even  had  you  lived,  have  done  aught  but 
aggravate.  Oh,  Isabel!  with  what  horror  must  your  blessed  qnm  look 
down  upon  him  who  was  not  only  your  murderer,  but  the  mordefer  of 
your  boy— of  that  son  who,  whatever  were  his  £Eiulte,  loved  jou,  his 
neglected,  broken-hearted  mother,  with  a  depth  and  constancy  and  de- 
votion which  surely  in  the  eye  of  Heaven  must  atone  for  all!" 

During  the  latter  part  of  this  speech  he  had  risen  and  paced  the  room 
with  rapid  and  unequal  strides. 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Wentworth,  much  agitated,  rising  as  he  spoke, 
and  grasping  the  unhappy  man's  arm  to  attract  his  atteniioa — ^'  listen 
to  me.  Your  son  was  not  drowned,  as  you  suppose ;  he  diang<ed  dothes 
with  a  boy  who  went  in  his  place  ;  he  Hves — and — and  Lord  Elton,  my 
fBtther,  my  dear  father,  you  see  him  before  you*  I  am  your  son,  your 
long  bst  Charles !" 

Locd  Elton  looked  in  his  face  for  a  moment  with  a  fixed  gase,  as  if  he 
teoraely.iiDdflrstood  these  woods ;  Uslips,  vhiohivsKepsiitedaiJf  t^aptaky 
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igrew  wfahe  as  arthes,  vnd  he  ^11  into  Ae  arms  of  his  newly-found  son,  in 
'ft  fiftintinr  fit. 

Qxemy  alanned,  Wentworth  called  aloud  for  assistance.  The  people 
ef  fthe  house  hod  retired  to  rest,  >hnt  his  cries  soon  brought  some  of  them 
^into  the  room.  NotwMistanding  all  that  could  be  done  to  restore  lum, 
iLord  Elton  <K>ntinued  so  long  insensible,  that  Wentwordi  became  se- 
lioualy  alarmed. 

*^  Oh,  Heaven !  have  I  killed  him  by  too  abrupt  a  disclosure !"  he  ex- 
'(ilafmed.     '*  What  is  to  be  done  ?**  he  inquired  of  those  around  him. 

"  Shall  we  send  for  the  village  doctor  ?"  said  one. 

<*  No,  no .;  it  is  useless,"  replied  Wentworth,  remembering  Essell. 

They  continued  to  use  all  the  means  at  hand,  until  at  last,  to  Went- 
worth's  great  joy,  his  father  showed  sig^s  of  returning  life. 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  he  opened  his  eyes,  sighed  deeply,  and  said, 
with  the  air  of  one  who  is  but  half  restored  to  consciousness,  "  I  have 
had  a  strange  dream.     I  fancied  that  I  had  found  my  son." 

"  It  was  no  dream,"  said  Wentworth,  eagerly  seisong  his  hand.  "  Fa- 
dier,  dear  fi&ther,  speak  to  me — say  that  you  love  me !" 

Lord  EUton,  witnout  replying,  gazed  at  him  intently.  "You — you 
my  son,"  he  said,  at  length.     '^Impossible — but,  oh,  that  it  were  true  !" 

"  It  is — it  is  true,"  said  Wentworth,  earnestly.  "  See,  here  is  the 
portrait  of  her  we  both  loved  so  dearly.  Do  you  not  remember  how,  the 
'day  the  two  miniatures  were  completed,  which  was  on  my  eleventh  birth- 
"day,  you  presented  me  with  tiiat  which  was  set  in  diamonds,  and  retained 
the  more  simply  mounted  one  for  yourseU^  saying  that  the  glittering 
gems  were  better  suited  to  my  age  than  yours.  Then,  turning  to  my 
-mother,  you  added,  as  you  drew  her  fondly  towards  you,  and  lassed  her 
cheek,  that  the  only  diamonds  you  cared  for  were  her  eyes.  That  very 
day,  but  a  few  hours  after,  as  you  were  sitting  by  my  mother  on  a  sofia, 
a  letter  was  brought  to  you  in  Danvers*s  handwriting,  marked  private 
and  confidential.    Saying,  with  a  smile,  that  you  had  no  secrets  from  her, 

Sou  broke  the  seal,  and  fbund  another  letter  enclosed.  There  were  a  few 
nes  written  on  the  outer  sheet,  and  as  you  read  them,  I,  who  was  seated 
on  a  footstool  at  my  mother's  feet,  perceived  your  colour  change.  She 
asked  you,  anxiously,  if  anything  was  the  matter.  You  answered,  ^  No,' 
in  a  hoarse  and  a^tated  voice,  and  with  the  enclosed  letter  still  unopened 
in  your  hand,  hurried  out  of  the  room.  From  the  windows  my  mother 
and  I  saw  you  cross  the  lawn  with  hasty  steps.  You  were  pale,  and 
tippeared  dreadfully  agitated.  We  followed  you  at  a  distance.  Child  as 
I  was,  I  felt  sick  wi&  apprehension,  I  knew  not  of  what ;  my  mother 
leaned  on  my  shoulder,  almost  fainting.  You  paused  when  you  had 
veached  the  nver ;  you  tore  open  the  fatal  letter,  and  glanced  your  eyes 
over  it.  The  next  moment,  pressing  your  hand  to  your  forehead,  with  a 
'frantic  gesture  you  uttered  a  wild  cry,  and  fell  to  the  ground  senseless. 
My  mother  sprang  forward  with  a  piercing  shriek.  I  saw  no  more,  for, 
^thinking  you  were  dead,  the  shock  was  so  great  that  I  fainted.  When  I 
came  to  myse^  the  first  sound  that  met  my  ear  was  my  mother's  agonised 
sobs,  and  the  words,  *  Oh,  God !  Reginald — dearest  Regmald,  do  you  not 
taowme?'" 

He  paused,  he  could  have  added  more,  but  consideration  for  his 
'CBrtiier^s  feelinfi;s  prevented  lum.  A  deep  groan  £rom  Lord  Elton  told  that 
■hiB  swords  hadnot  tieenwHiboiit  effect 
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<<  It  is  true,"  he  gasped,  <'  All  that  fearful  scene  is  as  firesh  in  my 
memory  as  if  it  had  occurred  but  yesterday.  You  might  have  added,  thafc 
she  bent  over  me  as  I  lay  there,  still  stunned — stupified,  faltering  out 
words  of  love  and  kindness,  and  bec;ging  me  to  let  her  share  my  gri^; 
that  she  would  have  thrown  herself  into  my  arms,  but  that  I  repulsed 
her.  You  might  have  added  that,  when  on  my  starting  up  she  clung 
round  me  with  a  scream  of  agony,  I  roughly  tore  myself  from  her  grasps 
and  that  when  she  fell  in  a  swoon  at  my  feet,  I  fled  away  and  left  her 
there,  wretch  that  I  was,  regardless  of  your  prayers  and  tears ;  that  the 
next  day,  when  weeping  and  agitated  she  sought  me  to  beg  for  an  ex- 
planation, I  refused  to  give  any;  that  from  that  day  my  demeanour 
towards  her  was  altered ;  that  from  that  day  I  made  her  life  one  con- 
tinued scene  of  unhappiness." 

"  For  Heaven's  saike !"  cried  Wentworth,  *'  do  not  dwell  on  these 
terrible  recollections.  I  did  not  mean  to  distress  you;  indeed — ^indeed  I 
did  not.  I  wished  but  to  prove  to  you  that  I  knew  the  particulars  of  a 
scene  no  other  eye  witnessed  but  Heaven's." 

"  Yes,  yes  I"  cried  Lord  Elton,  a  gleam  of  joy  brightening  his  counte- 
nance. "  No  one  could  have  told  all  you  have  but  Charles.  You  must— 
you  must  be  my  son.  My  heart  yearned  towards  you  from  the  first  day 
of  our  meeting.  But,  after  all  that  has  passed,  tell  me,  can  you— can 
you  love  me  ?** 

Tears  filled  his  eyes ;  Wentworth  was  too  much  affected  to  speak,  bat 
the  expression  of  his  face  was  more  eloquent  than  words.  His  father 
folded  him  in  his  arms  in  a  silent  embrace. 

"  Oh,  Isabel,"  he  faltered,  "  if  angels  can  look  down  upon  those  who 
once  were  dear  to  them,  look  down  and  smile  upon  us  at  this  moment, 
and  forgive  me  for  the  sake  of  him  through  whose  eyes  your  spirit  seems 
to  be  now  gazing  at  me !  Oh,"  he  continued,  afler  a  moment's  pause,  • 
**  what  would  I  not  give  to  know  that  she  forgave — that  she  did  not  hate 
me.  Yet  she  must — angel  as  she  was — she  must  have  hated  me,  for 
when  to  all  that  had  gone  before  was  added,  as  she  believed,  my  refusal 
of  her  last  request " 

"  She  did  not  hate  you,"  interrupted  Wentworth.  "  With  her  dying 
breath  she  spoke  of  her  deep,  unchanging  love  for  you,  and  your  name 
was  the  last  word  her  lips  ever  uttered.  *  He  will  one  day  be  convinced 
he  has  wronged  me,'  she  said;  *and  when  that  day  comes,  tell  him, 
Charles,  that  I  loved  him  to  the  last ;  that  I  never  blamed  him,  for  Uiat 
I  knew  his  jealousy  arose  from  the  very  excess  of  his  affection  ;  tell  him 
that  I  freely  forgave  him  all  the  sorrow  that  jealousy  has  caused  me ;  that 
my  last  prayer  was  for  his  welfare  and  happiness  ;  tliat  if  the  spirits  of 
the  dead  are  permitted  to  watch  over  those  they  loved  in  life,  I  will  watch 
over  him ;  and  that  though  latterly,  through  some  evil  influence,  he  has 
been  estranged  from  me,  we  shall  meet  in  heaven,  and  love  again  as  we 
loved  in  the  days  of  our  first  youth.'  '* 

**  Did  she  really  use  those  words  ?"  murmured  Lord  Elton,  who  was 
scarcely  able  to  speak  for  the  violence  of  his  emotion.  ''  Oh,  Charies,  do 
not  deceive  me !" 

"I  would  not  for  the  world,"  said  his  son,  with  deep  earnestness, 
almost  solemnity  of  manner.  "  I  have  repeated  to  you  her  very  words. 
Although  nearly  nine  years  have  elapsed,  still  every  look,  eveiy  word, 
every  circumstance  connected  with  her  last  momenta  is  indelibly  engrafeo 
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oo  my  heart  And,  &ther,  dear  fisither/'.  he  added,  after  a  short  pause, 
^  as  you  believe  that  her  conduct  was  mbrepresented,  believe  also  that 
mine  was.  You  aUuded  to-day  to  a  letter  written  by  me  in  answer  to 
one  of  yours " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Lord  Elton.     «  What  of  it  ?" 

*^  That  letter,"  pursued  Wentworth,  <<  I  can  swear  most  solemnly  I 
never  wrote.  How  my  breast  swelled  with  indignation  as  I  heard  the 
dreadful  expressions  attributed  to  me." 

Lord  Elton  started,  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and  then 
said: 

'<  Thank  (rod  you  did  not  write  it  I  But  who  could  ?  How  did  it 
happen  that " 

He  paused  with  a  perplexed  air.  A  conversation  followed,  in  which 
his  son  explained  to  him  the  deceptions  which  had  been  practised. 
Lord  Elton's  indignation  against  Danvers  knew  no  bounds. 

*^That  he — he  whom  I  loaded  with  £Eivours,  whom  I  raised  from 
^SS^y  ^  independence,  whom  I  have  admitted  into  the  closest  con- 
fidence— that  he  should  be  the  author  of  all  this  misery !  Oh,  the 
wretch !  the  monster !  But  he  shall  yet  be  defeated  in  his  ambitious 
schemes.  He  shall  see  you,  whom  he  thought  to  have  lost  and  ruined, 
restored  to  the  rights  he  intended  to  usurp ;  he  shall  see  himself  driven 
away,  as  he  thought  to  have  driven  you,  for  ever ;  he  shall  find  that,  not- 
withstanding all  hb  depth  of  artince,  such  heinous  wickedness  could 
not  remain  undiscovered." 

Presently  Lord  Elton  asked  his  son  why  he  had  not  sooner  disclosed 
who  he  was. 

**  You  will  cease  to  wonder,  dear  fiither,"  said  Wentworth,  "  when  I 
remind  you  that  until  to-day  I  did  not  know  that  you  believed  my 
mother's  innocence.  YesterJay  I  would  have  died  rather  than  reveal 
myself ;  but  when  I  found  what  were  your  sentiments  towards  her  and 
towards  me,  and  gathered  also  how  greatly  you  had  been  misrepresented 
to  me '* 

"  I  xmderstand  your  feelings  perfectly,"  said  Lord  Elton.  *'  But  how, 
bdieving  me  to  be  still  more  culpable  than  I  am,  could  you  stay  with 
me,  and  treat  me  with  such  kindness  ?" 

"  Li  the  first  instance,"  replied  Wentworth,  *'  I  stayed  from  a  sense 
of  duty,  and  in  compliance  with  a  promise  made  to  my  mother.  Before 
long  I  could  not  but  become  attached  to  you ;  I  saw  that  you  were  un- 
happy, and  resolved  to  remain  with  you  as  long  as  my  society  could 
sfiord  you  any  consolation  or  pleasure. 

Lord  Elton  now  begged  his  son  to  tell  him  all  that  had  happened 
from  the  time  of  his  leaving  home ;  with  which  request  the  young  man 
willingly  complied. 

•*  My  dear,  dear  Charles,"  said  Lord  Elton,  when  he  concluded  his 
recital,  which  had  been  frequently  interrupted  by  questions  and  remarks 
from  his  interested  auditor,  "  I  can  yet  scarcely  believe  that  my  happi- 
ness is  real.  All  that  has  passed  within  the  last  few  hours  seems  like 
a  vision.  Now  as  to  our  plans  for  the  future.  It  will  be  better,  I 
think,  to  return  immediately  to  England.     What  say  you  ?" 

Wentworth  replied  that  the  proposal  was  quite  agreeable  to  him. 

'^  I  am  very  anxious,"  he  said,  **  to  learn  the  reason  why  the  fnend 
whom  I  implored  to  send  me  speedy  news  of—of        " 
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^<  Florence  Hnmithm,  my  futofe  daughter-in-tlaw/'  said  Lord  Elton, 
inth  a  ^^T\A  smile. 

<<  Has  not  written  to  me,*'  concluded  Jbis  jBon.  "1  eannot  help  Aar- 
ing  that  something  is  the  matter." 

'^  I  trust  not,"  said  Lord  Elton.  *^  I  can  now  fully  understand  and 
appreciate  the  honourable  motires  which  led  you  to  release  Florence 
^om  her  engagement.  £ut  at  present — I  mean  when  I  shall  haTB  pdb- 
licly  acknowledged  you  as  my  son — surely  the  objectiiHis  c^  her  goairaian 
will  be  over^Tuled ;  for  Lord  Fercival,  eldest  and  only  son  of  die  Eail 
of  Elton,  must,  setting  personal  merits  aside,  be  considered  by  Iji^ 
Seagrove  as  a  greater  match  than  the  baronet^ 

*'  But  what  if  they  have  gone  too  far  with  Craven  to  break  affT 
said  Wentworth,  anxiously.  *^  If  a  consent  has  been  extorted  irom  her, 
and  the  affiur  made  so  public  that  a  rupture  would  cause  ihe  imidioiis 
world  to  censure  and  disparage  her  ;  or  if,"  he  continued,  growing  much 
agitated,  '^  if — ^which  God  forbid — she  has  been  already  forced  to  many 
him,  and  is  at  this  moment  his  wife !" 

He  clasped  his  hands  in  an  agony  of  apprehennon.  ^  Perhaps,'*  h 
sad,  ''Pembertonis  silent  because  he  cannot  find  heart  to  tell  me  lb 
dreadM  news.     Oh !  how  miserable  the  ihooght  makes  mel" 

-^'  My  dear  boy,"  said  his  father,  ^^nodiing  ^hat  you  have  smnind 
seems  St. all  probable.    Loveis  are  always  ready  toiimagine  evils. 

Credimus,  an  qui  amant,  ipsi  sibi  somnia  fingunt — 

You  remember  the  line  ?'' 

"  I  wish  it  may  be  so  in  my  case,"  said  Wentworth,  sighing ;  "  hot  I 
have  a  strange  presentiment  that  all  is  not  right  When  shall  iwe  start 
for  England  ?" 

^'To-morrow,  if  you  please,"  said  Lord  Ekon.  ^I  am  ahnait  as 
anxious  as  yourself  to  know  the  truth." 

"  Thank  you  a  thousand  times  for  your  kind  intesest  ond  sympsdiy  !** 
exclaimed  his  son,  pressing  his  hand.  "  Let  me  consider;  we  shall  be  in 
England  in  rather  more  than  a  week — a  fortnight  at  the  furthest" 

'I  I  little  thought,"  said  Lord  Ekon,  '<  Ihat  I  dhould  ever  xetum  tonDJ 
native  country.  It  is  now  nearly  seven  years  since  I  last  .quitted  i^ 
shores.  Still  less  did  I  dream  of  revisiting  a  home,  the  knu^iness  9sA 
desolation  of  which  filled  me  with  insuppor^Ue.  sadness." 

A  dock  at  this  moment  struck  the  hour  of  £Dur. 

^'  Is  it  possible  the  time  can  have  fiovm  so  quickly?"  said  the  yonng 
man.  ^'  It  is  scarcely  worth  while  retiring  to  iiost  ■  at  least,  not  for  me: 
for  your  sake  I  am  sorry  we  are  so  late.  You  cannot  think,  dear  h&fx" 
•he  added,  with  an  air  of  deep  concern,  "  how  unhaf^y  your  illJuskh 
makes  me.  You  never  complain ;  but  I  can  see  how  ill  yon  lie  onlj 
too  plainW." 

Lord  Elton  endeavoured  to  smile  awvy  his  son's  fears. 

'^  Now  ihat  I  have  you,  dear  Charles,*'  he  jaid,  "  to  love  aDd:caie  for, 
doubt  not  ihat  such  happiness  .will  soon  restore  tne  to  health." 

They  conversed  a  short  time  longer,  and  WentwoEfch  then  said, 

"  Now,  my  dear  father,  let  me  bog  you  to  sstiie  to  jest  for  a  1^ 
hours ;  and  I,  .in  tiie  mean  time,  <vfiU  give  oidsrs  and  make  pr^aiatioitf 
rfor  our  journey." 
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T  O  W  T  O  N. 

A  RHYME  OF  THE  WABS  OP  THE  ROSES. 

Fabetvexl!  Sir  Everard  craves  his  hand,  and  shakes  his  hroidered  rein — 

Farewell  I  the  scarf  floats  from  the  tower,  the  bugle  rings  again. 

The  wife  looks  out  till  on  the  breeze  no  more  the  note  returns, 

And  caaquetel  and  janetaire  show  but  as  dew-sprent  ferns ; 

Then  hies  her  to  the  chapel  dim,  whrae,  on  Uie  pictured  pane, 

The  mother  of  the  Canaanite  is  waiting  for  the  slain; 

The  fHar  kneels,  but  misseth  oft  his  bead-roll  with  a  sigh. 

Thinking  of  Harfleur  and  King  Hal,  and  battle-days  gone  by. 

On  I  gallants,  on  I  o'er  echoing  bridge,  white  road,  and  wavkig  giaae— 
On !  but  to  stop  where  some  weird  crone  curses  ye  as  ye  pass. 
There,  where  &e  doves  are  sorrowing  beside  the  lindens  Ught, 
A  widow  and  her  orphaned  ones  shall  make  their  jAamt  to-night; 
In  yonder  cot,  where  twisting  -vines  are  sparkling  in  the  son. 
They  shall  lay  down  a  dying  man  before  the  day  be  done. 
No  flsher-boy  or  gleesome  maids  they  meet  by  Wharfe's  fair  stream, 
Trampled  are  all  the  spring-tide  buds,  blood-red  the  riv'lets  gleam; 
No  village  groups  have  sought  to  dress  the  church  with  palms*  to-day, 
Not  even  in  the  harvest-time  so  few  are  met  to  pray. 

Haste,  doff  thy  helm  to  king  and  prince — Chaste,  kneel  thee  to  the  queen, 
None  but  a  churl  would  grudge  to  die  for  sudi  a  dame,  I  ween; 
Think  on  the  murdered  Tudor's  fame,  on  princely  Somerset, 
Fight  as  ye  did  last  CSiristmas^tide,  and  we  shaU  conqncr  yet. 
S€£,  in  the  streak  of  pale  March  sun  York's  ensigns  giimnrw>r  bright, 
The  Rose  shall  change  its  coward  hue,  the  Sun  set  red  to-night. 
See,  Edward  dasps  his  visor  firm,  and  marshals  in  his  pride 
The  sturdy  bills  from  Derwent  vale,  the  bowmen  from  CSieapside. 
See,  jesting  'mid  his  courtier  brood  sweeps  down  the  silk-locked  Qearge, 
.  And  traitor  Neville's  swarthy  brow  glows  hot  as  armourer's  forge. 
On  wiUi  a  crash  like  Lapland  bergs,  on  swift  as  Baltic  spry, 
Cometh  the  line  of  straining  steeds,  and  standards'  blazonry. 
Broken  is  many  a  gilded  sbield,  down  plumes  are  scattering, 
As  shower  the  flaky  feathers  down  from  wounded  petrel's  wing. 
The  graven  casque  yon  gallant  watched  last  night  in  chapel  old 
Is  crushed  beneath  a  charger's  hoo& — the  knight  himself  lies  cold. 
The  banner  that  his  lady's  hand  had  wrought  with  trembling  pride 
Is  rent  and  stained  with  blood  that  flowed  from  his  stout  esquire's  jide. 
^*Por  the  Bed  Boae  and  Avaline,"  shouts  Everard,  fidteringly ; 
Ah!  who  can  stand  the  blinding  foes  that  pour  from  that  grey  sky — 
Ah!  who  can  stand  where  cannonade  and  whirling  hailstorm  beat. 
And  dwarfish  Glo'ster  shakes  his  lance  amidst  the  drifting  sleet ; 
And  royal  Margaret's  cheek  is  pale,  and  Clifford  sinks  his  sword, 
"  Qod  fights  against  us,"  Henry  sighs,  **  the  snow  fulfils  His  word." 

The  wife  looks  out  till  sullen  clouds  hove  the  cruel  sun  concealed. 
And  crimson  is  the  dun  kite's  claw  that  watched  o'er  Towton  field; 
Till  the  day's  wreftths  of  girost-like  smoke  at  last  are  vanished. 
And  the  white  stars  like  Berth's  eyes  look  gentle  on  the  dead; 
Till  in  the  court-yard  standing  mute,  by  the  red  fiambeau's  light. 
She  sees  a  page  all  stark  and  pale — a  steed  without  a  knight. 

*  The  battle  was  fought  on  Palm  Sunday. 
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A     BIOOBAPHY. 

Chapter  IX. 

We  bent  our  way  on  foot  towards  the  Piedmontese  territories,  reached 
Turin,  proceeded  thence  to  the  valley  of  the  Doria.  We  had  provided 
oiu^elves  with  spiked  shoes ;  all  that  we  needed  was  a  guide,  and  this  we 
procured  during  our  stay  in  the  plain,  where  we  spent  some  days  in 
constructing  the  cross. 

Several  of  the  peasantry,  some  impelled  by  curiosity,  others  by  zeal, 
followed  us  in  our  pilgrimage.  Our  progress  was  slow ;  on  the  first  day 
we  had  to  encounter  a  heavy  fog,  and  on  the  next  a  snow-storm.  We 
entered  the  plain  of  Cenis,  and  in  its  lake,  said  by  those  who  dwell  near 
it  to  be  unfathomable,  we  saw  reflected  the  stupendous  peaks  which  we 
aspired  to  climb. 

At  this  height  we  no  longer  saw  the  rich  vineyards  watered  by  tlie 
Doria  Riparia,  nor  the  oak  and  sweet  chestnut,  but  only  the  spruce  fff 
among  trees;  the  birch  even  had  disappeared.  For  nearly  2000  feet 
above  this  we  tracked  the  rhododendron  over  an  ascending  common ;  it 
in  its  turn  could  rise  no  higher,  but  stopped  like  a  worn-out  traveller. 
Then  with  us  ascended  the  herbaceous  willow,  the  gentian,  and  saxaft'age, 
and  a  few  grasses ;  these  last,  like  ourselves,  struggling  upwards  to  where 
lichens  and  mosses  edge  the  border  of  eternal  snow. 

There,  for  awhile,  we  rested  with  our  burden,  and  many  of  our 
followers,  like  the  stunted  forms  of  vegetation,  could  keep  up  with  us  no 
longer.  We  went  on  against  the  course  of  the  torrent,  and  mounting 
from  one  platform  to  another,  and  walking  over  a  pavement  of  avalanche 
with  well-set  foot,  we  reached,  after  a  toilsome  day,  to  the  height  of 
10,000  or  12,000  feet  above  the  sea,  and  there  we  planted  our  Cross. 

On  that  awful  peak,  as  the  cross  dropped  into  the  deep  hollow  pre- 
pared by  some  of  our  followers  to  receive  it,  I  uttered  the  heartfelt  shoot 
of  thanksgiving  which  I  had  reserved  for  that  glorious  hour.  Then  did 
I  embrace  that  emblem  of  mercy  as  it  proudly  stood  on  high ;  my  burning 
tears  fell  upon  it  with  the  descending  snow ;  they  froze  upon  the  cross 
never  more  to  melt !  What  gratitude  poured  itself  out  with  those  tears 
— eternal  tears,  sacred  to  thankfulness,  to  penitence,  and  to  love! 

On  its  lofty  site,  above  the  vulture's  nest,  that  emblem  of  mercy  rosey 
baptized  in  the  falling  flakes  of  heaven,  and  admitted  into  the  eternity 
of  a  virgin  realm,  burning  in  the  midst  with  a  radiance  which  cools  not» 
impressed  with  the  Saviour's  warmth,  animate  with  his  love.  It  was  as 
white  as  the  mountain  itself  long  ere  we  had  completed  our  descent; 
mirrored  in  the  glassy  lake  beneath,  it  became  an  object  of  admiration 
to  the  traveller. 

Ippolito  was  obliged  to  return  to  his  episcopal  aflairs  at  Yolterra,  and 
I  remained  alone  on  the  plain  of  Cenis :  in  its  cold  shade  I  wandered, 
and  thought  of  my  child. 
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Happy,  thrice  happy,  1  stayed  on,  and  often  walked  abroad  by  the  light 
of  the  moon  and  of  the  bursting  stars.  Then  all  appeared  in  new 
distinctness ;  it  was  like  gazing  at  the  ruins  of  some  divine  habitation, 
the  mountains  around  scattered  and  turned  over  upon  their  granite  backs 
as  when  first  thrown  up  from  a  level  world. 

How  the  big  stars  spoke,  and  beckoned  me  with  their  fingers  of  light ! 
What  activity  they  displayed  in  their  stillness  and  naked  beauty !  what 
preparation  n)r  something  understood  afar! — some  young,  some,  like  the 
fleed-pod,  pregnant,  and  ready  to  shed  new  planets  over  the  firmament. 

And  the  moon,  the  fatal  moon  by  whose  hght  I  saw  my  mountain-cross 
reflected  in  the  lake !  As  I  looked  into  that  mirror,  whom  did  I  see  ascend 
the  steep? 

Clothed  in  a  grey  habit,  she  creeps  upward  on  her  tender  hands  and  feet ; 
stopping  to  sit  down  on  the  icy  avalanche ;  climbing  up  again,  as  if 
eneouraged  by  some  inward  grace;  pausing,  as  if  arrested  by  natural 
weakness ;  pressing  upwards  once  more,  and  seated  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cross. 

It  was  my  sister  Angela. 

Yes,  it  was  my  sister ;  I  dropped  senseless  upon  the  earth  at  beholding 
this  signal  of  a  coming  fate;  I  felt  that  all  was  over. 

I  knew  how  much  I  deserved,  but  I  deemed  not  that  God  would  have 
afflicted  me  thus  again. 

Yet  fear  not,  said  the  voice  within,  this  is  only  Time !  And  somewhat 
reassured,  I  looked  from  the  desolate  earth  where  I  was  into  the  lake 
wherein  eternity  lay  mirrored,  and  beheld  the  Cross.  My  sister  sat  by  it 
still,  with  the  image  of  my  child,  Angelina,  at  her  feet ;  and  Orazio  was 
there,  with  my  son  beside  him.  Behind  the  Cross  stood  Adora  and  her 
brother ;  Giuaitta  stood  in  front  of  all ;  and  thus  the  dead  and  living 
were  mingled. 

The  sight  was  too  much  to  bear,  but  the  same  voice  reassured  me,  so 
I  looked  once  more  and  saw  the  Cross  uninhabited  no  longer ;  the  Saviour 
was  upon  it. 

And  there  was  a  crowd  below ;  it  was  like  that  which  I  had  seen  in 
the  streets,  and  gone  along  with  in  life. 

All  were  looking  at  that  Cross,  and  some  were  struggling  upwards 
towards  it.  Thanatos  was  passing  through  his  last  ordalium,  his  head 
radiant  as  the  snow,  and  his  sister  at  his  side  near  his  heart ;  the  lost  one 
restored. 

There,  too,  was  Angus,  travelling  in  the  right  path ;  there  Abarbanel, 
walking  in  his  sleep  still,  though  towards  heaven. 

And  I  observed  on  high  an  image  of  myself — that  phantom  which 
had  haunted  me  of  old ;  it  was  among  my  kindred.  It  raised  the  Cross 
and  moved  on,  followed  by  the  procession  of  souls ;  and  was  then  lost  in 
the  mists  above. 

Chapter  X. 

I  DARED  not  return  home,  but  lingered  on  the  plain  until  my  move- 
ments, now  paralysed  by  grief,  were  directed  by  higher  hands.  Ere  long 
Ippolito  came  to  me,  his  head  bowed  down ;  and  then  I  saw  the  worst, 
but  still  dared  not  ask  what  had  happened.     We  hurried  away  by  mutual 
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consent ;  he  tried  to  lead  me  to  the  subject  of  my  children  ;  he  allndeJ  to 
Fiorenoe,  to  the  new  tower  at  Aula;  but  I  answered  not.  I  was  not  cairn | 
dark  donds  chased  each  other  over  my  soal  in  dreadful  silence ;  a  wfaiiip* 
wind  was  gathering  strengdi,  it  howled,  and  throes  came  and  went  Ekv 
the  tossings  of  earthquake.  I  compressed  my  forehead  widi  my  hands  $- 
I  looked  within,  and  asked  the  desolating  madness  to  suhnde*  But  I 
was  to  be  naked  and  striped ;  my  mortality  to  ha  quite  wiam  out ;  nr 
peaecj  no  hope  awaited  me  on  eartn. 

We  posted  on,  we  reached  the  Volterrana,  we  sfcood  bsfiove  the  osbIIk 
Where:  whs  thiv  tower  which  had  be«i  erected,  where  its  oostiy  chambsn 
and  their  mariole  walls^  where  the  painted  roofs  ?  Level  with  tne  uptomd' 
earth! 

Where  were  the  bride  and  bridegroom  ? 

I  entered  the  sacred  chamber  where  Adora,  and  last  of  aB,  Oraaotfai^ 
lain;  it  was  now  the  bridal  bed;  the  dead  slept  l^iere.  They  w«r 
there,  removed  from  the  ruins ;  peace  had  siyplanted  joy.  Then  diSii' 
say  with  truth,  my  house  is  fallen ! 

But  it  was  the  will  of  Heaven.  I  submitted*!  nay  nsore^rexeiaiid 
scdf-denial  in  renouncing  the  only  gratifying  idea  thatoonld  have  ohssEsd 
my  onward  path.  She,  my  beloved  child,  I  determined  ^oidd  rosfe  \f 
her  motiier  and  brother  in  the  sonny  field  of  death,  and  I  apart  from  tke 
good  who  were  gone ;  the  event  which  had  occurred  proved  me  nnwoitljgf 
of  the  companionship  of  my  own  in  this  life.  To  have  slept  among 
them  in  the  grave  would  have  been  sweet !  This  last  bliss,  howeveiv  W 
conscience  refused  me  :  all  that  was  mortal  in  me  was  condenmed ;  I  nm 
unfit  to  mingle  even  with  the  durt  of  tke  holy.  No  sympathy  thsff' 
should  quicken  my  remains;  aelf^mortified  would  I  live;  alone  wouUI 
lie  in  the  tomb! 

Chapter  XI. 

When  I  had  buried  my  last  child,  I  had  no  tie  left  to  attach  mria 
this  life.  Thus  situated,  I  resolved  to  prepare  myself  a  cemetery,  witUn 
whose  aisles  I  mi^it  contemplate  the  bygone  worid  in  repose  of  a|Mat ; 
thenceforth  devoting  all  my  thoughts  to  Heaven.  I  ordered  a  tomb  to' 
be  excavated  beyond  the  sepulchres  wherein  my  ancestors  lay^  and  of 
snehidimensions  as  mig^t^  at  the  same  time,  fit  it  to  be  a  temple^  its  waDi 
prepared  to.  receive  the  frescoes,  and  its  pavements  the  mitfblea,  of  wj 
native  land.  It  might  be  permitted  me  in  my  last  abode,  the  sciatatf 
tomb  of  the  broken  heart,  to  repose  amidst  a  few  minor  recoids  q£  ny 
life,  as  my  fathers  had  done  b^re. 

Miaantnne  I  still  lived,  and  by  degrees  became  reconciled  to  my  dev- 
iate being.  Then  did  I  know  how  terrible  are  the  laws  of  josinajl 
Better,  however,  to  go  through  the  hard  work  of  trouble  in  ^us.wodd 
than  in  the  next ;  better  now  to  be  thus  alone,  than  to  suffisr  hereaAv  ia* 
the  society  of  impenitent  souls.  No  one  living  could  know  what  I  had 
endured  ;  no  one  had  the  gift  of  so  enlarged  a  sympathy.  Ippolito  felt 
much,  but  even  he  knew  but  little  of  what  I  carried  within  me  untold 

Here  woidd  I  pause,  had  I  not  faithiidly  promised  Pulci  to  condode 
thia  history :  bnt  snrely  I  may  be  spared  the  nairative  ol  the  dariBSSt 
portion  of  my  days.  I  have  already  said  Justice  is  terrible  ;  it  is  a  nun^ 
lavr  y  it  demands  without  mercy  its  own*     How  airlul  is  it  whea  an 
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lOBans  are  left  to  satiify  its  CEafings  !  New  years  coiled  themselves  rouncl 
me,  I  went  on  in  comparative  repose,  and  a  sufficient  time  elapsed  with- 
out interruptian  to  mj  peace  to  give  me  confidence — to  loll  all  dread. 
I  lived  to  believe  the  last  sacxifioe  that  could  be  demanded  of  me  waa< 
passed ;  I  became  once  more  reconciled  to  the  ways  of  earth,  and  to  the* 
will  of  Heaven.      I  often  lived  with  Ippolito  at  his  palace ;  his  life,  like 
mine^  wa»  lonely ;  one  early  trouble,  however,  had.  sufficed  to  reconcile 
hfan  to  his  lot  in  life.     His  habits  were  simple  and  regular  as  those  of  a 
monk  ;  eariy  hoiuaof  study,  later  ones  of  ezerciae,  mental  discipline,  and 
duty.     Hia  judgment  aided  by  a  quick  perception  of  truth,  and  a  fount 
o£  purest  motives,  he  offianded  not  even  those  whom  he  admonished.     His 
intelleet,  capacious  as  must  ever  be  the  case  in  the  illustrious  good,  was 
tlen  matnred.     He  vras  a  mathematician,  and  it  is  doubtful  whether  the 
opinions  of  the  great  Mosonio  had  ever  entirely  forsaken  his  mind.     His 
belief  in  them  was  slight :  but  who  can  boast  only  one  philosophy  ? 

We  often  sat  up  late  and  discussed  the  dogmas  of  our  departed  friend^ 
whose  memor}'  we  could  not  £euL  to  cherish,  and  to  whom,  apaxt  from  his 
philosophy,  it  was  difficult  to  revert.  His  position  in  life  had  been  purely 
mtellactnal ;.  he  took  no  moral  station,  and.  had;  no  social  diaracter.  Hu 
WDts  were  few,  his  fortme  scanty,  but  poverty  in  his  eyes  was  rather  a 
evions  relation  of  man  to  means,  than  an  eviL  K  he  knew  it  to  exist 
aftrand  him,  his  absence  of  mind,  oou{4ed  with  hn  want  of  abundance, 
diMibled  him  fbom  stepping  forward  to  relieve  another. 

Our  discussion  one  evening  had  been  pn^onged  to  a  late  hour  ;  it  bore 
on  the  Etruscan  philosophy,  and  had  brought  Musonio  so  vividly  before 
n%.  that  more  thui  once  I  thought  him  presents  In  the  bishop's  study 
thsie  stood  huge  monuments  which  had  belonged  to  the  philosopher,  and 
whose  meaning  we  sought  to  mxravel,  our  eyes  resting  on  them  as  we 
ooKversed.  My  gaae  was  upon  these  figures  whidi  were  placed  on  either 
side  of  a  sarcophagus:  they  had  a  sitting  posture,  and  their  hands  fell 
over  their  knees  in  the  stillness  of  past  life,  yet  not  the  death  which  over* 
takes  the  human  form,  but  such  as  may  be  sopposed  to  have  suddenly 
anreeted  gods  of  old  in  their  mild  career.  Swdi,  indeed^  weretiMse,  and  their 
remote  origin  forgotten  in  their  length  of  daySf  they  had  usurped  the 
insignia  of  immortdity.  StiD  dieir  end  had  come  ;  and  the  memory  of 
divine  existence  had  lapsed  into  a  mere  monument  of  eternal  bemg. 
With  looks  composed  they  had  ceased  to  be ;  and  a  mighty  unconcern 
bore  scarce  reecnd  of  the  spirit  which  had  stamped  that  surviving 


Did  they  most  assist  the  views  of  the  philosopher  who  had  left  them 
~      ~  to  blend  his  past  life  with<  theirs,  or  the  haf%B  we  survived  to 
cherish  ? 

Chapter  XU. 

I  BECAME  impatient.  Time  passed  slowly;  no  place  of  residence 
pleased  me.  One  strong  impulse  grew  upon  me^  and  at  length  occupied 
me  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  subjects ;  it  was  the  desire  to  behold 
Angus  once  more ;  and  in  search  of  Inm  I  determined  to  wander. 

Wluther  in  pursuit  of  the  great  tr»rella«  could  I  go  ?  He  mig^t  yet. 
be  in  the  East ;  he  might  be  resting  at  Palmyra,  reading  inscriptions,  or 
seated  in  the  peristyle  of  the  great  temple,  smoking  his  hookah,  and 
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musiog  with  the  Arah ;  or,  perchance,  sailing  among  the  many  seas  of 
the  North  Pacific  Ocean. 

Yet  so  strong  was  my  wish  to  see  him,  so  great  my  hope  that  he  might 
be  on  his  returni  that  I  went  to  Rome  ^r  the  .chance  of  meeting  with  him 
accidentally,  as  I  had  before  done;  but  he  was  not  there.     Thence  I 

fassed  into  Naples.  I  saw  the  city,  the  burning  mountain,  and  the  bay. 
breathed  the  sweet  air,  but  met  no  one  who  had  seen  him.  I  next  went 
to  Sicily,  crossing  to  Palermo,  and  walking  through  its  streets,  to  afford 
myself  what  I  believed  to  be  the  remote  chance  of  meeting  my  friend,  when 
least  expected,  in  a  strange  country.  I  entered  a  church.  Why,  per- 
chance, should  he  not  be  there  as  well  as  I  ?  Many  were  kneeling  on  the 
rich  pavement — men  picturesquely  attired  in  cloak  with  crin^son  folds,  or 
in  the  red  vest,  and  women  in  their  morning  dress,  covered  from  the  head 
in  black  or  purple.  The  priests  were  kneeling  before  the  altar  in  their 
albs  of  red  and  azure.  The  chapel  was  such  a  one  as  I  had  rarely  seen« 
the  interior  one  subdued  furnace  of  warm  colours— one  mosue  on  a 
ground  of  gold.     But  Angus  I  saw  not  there. 

I  left  the  city,  went  towards  the  gardens  of  La  Cuba,  still  beautiful) 
and  charming  the  fountsdn  and  pavilion.  There  did  many  walk  in 
company,  in  conversation;  I  in  sUence,  and  alone.  I  overran  Sicily; 
bathed  in  the  cool  stone  baths  of  Cefalu,  beneath  their  shady  pointed 
arches  and  vaulted  roof;  clung  to  the  melancholy  of  its  cloisters;  stood 
on  the  heights  among  the  vestiges  of  Cephaledium,  the  ancient  city,  and 
beheld  the  rock  and  the  cathedral  below  reflected  in  the  wave. 

I  reached  the  mountain  of  fire,  and  with  g^reat  labour  ascended,  my 
feet  sinking  into  the  ashes,  my  limbs  aching  through  fatigue  and  heat 
But  what  a  prospect !  Fair  enough  to  gratify  the  eyes  and  depress  tb 
heart.  For  who  could  look  upon  the  island  below,  and  the  isles  which, 
like  children  of  light,  enliven  the  sea  around,  and  the  shores  in  the  i^ 
tance,  and  not  think  of  man  in  his  mortal  character  ?  Not  as  the  only 
created  thing  that  laughs,  but  as  the  child  of  the  children  who  saw  the 
same  prospect,  loved  i^  and  left  it  behind. 

And  the  heavens  there  at  night,  what  splendid  divinity  they  contain— 
aphorisms  on  religion  older  than  the  fatners ;  every  star  a  text  for  tiie 
silent  preacher,  which  instantly  illumines  the  soul,  and  raises  from  itc 
buried  depths  a  consciousness  co-eternal  with  itself. 

Towards  Calabria,  my  mother's  mountain-home,  I  next  turned  my 
eyes,  and  determined  to  make  a  pilgrimage  to  her  birthplace.  Leaving 
Etna,  I  hired  a  vessel,  accordingly,  to  convey  me  to  Cape  Spartivento, 
where  I  landed  from  Messina.  Thence  I  proceeded  to  tne  village 
of  Valanidi.  I  had  been  there  but  once  since  my  father's  death,  which 
had  occurred  more  than  thirty  years  back. 

I  climbed  the  ascent,  and  walked  through  the  village.  It  was  a 
romantic  spot  on  the  side  of  a  conical  hill,  surmounted  by  the  chateau, 
where,  almost  ninety  years  before,  my  mother  first  saw  the  light  In 
view  of  the  chateau  I  accosted  several  of  the  villagers,  who  replied  to  mv 
questions  with  mistrust,  yet  wondered  how  I  knew  the  names  of  their 
families.  I  could  not  find  one  who  remembered  me ;  so,  without  revealing 
myself,  I  sought  the  roof  where  I  had  a  right  to  demand  rest. 
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Chapter  VII. 


THE  ROYAL  DECLARATION  CONCERNING  LAWFUL  SPORTS  ON  THE 

SUNDAY. 

Not  many  paces  after  the  king  marched  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 
then  in  the  zenith  of  his  power,  and  in  the  fuU  perfection  of  his  un- 
equalled heauty,  eclipsing  all  the  rest  of  the  nobles  in  splendour  of 
apparel,  as  he  did  in  stateliness  of  deportment.  Haughtily  returning 
the  salutations  made  him,  which  were  scarcely  less  reverential  than 
those  addressed  to  the  monarch  himself,  the  prime  favourite  moved  on, 
aU  eyes  following  his  majestic  figure  to  the  door.  Buckingham  walked 
alone,  as  if  he  had  been  a  prince  of  the  blood ;  but  after  him  came  a 
throng  of  nobles,  consisting  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  High  Chamber- 
lain ;  the  Duke  of  Richmond,  Master  of  the  Household ;  the  Earl  of 
Nottingham,  Lord  High  Admiral ;  Viscoimt  Brackley,  Lord. Howard  of 
Eflfingham,  Lord  Zouche,  President  of  Wales  ;  with  the  Lords  Knollys, 
Mordaunt,  Compton,  and  Grey  of  Groby.  One  or  two  of  the  noblemen 
seemed  inclined  to  question  Richard  as  to  what  had  passed  between  him 
and  the  king,  but  the  young  man*s  reserved  and  somewhat  stem  manner 
deterred  them.  Next  came  the  three  judges,  Doddridge,  Crooke,  and 
Hoghton,  whose  countenances  wore  an  enforced  gravity,  for  if  any  faith 
could  be  placed  in  rubicund  cheeks  and  portly  persons,  they  were  not 
indisposed  to  self-indulgence  and  conviviality.  After  the  judges  came 
the  Bishop  of  Chester,  the  king's  chaplain,  who  had  officiated  on  the 
present  occasion,  and  who  was  in  his  fuU  pontifical  robes.  He  was 
accompanied  by  the  lord  of  the  mansion.  Sir  Richard  Hoghton,  a  hale 
handsome  man  between  fifty  and  sixty,  with  silvery  hair  and  beard,  a 
robust  but  commanding  person,  a  fresn  complexion,  and  features  by  no 
means  warranting,  from  any  marked  dissimilarity  to  those  of  his  son, 
the  king's  scandalous  jest. 

A  crowd  of  baronets  and  knights  succeeded,  including  Sir  Arthur 
Capel,  Sir  Thomas  Brudenell,  Sir  Edward  Montague,  Sir  Edmund 
Trafford,  sheriff  of  the  county,  Sir  Edward  Mosley,  and  Sir  Ralph 
Assheton.  The  latter  looked  grave  and  anxious,  and[,  as  he  passed  his 
relatives,  said,  in  a  low  tone,  to  Richard, 

*'  I  am  told  Alizon  is  to  be  here  to-day.     Is  it  so  ?" 

*'  She  is,'*  replied  the  young  man  ;  "  but  why  do  you  ask  ?  Is  she  in 
danger  ?     If  so,  let  her  be  warned  against  coming." 
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<<  Oq  no  account,'*  replied  Sir  Ralph ;  '^  that  would  only  increase  the 
suspicion  already  attaching  to  her.  No  ;  she  must  fioce  the  danger,  and 
I  hope  will  he  ahle  to  avert  it." 

<<  But  what  is  the  danger  ?"  asked  Richard.  ^  In  Heavea's  name, 
speak  more  plainly." 

"  I  cannot  do  so  now,"  replied  Sir  Ralph.  "  We  will  take  counsel 
together  anon.  Her  enemies  are  at  work ;  and  if  you  tany  here  a  (em 
minutes  longer  you  will  understand  whom  I  mean." 

And  he  passed  on. 

A  large  crowd  now  poured  indiscriminately  out  of  the  chapel,  and^ 
amongst  it  Nicholas  perceived  many  of  his  Mends  and  neighbours — ^Mr«. 
Townley,   of  Townley  Park,  Mr,  Parker,  of  Browsholme,  Mr.  Shuttle—^ 
worth,  of  Gawthorpe,  Sir  Thomas  Metcalfe,  and  Roger  Nowell.     Wid^ 
the  latter  was  Master  Potts,  and  Richard  was  then  at  no  loss  to  under^ 
stand  against  whom  Sir  Ralph  had  warned  him.     A  £erce  light  Uaced 
in  Roger  Noweli's  keen  eyes  as  he  first  remarked  the  two  Asshetooa, 
and  a  smile  of  gratified  vengeance  played  about  his  lips,  but  he  quelled 
the  fire  in  a  moment,  and  compressing  Ida  hard  mouth  more  closely, 
bowed  coldly  and  ceremoniously  to  them.     Metcalfe  did  the  same,    l^ot 
BO  Master  Potts.     Halting  for  a  moment,  he  said,  with  a  mtefiil  look : 
**  Look  to  yourself.  Master  Nicholas ;  and  yon,  too.  Master  Richard.    A 
day  of  reckoning  is  coming  for  both  of  you." 

And  with  this,  he  sprang  nimbly  after  his  client. 

«  What  means  the  fellow  ?"  cried  Nicholas.  *'  But  that  we  axe  here 
as  it  were  in  the  precincts  of  a  palace,  I  would  afiter  him  and  cudgel  him 
soundly  for  his  insolence." 

**  And  whas  that  ye'd  be  after  dinging,  mon?"  cried  a  sharp  voiei 
behind  him.  '*  Na  that  puir  feckless  body  that  has  jist  skippit  ifL  ff 
sae,  ye'll  ta  the  wrang  soo  by  the  lugg,  and  I  counsel  you  to  let  hitt 
bide,  for  he's  high  i*  favour  wi'  the  king." 

Turning  at  tbos  address,  Nicholas  recognised  the  king's  jester,  Ardue 
Armstrong,  a  merry  little  knave,  with  light  blue  eyes,  long  yellow  hiir 
hanging  about  his  ears,  and  a  sandy  besird.  There  was  a  great  deal  rf 
mother  wit  about  Archie^  and  quite  as  much  shrewdness  as  f(^y.  Ht 
wore  no  distioctive  dress  as  jester, — the  bauble  and  coxcomb  having 
been  long  discontinued, — but  was  simply  clad  in  the  royal  livery. 

*^  And  so  Master  Potts  is  in  favour  with  his  majesty,  eh,  Archie?" 
asked  the  squire,  hoping  to  obtain  some  information  from  him. 

'*  And  sae  war  you  the  day  afore  yesterday,  when  you  himted  it 
Myerscough,"  replied  the  jester. 

"  But  how  have  I  forfeited  the  king's  good  opmion  ?"  asked  Nidiollii 
'*  Come^  you  are  a  good  fellow,  Archie,  tuad  will  tell  me." 

*'  Dinna  think  to  fleech  me,  mon,"  replied  the  jester,  cumiingly.  "I 
ken  what  I  ken,  and  that's  mair  than  you'll  get  frae  me  wi  a'  your 
speering.  The  king's  secrets  are  safe  wi'  Archie — aad  for  a  goi^ 
reason,  that  he  is  never  tauld  them.  You're  a  g^e  huntsman,  and  sas 
is  his  majesty,  but  there's  ae  kind  o'  game  he  likes  better  than  anither, 
and  that's  to  be  foimd  mabtly  i'  these  pairts — I  mean  witches,  and  flic 
like  fearfu*  carhnes.  We  maun  hae  the  country  rid  of  them,  and  that's 
what  his  majesty  intends,  and  if  you're  a  wise  man  you'll  lend  ^'"^  " 
helping  hand.     But  I  maun  in  to  dii^une." 
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And  with  diis  the  jester  capered  off,  leaving  Nidiolas  like  <me  sttq>ified. 
fib  was  FOiised,  however,  by  a  smart  dap  on  the  shoalder  Ixood  Sir  John 
Finett 

^^  What !  pondering  oyer  the  masque,  Master  Nicholas,  or  thinking  of 
the  petition  you  have  to  present  to  his  majesty  ?"  cried  the  master  of  the 
ceremonies.  "  Let  neither  trouble  you.  The  one  will  be  well  played, 
I  doubt  not,  and  the  other  well  received,  I  am  sure,  for  I  know  the  king's 
sentiments  on  the  subject.  But  touching  the  dame,  Master  Nicholas — 
have  you  found  one  willing  and  able  to  take  part  in  the  masque  ?*' 

"  I  have  found  several  willing,  Sir  John,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  but  as 
to  their  ability,  that  is  another  question.  However,  one  of  them  may  do 
as  a  make-sh^t.  They  are  all  in  the  base-court,  and  shall  wait  on  you 
when  you  please,  and  then  yon  can  make  your  election." 

*'  So  £5ur  well,"  replied  Finett ;  *'  it  may  be  that  we  shall  have  Ben 
Jonson  here  to-day — rare  Ben«  the  prince  of  poets  and  of  masque  writers. 
Sir  Richard  Hoghton  expects  him.  Ben  is  preparing  a  masque  for 
Christmas,  to  be  called  ^  The  Vision  of  Delight,'  in  which  his  highness 
the  prince  is  to  be  a  principal  actor,  and  some  verses  which  have  been 
ledted  to  me  are  amount  the  daintiest  ever  indited  by  the  bard.*' 

'^  It  will  be  a  singular  pleasure  to  me  to  see  him,"  said  Nicholas ; 
"  for  I  hold  Ben  Jonson  in  the  highest  esteem  as  a  poet-— ay,  above  them 
all,  unless  it  be  Will  Shakspeare." 

"  Ay,  you  do  well  to  except  Shakspeare,"  rejmned  Sir  John  Finett 
**  Great  as  Ben  Jonson  is,  and  for  wit  and  learning  no  man  surpasses 
him,  he  is  not  to  be  compared  with  Shakspeare,  who  for  profound  know- 
ledge of  nature,  and  of  all  the  highest  qualities  of  dramatic  art,  is  unap- 
proachable. But  ours  is  a  learned  court,  Master  Nicholas,  and  therefore 
we  have  a  learned  poet ;  but  a  right  good  fellow  is  Ben  Jonson,  and  a 
boon  companion,  though  somewhat  prone  to  sarcasm,  as  you  will  find  if 
you  drink  with  him.  Over  his  cups  he  will  rail  at  courts  imd  courtiers  in 
good  set  terms,  I  promise  you,  and  I  myself  have  come  in  for  his  gibes. 
However,  I  love  him  none  the  less  for  his  quips,  for  I  know  it  is  his 
humour  to  utter  them,  and  so  overlook  what  in  another  and  less  deserving 
person  I  should  assuredly  resent.  But  is  not  that  young  man,  who  is 
now  going  forth,  your  cousin,  Richard  Assheton  ?  I  thous^ht  so.  The 
king  has  had  a  strange  tale  whispered  in  his  ear,  that  the  youth  has 
been  bewitched  by  a  maiden — Alizon  Nutter  I  think  she  is  named— of 
whom  he  is  enamoured.  I  know  not  what  truth  there  may  be  in  the 
diarge,  but  the  youth  himself  seems  to  warrant  it,  for  he  looks  ghastly 
ill.  A  letter  was  sent  to  his  majesty  at  Myerscough,  communicating 
this  and  certain  other  particulars  with  which  I  am  not  acquainted ;  but 
I  know  they  relate  to  some  professors  of  the  black  art  in  your  county, 
the  soil  of  which  seems  favourable  to  the  growth  of  such  noxious  weeos, 
and  at  first  he  was  much  disturbed  by  it,  but  in  the  end  decided  that 
both  parties  should  be  brought  hither  without  being  made  aware  of  his 
design,  that  he  might  see  and  judge  for  himself  in  the  matter.  Accord- 
ingly, a  messenger  was  sent  over  to  Middleton  Hall  as  from  Sir  Richard 
Hoghton,  inviting  the  whole  fBimily  to  the  Tower,  and  giving  Sir  Richard 
Assheton  to  understand  it  was  the  king's  pleasure  he  should  bring  with 
him  a  certain  young  damsel,  named  Alizon  Nutter,  of  whom  mention 
had  been  made  to  him.     Sir  Richard  had  no  choice  but  to  obey,  and 
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promised  compliance  with  his  majesty's  injunctioDs.  An  officer,  bowever, 
was  left  on  the  watch,  and  this  very  morning  reported  to  his  majesty 
that  young  Richard  Assheton  had  already  set  out  with  the  intention  oif 
going  to  Preston,  hut  had  passed  the  night  at  Walton-le-Dale,  and  that 
Sir  Richard,  his  daughter  Dorothy,  and  Alizon  Nutter  woidd  be  here 
before  noon." 

*^  His  majesty  has  laid  his  plans  carefully,"  replied  Nicholas,  **  and  I 
can  easily  conjecture  from  whom  he  received  the  information,  which  is 
as  false  as  it  is  malicious.  But  are  you  aware,  Sir  John,  upon  what  evi- 
dence the  charge  is  supported — ^for  mere  suspicion  is  not  enough  ?" 

"  In  case  of  witchcraft,  suspicion  is  enough,"  replied  the  knight, 
gravely.  *^  Slender  proofs  are  required.  The  girl  is  the  daughter  of  a 
notorious  witch — that  is  against  her.  The  young  man  is  ailing — that  is 
against  her  too.  But  a  witness,  I  believe,  will  be  produced,  though  who 
I  cannot  say." 

'^  Gracious  Heaven !  what  wickedness  there  must  he  in  the  world 
when  such  a  charge  can  be  brought  against  one  so  good  and  so  unoffend- 
ing," cried  Nicholas.  "  A  maiden  more  devout  than  Alizon  never  existed, 
nor  one  holding  the  crime  she  is  charged  with  in  greater  abhorrence. 
She  injure  Richard !  she  would  lay  down  her  life  for  him — and  would 
have  been  his  wife,  but  for  scruples  the  most  delicate  and  disinterested 
on  her  part.  But  we  will  establish  her  innocence  before  his  majesty, 
and  confound  her  enemies." 

'*  It  is  with  that  hope  that  I  have  given  you  this  information,  sir,  of 
which  I  am  sure  you  will  make  no  improper  use,"  replied  Sir  John.  "  I 
have  heard  a  similar  character  to  that  you  have  g^ven  of  Alizon,  and  am 
unwilliog  she  should  fall  a  victim  to  art  or  malice.  Be  upon  your  guard, 
too.  Master  Nicholas,  for  other  investigations  will  take  place  at  the  same 
time,  and  some  matters  may  come  forth  in  which  you  are  concerned. 
The  king's  arms  are  long,  and  reach  and  strike  far — and  his  eyes  see 
clearly  when  not  hoodwinked— or  when  other  people  see  for  him.  And 
now,  good  sir,  you  must  want  breakfast.  Here,  Faryngton,*'  he  added 
to  an  attendant,  **  show  Master  Nicholas  Assheton  to  his  lodging  in  the 
base-court,  and  attend  upon  him  as  if  he  were  your  master.  I  will  come 
for  you,  sir,  when  it  is  time  to  present  the  petition  to  the  king." 

So  saying,  he  bowed  and  walked  forth,  turning  into  the  upper  quad- 
rangle, while  Nicholas  followed  Faryngton  into  the  lower  court,  where 
he  found  his  friends  waiting  for  him. 

Speedily  ascertaining  where  their  lodgings  were  situated,  Faryngton 
led  them  to  a  building  on  the  left,  almost  opposite  the  great  bonfire,  and 
ascending  a  flight  of  steps,  ushered  them  into  a  commodious  and  well- 
furnished  room,  looking  into  the  court.  This  done,  he  disappeared,  but 
soon  afterwards  returned  with  two  yeomen  of  the  kitchen,  one  carrying 
a  tray  of  provisions  upon  his  head,  and  the  other  sustaining  a  basket  of 
wine  under  his  arm,  and  a  snowy  napkin  being  laid  upon  the  table, 
trenchers,  viands,  and  flasks  were  soon  arranged  in  very  tempting  order 
— so  tempting,  indeed,  that  the  squire,  notwithstanding  his  assertion 
that  his  appetite  had  been  taken  away,  fell  to  work  with  his  customary 
vigour,  and  plied  a  flask  of  excellent  Bordeaux  so  incessantly,  that 
another  had  to  be  placed  before  him.  Sherborne  did  equal  justice  to  the 
good  cheer,  and  Richard  not  only  £9rced  himself  to  eat,  but  to  the  squire's 
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great  sorpnae  sivmUowed  nooce  than  ob»  deep  cLnraght  of  wine.  Haring 
thus  administered  to  the  wants  of  the  guettdj  and*  eeeing  his  presence 
was  no  longer  mthev  neoeasary  or  dasited^  Pat^gton  vanimsdj  nrst  pro- 
mising to  go  and  see  that  all  was  got  ready  for  them  in  t^ie  sleeping 
apartments.  Notwithstanding  the  maoa's  eivili^y  tiiere  was  an  over- 
officiousness  about  him  that  made  Nicholas  suspect  he  was  placed  oyer 
them  by  Sir  John  Finett  to  watdi  their  movements,  and  he  resolred  to 
be  upon  his  guard. 

'^  1  am  glad  to  see  yon  drink,  lad,"  he  obsenred  to  Richard,  as  soon  as 
they  were  alone  ;  '*  a  cup  of  wine  will  do  yon  good." 

**  Do  you  think  so  ?"  replied  Richard,  filling  his  goblet  anew.  ^*  I 
want  to  get  back  my  spirits  and.  Strength — to  sustain  myself  no  matter 
bow — to  look  well — ha !  ha  !  If  I  ean  only  make  this  frail  machine 
carry  me  stoutly  through  the  king's  visit,  I  cafe  not  how  soon  it  hlls  to 
pieces  afterwards.*' 

<<  I  see  your  motive,  Dick,"  replied  Nicholas ;  ^'  you  hope  to  turn 
away  suspicion  from  Alison  by  this  device;  but  yon  must  not  go  to 
exeess,  or  you  will  defeat  your  scheme." 

^  I  will  do  something  to  convince  the  king  he  is  mistaken  in  me,—- 
that  I  am  not  bewitched,"  cried  Richard,  rising  and  striding  across  the 
room.  '^  Bewitched !  and  by  Alizon«  too !  I  could  laugh  at  the  charge, 
but  that  it  is  too  horrible.  Had  any  other  than  the  king  breathed  it,  I 
would  have  slain  him." 

*'  His  majesty  has  been  abused  by  the  malice  of  that  knavish  attorney, 
Potts,  who  has  alwa3r8  manifested  the  greatest  hostility  towards  Alizon," 
said  Nicholas  ;  ^*  but  he  wiU  not  prevail,  for  she  has  only  to  show  herself 
to  dispel  all  prejudice.*' 

*^  You  are  right,  Nicholas,"  cried  Richard,  **  and  yet  the  king  seems 
already  to  have  prejudged  her,  and  his  obstinacy  may  lead  to  her  de» 
struction." 

^  Speak  not  so  loudly,  Dick,  in  Heaven's  name,"  said  the  squire^  in 
alarm  ;  *^  these  walls  may  have  ears,  and  echoes  may  repeat  erery  word 
you  utter.*' 

'^  Then  let  them  tell  the  king  diat  Alizon  is  innocent,"  cried  Richard, 
stopping,  and  replenishing  his  goblet.  '*  Here's  to  her  health,  and  con- 
fusion to  her  enemies !" 

'*  I'll  drink  that  toast  vrith  pleasure,  Dick,"  replied  the  squire ;  **  but 
I  must  forbid  you  more  wine.  You  are  not  used  to  it,  and  the  fumes 
will  mount  to  your  brain." 

"  Come  and  sit  down  beside  us  that  we  may  talk,"  said  Sherborne. 

Richard  obeyed,  and  leaning  over  the  table^  asked  in  a  low  deep  ton^ 
"  Where  is  Mistress  Nutter,  Nicholas?" 

The  squire  looked  towards  the  door  before  he  answered,  and  then 
said: 

'<  1  will  tell  you.  After  the  destruction  of  Malkin  Tower  and  the 
band  of  robbers,  she  was  taken  to  a  solitary  hut  near  Barley  Booth,  at 
the  foot  of  Pendle  Hill,  and  the  next  day  was  conveyed  aerose  Bowhmd 
Forest  to  Poulton  in  the  Fyld,  on  the  borders  of  Morecambe  Bay,  with 
the  intention  of  getting  her  on  board  some  vessd  bound  for  the  Isle  of 
Man .  Arrangements  were  made  for  this  purpose,  hot  when  the  time  cam^ 
she  refused  to  go,  and  was  Uoogiii  wtmtij  baok  to  the  hut  near  Barley, 
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where  she  has  been  ever  since,  though  her  place  of  concealment  was  hid- 
den even  from  you  and  her  daughter." 

*<  The  captain  of  the  robbers,  Fogg,  or  Demdike,  escaped— did  he 
not  ?*'  said  Richard. 

<*  Ay,  in  the  confusion  occasioned  by  the  blowing  up  of  the  Tower  he 
managed  to  get  away,"  replied  Nicholas,  **  and  we  were  unable  to  follow 
him,  as  our  attentions  had  to  be  bestowed  upon  Mistress  Nutter.  This 
was  the  more  unlucky,  as  through  his  instrumentality  Jem  and  his 
mother  Elizabeth  were  liberated  from  the  dungeon  in  which  they  were 
placed  at  Whalley  Abbey,  prior  to  their  removal  to  Lancaster  Castle,  and 
none  of  them  have  been  heard  of  since.'* 

**  And  I  hope  will  never  be  heard  of  again,"  cried  Richard.  '^  But  is 
Mistress  Nutter's  retreat  secure,  think  you  ?  May  it  not  be  discovered 
by  some  of  Nowell  s  emissaries  ?" 

**  I  trust  not,"  replied  Nicholas ;  "  but  her  voluntary  surrender  is  more 
to  be  apprehended,  for  when  I  last  saw  her,  on  the  night  before  starting 
for  Myerscough,  she  told  me  she  was  determined  to  give  herself  up  for 
trial ;  and  her  motives  could  scarce  be  combated,  for  she  declares  that 
unless  she  submits  herself  to  the  justice  of  man,  and  expiates  her  of- 
fences, she  cannot  be  saved.  She  now  seems  as  resolute  in  good  as  she 
was  heretofore  resolute  in  evil." 

*'  If  she  perishes  thus,  her  self-sacrifice,  for  thus  it  becomes,  will  be 
Alizon's  death-blow,''  cried  Richard. 

"  So  I  told  her,"  replied  Nicholas,  "  but  she  continued  inflexible.  *  I 
am  bom  to  be  the  cause  of  miseiy  to  others,  and  most  to  those  I  love 
most,'  she  said,  *  but  I  cannot  fly  from  justice.  There  is  no  escape 
forme.'" 

"  She  is  right,"  cried  Richard ;  "  there  is  no  escape  but  the  grave, 
whither  we  are  all  three  hurrying.     A  terrible  fatality  attaches  to  us." 

"  Nay,  say  not  so,  Dick,"  rejoined  Nicholas ;  "  you  are  young,  and 
though  this  shock  may  be  severe,  yet  when  it  is  passed,  you  will  be 
recompensed,  I  hope,  by  many  years  of  happiness." 

"  I  am  not  to  be  deceived,"  said  Richard.  "  Look  me  in  the  face^ 
and  say  honestly  if  you  think  me  long  lived.  You  cannot  do  it.  I  have 
been  smitten  by  a  mortal  illness,  and  am  wasting  gradually  away.  I 
am  dying — I  feel  it — know  it — but  though  it  may  abridge  my  brief  term 
of  life,  I  wiU  purchase  present  health  and  spirits  at  any  cost,  and  save 
Alizon.  Ah !"  he  exclaimed,  putting  his  hand  to  his  heart,  with  a  fear- 
ful expression  of  anguish. 

"  What  is  the  matter?"  cried  the  two  gentlemen,  greatly  alarmed, 
and  springing  towards  him. 

But  the  young  man  could  not  reply.  Another  and  another  agonising 
spasm  shook  his  frame,  and  cold  damps  broke  out  upon  his  pallid  brow, 
showing  the  intensity  of  his  suflerin?.  Nicholas  and  Sherborne  regarded 
each  other  anxiously,  as  if  doubtful  now  to  act. 

"  Shall  I  summon  assistance  ?"  said  the  latter,  in  a  low  tone. 

But,  softly  as  the  words  were  uttered,  they  reached  the  ears  of  BichanL 
Rousing  himself  by  a  great  effort,  he  said : 

''  On  no  account — the  fit  is  over.  I  am  glnd  it  has  seized  me  now, 
for  I  shall  not  be  liable  to  a  recurrence  of  it  throughout  the  day.  Lead 
me  to  the  window.     The  air  will  presently  revive  me." 
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His  firiends  complied  with  the  request,  and  placed  him  at  the  open 
casement. 

Great  bustle  was  obsenrable  below,  and  the  cause  was  soon  manifest, 
as  the  chief  huntsman,  clad  in  green,  with  buff  boots  drawn  high  up  on 
the  thigh,  a  horn  about  his  neck,  and  moimted  on  a  strong  black  curtal, 
rode  forth  from  the  stables.  He  was  attended  by  a  noble  blood-hound^ 
and  on  gaining  the  middle  of  the  court,  put  his  bugle  to  his  lips,  and 
blew  a  loud  blithe  call  that  made  the  walls  ring  again.  The  summons 
was  immediately  answered  by  a  number  of  grooms  and  pages,  leading  a 
multitude  of  richly-caparisoned  horses  towards  the  upper  end  of  the  court, 
where  a  gallant  troop  of  dames,  nobles,  and  gentlemen,  all  attired  for  the 
<^ase,  awaited  them ;  and  where,  amidst  much  mirth,  and  bandying  of 
lively  jest  and  compliment,  a  general  mounting  took  place,  the  ladies,  of 
course,  being  placed  first  on  their  steeds.  While  this  was  going  forward, 
the  hounds  were  brought  from  the  kennel  in  couples — relays  having 
been  sent  down  to  the  park  more  than  an  hour  before — and  the  yara 
resounded  with  their  joyous  baying,  and  the  neighing  of  the  impatient 
steeds.  By  this  time,  also,  the  chief  huntsman  had  collected  his  forces, 
consisting  of  a  dozen  prickers,  six  habited  like  himself,  in  green,  and  six 
in  russet,  and  all  mounted  on  stout  curtals.  Those  in  green  were 
intended  to  hunt  the  hart,  and  those  in  russet  the  wild  boar,  the  former 
being  provided  with  hunting-poles,  and  the  latter  with  spears.  Their 
girdles  were  well  lined  with  beef  and  pudding,  and  each  of  them,  acting 
npon  the  advice  of  worthy  Master  George  Turbervile,  had  a  stone  bottle 
of  good  wine  at  the  pommel  of  his  saddle.  Besides  these  there  were  a 
whole  host  of  varlets  of  the  chase  on  foot.  The  chief  falconer,  with  a 
long-winged  hawk  in  her  hood  and  jesses  upon  his  wrist,  was  stationed 
somewhat  nearer  the  gateway,  and  close  to  him  were  his  attendants,  each 
having  on  his  fist  a  falcon  gentle,  a  Barbary  falcon,  a  merlin,  a  goshawk, 
or  a  sparrow-hawk.  Thus  all  was  in  readmess,  and  hound,  hawk,  and 
man,  seemed  equally  impatient  for  the  sport. 

At  this  juncture,  the  door  was  thrown  open  by  Faryngton,  who 
announced  Sir  John  Finett. 

*'  It  is  time.  Master  Nicholas  Assheton,"  said  the  master  of  the  cere- 
monies. 

'*  I  am  ready  to  attend  you.  Sir  John,*'  replied  Nicholas,  taking  a 
parchment  from  his  doublet,  and  unfolding  it ;  '*  the  petition  is  well 
signed." 

"  So  I  see,  sir,"  replied  the  knight,  glancing  at  it.  "  Will  not  your 
friends  come  with  you  ?" 

"  Most  assuredly,"  replied  Richard,  who  had  risen  on  the  knight's 
appearance.     And  he  followed  the  others  down  the  staircase. 

By  direction  of  the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  nearly  a  hundred  of  the 
more  important  gentlemen  of  the  county  had  been  got  together,  and  this 
train  was  subsequently  swelled  to  thrice  the  amount,  from  the  accessions 
it  received  from  persons  of  inferior  rank  when  its  object  became  known. 
At  the  head  of  this  large  assemblage  Nicholas  was  now  placed,  and 
accompanied  by  Sir  John  Finett,  who  gave  the  word  to  the  procession  to 
follow  them,  he  moved  slowly  up  the  court.  Passing  through  the  bril- 
liant crowd  of  equestrians  the  procession  halted  at  a  short  distance  from 
the  doorway  of  the  great  hall,  and  James,  who  had  been  waiting  for  its 
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^yproach  within,  now  came  forth,  amid  the  cheers  and  plaudits  of  the 
spectators. 

Sir  John  Finett  then  led  Nicholas  forward,  and  the  latter,  dropping  on 
one  knee,  said : 

*'  May  it  please  your  majesty,  I  hold  in  my  hand  a  petition,  signed,  as, 
if  you  will  deign  to  cast  your  eyes  over  it,  you  will  perceiYe,  by  many 
hundreds  of  the  lower  orders  of  your  loring  subjects  in  this  your  eounty 
of  Lancaster,  representing  that  they  are  debarred  from  lawfiu  recreations 
upon  Sunday,  after  afternoon  service,  and  upon  hoiida3f8,  and  praying 
that  the  restrictions  imposed  in  1579,  by  the  Earls  of  Derby  and  Hun- 
tingdon, and  by  William,  Bishop  of  Chester,  commissioners  to  her  late 
Highness,  Elisabeth,  of  glorious  memory,  your  majesty's  predeeenor, 
may  be  withdrawn." 

And  with  this,  he  placed  in  the  king's  hands  the  petition,  whidi  was 
▼ery  graciously  received. 

^'  The  complaint  of  our  loving  subjects  in  Lancashire  shall  not  pass 
Tumoticed,  sir,"  said  James.  ^<  Sorry  are  we  to  say  it,  but  thiscoontry  of 
ours  is  sair  infested  wi'  folk  inclining  to  Puritanism  and  Papistry,  baith 
of  which  sects  are  adverse  to  the  cause  of  true  religion.  Honest  mirtii 
is  not  only  tolerable  but  praiseworthy,  and  the  prohibition  of  it  is  lik^ 
to  breed  discontent,  and  this  our  enemies  ken  fii'  weel ;  for  vriien,"  he 
continued,  loudly  and  emphatically — "  when  shall  the  common  people 
have  leave  to  ezerdse,  if  not  upon  Sundays  and  holidays,  teeing  my 
must  labour,  and  win  their  living  on  all  other  days  ?*' 

'^  Your  majesty  speaks  like  King  Solomon  hinisel^"  observed  Nidiolas, 
amid  the  loud  cheermg. 

"  Our  will  and  pleasure  then  is,"  pursued  James,  *^  that  our  good 
people  be  not  deprived  of  any  lawful  recreation  that  shall  not  tead  to  a 
Dreach  of  the  laws,  or  a  violation  of  the  kirk ;  but  that  after  the  end  of 
divine  service,  they  shall  not  be  disturbed,  letted,  or  discouraged  firom 
any  lawful  recreation — as  dancing  and  sic  like,  either  of  men  or  women, 
archery,  leaping,  vaulting,  or  ony  ither  harmless  recreation ;  nor  £caethe 
having  of  May  games,  Whitsun-ales,  or  morris-dancing ;  nor  £rae  setting 
up  of  maypoles  and  ither  sports,  therewith  used,  provided  the  same  be 
had  in  due  and  convenient  time,  without  impediment  or  neglect  of  divine 
service.  And  our  will  fiirther  is,  that  women  shall  have  leave  to  carry 
rushes  to  the  church,  for  the  decoring  of  it,  according  to  auld  custom. 
But  we  prohibit  all  unlawful  games  on  Sundays,  as  bear-baiting  and  bull- 
baiting,  interludes,  and,  by  the  common  folk — mark  ye  that,  nr — splaying 
at  bowls."  • 

The  royal  declaration  was  received  with  loud  and  reiterated  cheers, 
amidst  which  James  mounted  his  steed,  a  large  black  docile-kxJdng 
charger,  and  rode  out  of  the  court,  followed  by  the  whole  cavalcade. 

*  This  speech  is  in  substance  the  monarch's  actual  declaration  concerning  law- 
fol  sports,  promulgated  in  1618,  in  a  little  tractate,  generally  known  as  the  *'  Book 
of  Sports;'*^  l^  wMch  he  would  have  conferred  a  great  boon  on  the  lower  orders, 
if  his  kindl7  purpose  had  not  been  misapprehended  by  some,  and  ultimately  de- 
feated by  bigots  and  fanatics.  King  James  deserves  to  be  remembered  with  gra- 
titude, u  oiilv  for  tills  manifestation  of  sympathy  with  the  ex^oyments  of  the 
people.  He  had  himself  discovered  that  tiie  restrictions  imposed  upon  Uiem  had 
**  set  up  filthy  tiplings  and  dnrokenneis,  and  bred  a  ntunbcr  of  idle  and  discon- 
tented ^ceohes  in  the  ale-hoosss." 
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Trumpets  were  sounded  from  the  battlements  as  he  passed  through  the 
gateway,  and  shouting  crowds  attended  him  all  the  way  down  the  hiU, 
until  he  entered  the  avenue  leading  to  the  park. 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  royal  address,  the  procession  headed  by 
Nidiolai  immediately  dispersed,  and  such  as  meant  to  join  the  chase  set 
off  in  quest  of  steeds.  Foremost  amongst  these  was  tne  squire  himself 
and  on  approaching  the  stables,  he  was  glad  ta  find  Richard  and  Sher- 
borne already  mounted,  the  former  holding  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  so 
that  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  Tault  upon  his  back.  There  was  an  im- 
patience about  Richard,  very  different  from  his  ordinary  manner,  that 
surprised  and  startled  him,  and  the  expression  of  the  young  man's  coun- 
tenance long  afterwards  haunted  him.  The  face  was  deathly  pale,  except 
that  on  either  cheek  burned  a  red  feverish  spot,  and  the  eyes  olazed  with 
unnatural  light  So  much  was  the  squire  struck  by  his  cousin's  looks, 
that  he  would  have  dissuaded  him  from  going  forth,  but  he  saw  from  his 
manner  that  the  attempt  would  fail,  while  a  significant  gesture  from  his 
brother-in-law  told  him  he  was  equally  uneasy. 

Scarcely  had  the  principal  nobles  passed  through  the  gateway,  than, 
in  spite  of  all  efforts  to  detain  him,  Richard  struck  spurs  into  his  horse, 
and  dashed  amidst  the  cavalcade,  creating  great  disorder,  and  rousing 
the  ire  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  to  whom  tibe  marshalling  of  the  train 
was  entrusted.  But  Richard  paid  little  heed  to  his  wrath,  and  perhaps 
did  not  hear  the  angry  expressions  addressed  to  him,  for  no  sooner  was 
he  outside  the  g^te,  tnan  instead  of  pursuing  the  road,  down  which  the 
king  was  proceeding,  and  which  has  been  described  as  hewn  out  of  the 
rock,  he  struck  into  a  thicket  on  the  right,  and,  in  defiance  of  all  attempts 
to  stop  him,  and  at  the  inmiinent  risk  of  breaking  his  neck,  rode  down  the 
precipitous  sides  of  the  hill,  and  reaching  the  bottom  in  safety,  long 
before  the  royal  cavalcade  had  attained  the  same  point,  took  the  direction 
of  the  park. 

His  friends  watched  him  commence  this  perilous  descent  in  dismay, 
but  though  much  alarmed,  they  were  unable  to  follow  him. 

*'  Poor  lad !  I  am  fearful  he  has  lost  his  senses,"  said  Sherborne. 

'^  He  is  what  the  king  woidd  call  ^  fey,'  and  not  long  for  this  world,"* 
replied  Nicholas,  shaking  his  head. 
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STEPNEY    FAIR. 

BT  R.  J.  DENMAN. 

Should  there  be  amoDg  our  readers  any  admirer  of  life  in  its  Taxiotit 
phases  who  has  never  yet  visited  Stepney  Fair,  we  advise  him  to  do  so  it 
the  earliest  opportunity.  Let  him  not  tell  us  that  he  has,  year  after 
year,  visited  Greenwich — let  him  not  allude  to  Wandsworth  or  to  Bat- 
tersea.  We  say  again,  if  you  wish  to  see  a  fair  "  as  is*'  a  £Edr,  cast  off 
the  aristocratic  prejudices  with  which  you  have  hitherto  reg^arded  Stepney, 
and  do  not  fsdl,  next  Easter  or  Whitsuntide,  to  pay  it  a  visit.  For  our 
own  parts,  though  we  sometimes  take  a  trip  to  Greenwich  at  Imliday 
times,  it  is  only  for  the  purpose  of  observing  the  scenes  in  the  park. 
Whenever  we  wish  to  see  9^  fair,  we  avoid  it,  and  betake  ourselves  to  the 
less  aristocratic  regions  of  the  East-end. 

On  last  Whit- Monday  we  renewed  our  acquaintance  with  Stepney 
Fair,  after  an  unavoidable  absence  from  it  of  nearly  two  years.  It  was  a 
dry  day — or  almost  a  dry  day — and  the  approaches  to  the  scene  of  action 
were  thronged  with  persons  of  all  ages  and  of  both  sexes— females 
slightly  predominating — on  their  way  to  or  from  it.  Having  arrived  at 
the  commencement  of  the  fair,  we  were  passing  through  a  narrow  passage 
lined  with  cans  of  gingerbread-nuts,  heaps  of  toys,  and  numbers  of 
fascinating  females,  when  one  of  the  latter  seized  one  of  our  coat-buttooi^ 
and  drew  us,  by  the  combined  influence  of  physical  strength  and  irresistible 
blandishment  of  manner,  under  the  canvas  roof.  Having  ransomed  our- 
selves by  making  a  purchase  of  some  of  the  gingerbread-nuts  aforesaid, 
and  wishing  to  avoid  some  other  syrens  who  appeared  determined  to 
honour  us  with  similar  attentions,  we  crossed  to  die  other  side  of  the 
passage;  when  our  progress  was  at  once  arrested  by  a  man  standing  out- 
side what  appeared  to  be  a  four-post  bedstead  hung  with  green  baiae, 
who  requested  us  to  step  inside  and  have  our  likeness  taken  for  a  penny, 
and  who  informed  us,  con6dentially,  that  he  had  never  been  to  a  lair  where 
there  were  so  many  good-looking  people,  but  that  we  were  decidedly 
superior  to  any  he  had  yet  seen  there.  Of  course,  we  could  not  but  fed 
flattered  at  this  compliment  from  one  who  must  know  so  much  about 
beauty,  and  we  inwardly  wished  that  a  certain  young  lady,  who  shall  be 
nameless,  were  present  to  hear  it.  Out  of  gratitude,  we  entered  and  paid 
our  penny  ;  and  after  a  sitting,  or  rather  standing,  of  two  minutes,  were 
presentea  with  a  piece  of  black  paper,  which,  the  artist  informed  us,  was 
cut  into  an  exact  likeness  of  ourselves  ;  but  which  was  so  very  ugly,  that 
we  destroyed  it  as  soon  as  we  got  outside. 

Near  the  studio  a  small  knot  of  persons  were  collected,  looking  atten- 
tively at  a  roimd  box  in  almost  perpetual  motion.  This,  we  were 
informed  by  the  presiding  female — a  slovenly-looking  young  woman 
with  a  decided  black  eye — was  the  wheel  of  fortime,  at  which  we  could 
try  our  luck  for  one  penny,  with  the  certainty  of  not  losing  all  we 
invested,  as  there  were  "  all  prizes  and  no  blanks."  We  are  not  of  a 
very  speculative  disposition  ;  neither,  it  appeared,  were  any  of  the  other 
lookers-on.  They  all  seemed  "  backward  in  coming  forward  ;*'  and  we 
were  about  to  retire  without  seeing  any  person  try  his  fortune,  when  a 
small  boy,  very  shabbily  dressed,  and  with  a  peculiarly  sharp  expression 
of  countenance,  swaggered  up  to  the  front,  paid  his  penny  with  the 
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utmost  indifference,  and  putting  his  hand  into  the  box  brought  out  a  slip 
of  paper,  on  which  the  name  or  description  of  the  '*  prize*'  was  supposed 
to  De  written.  Without  looking  at  the  paper  himself,  and  with  the 
greatest  confidence  in  the  goddess,  he  presented '  it  to  her ;  while  she, 
with  an  honesty  that  does  honour  to  Stepney  Fair,  immediately  on  read- 
ing it  informea  him  that  he  had  won  a  pair  of  china  ornaments  ;  and  at 
once  presented  him  with  a  pair  from  the  board,  worth,  as  we  heard  one 
of  the  females  in  the  crowd  remark  to  another,  at  least  half-a-crown. 
The  youth  receiyed  the  (Mmaments  with  an  affectation  of  surprise,  and 
asked,  in  a  loud  voice,  if  there  was  nothing  more  to  pay ;  but  being 
informed  by  the  goddess  that  it  was  **  all  serene,"  he  departed,  appa- 
rently in  great  glee. 

Tlie  effect  of  this  ruse  was  instantaneous.  Several  females  pressed 
forward  and  invested  their  moneys.  But,  alas !  they  only  experienced 
the  fickleness  of  fortune !  She  no  longer  smiled  upon  her  votaries.  It  b 
true  they  obtained  "all  prizes  and  no  blanks;*'  but  the  '^  prizes"  con- 
gisted  only  of  small  toys  which  might  be  purchased  for  a  fiuihing.  And,  as 
we  heard  the  manner  in  which  the  spectators  were  requested  to  try  again 
and  perhaps  their  luck  would  chang^e,  and  were  reminded  that  once 
winning  would  make  up  for  a  dozen  losses,  we  could  not  resist  the  con- 
viction, that  though  it  may  be  true  that  Fortune  is  blind,  her  Stepney 
representative  was,  at  all  events,  tolerably  wide  awake.  When  leaving 
the  fair,  we  observed  the  same  fortunate  juvenile  obtain  as  a  prize  another 
pair  of  elegant  china  vases. 

But  we  are  now  in  the  open  space  of  some  five  or  six  acres,  which 
constitutes  the  fair  properly  so  called.  The  noise  is  at  first  almost 
deafening.  Immediately  to  our  ^left  is  a  booth  for  the  display  of  "  the 
noble  art  of  self-defence,"  where  a  particularly  knowing-looking  spe- 
cimen of  Jew  humanity  with  a  broken  nose  is  introducing  a  young  man 
of  anything  but  prepossessing  appearance  to  the  crowd  of  ragged  boys 
and  men,  who  consider  this  booth  the  chief  attraction.  He  is  describing 
him  as  "Jem  Bums,  the  best  man  of  his  size  and  weight  in  all  England;" 
while  Jem  listens  with  total  indifference  to  the  praises  that  are  being 
lavished  upon  him.  Further  on,  a  man  is  beating  a  gong,  while  another 
it  announcing,  through  a  speaking-trumpet,  that  this  is  the  "  cuccuss." 
The  audience  are  leaving  the  next  show,  where  the  two-headed  child  and 
the  fortune-telling  pony  are  exhibited;  and  the  proprietor  is  calling 
attention  to  the  fact  by  hammering  a  large  drum  with  one  hand,  and 
ringing  a  powerful  bell  with  the  other.  And  finally,  to  complete  the 
Babel,  the  band  at  Peterson's  are  playing  the  drum  polka,  and  the 
wizard  of  some  point  or  other  of  the  compass  is  spitting  fire  amidst  the 
noise  of  another  gong  and  two  kettle-drums. 

But  there  is  no  time  to  stand  still  and  listen  to  these  noises.  We  are 
caught  by  the  crowd  entering  the  fair,  and  propelled  forward ;  and  by 
the  crowd  leaving  the  fair,  and  propelled  backward ;  and  for  some  mo- 
ments we  resemble  the  body  under  the  influence  of  two  forces  read  of  in 
works  on  mechanics.  We  soon,  however,  recover  ourselves  and  join  the 
crowd  going  in ;  but  not  till  we  are  made  painfully  sensible  of  having 
had  our  only  com  trodden  on  successively  by  the  hob-nailed  boots  of 
three  dustmen,  and  the  colour  of  our  coat  changed  by  contact  with  a 
baker  in  his  working  dress. 

Finding  ourselves  in  front  of  the  *^  cuccobs  "  before  mentioned,  we 
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paid  a  peimj,  and  took  our  plaoa  upon  the  platform.  'Eigbi  of  the 
taknted  members  of  the  company — fire  females  and  three  men*— wore 
about  to  dance  the  quadrilles;  and  the  down  was  in  frooAy  makmr 
frantic  gestures,  for  &e  puipose  of  conyejing  the  important  mfbrmaftkn 
to  the  whole  fiedr.  When  the  qnadrille  was  finishea — and  an  ezoitiB^ 
affair  it  was,  yerj  different  from  a  quadrille  at  Almadca— -the  cry  of  ^'  all 
in  **  was  raised ;  and  after  waiting  till  the  crowd  had  obeyed  it^  w«  es- 
tered,  and  took  our  stand  near  the  circus,  the  vacant  seats  not  being 
remarkable  for  their  cleanliness.  After  we  had  waited  about  half  an 
hour,  the  performances  commenced;  and  consisted  of  a  little  horse 
ridiag,  a  little  rope-dancing,  a  little  gymnastics,  and  a  g^reat  deal  of  dis* 
satisfaction, — when  the  audience  was  informed  that  it  was  all  oyer* 

Leaving  the  booth  through  a  canvas  door  at  the  side,  we  found  our- 
selves close  to  Peterson's— the  Richardson's  of  Stepney,  and  the  cnky 
theatre  in  the  fair  for  the  performance  of  the  legitimate  drama.  Tw»> 
pence  procured  us  admission ;  and  after  another  half  hoar,  spent  in 
listening  to  the  various  sounds  outside,  and  in  surveying  the  audieno^-*-' 
which  was  mainly  composed  of  boys  and  giris  of  the  very  lowest  dass, 
though  there  were  some  well-dressed  men  and  a  fow  respectable-looking 
females — the  curtain  rose,  and  tiie  performances  commenced  with  a  tragedy 
in  one  act. 

There  was  the  usual  rightful  heir  and  the  usual  wrongfol  possessor. 
The  rightful  heir  was  deaf  and  dumb,  and  appeared  to  pass  the  whole  of 
his  time  in  making  motions,  which  no  one  could  understand,  with  his 
hands.  The  wrongful  possessor — a  thin,  six*feet  individual  in  flaring- 
red  tights  and  Hessian  boots  considerably  too  large  for  him — hired  the 
usual  robber — a  short,  stout  man,  with  a  profusion  of  black,  fierce-looking 
whiskers,  and  g^reat  thickness  of  utterance — to  murder  the  deaf  and 
dumb  youth.  The  robber  sought  the  deaf  and  dumb  youtii  for  this  pur^ 
pose,  and  found  him  asleep ;  but  instead  of  killing  lum  at  onoe,  drew 
nis  dagger,  walked  up  to  him  and  back  again  some  half  a  dozen  time^ 
making  gestures  all  the  time  to  inform  the  audience  what  he  was  about 
to  do,  and  then,  being  tired  of  walking  about,  approached  once  more,  and 
stabbed — the  wrongfol  possessor,  who  happened  to  enter  at  that  very 
moment.  At  the  same  time  a  pistol  was  nred  by  some  individual  who 
did  not  condescend  to  make  his  appearance,  and  of  whose  identity  we  are 
to  this  moment  in  doubt,  and  the  assassin  fell  dead  by  the  side  of  his 
employer.  Then  the  rightful  heir,  being  awakened  either  by  the  fall  of 
the  heavy  assassin,  or  the  firing  of  the  pistol,  got  up,  examined  the  dead 
bodies  very  attentively,  and  continued  making  highly  interesting  but 
unintelligible  pantomimic  gestures  until  the  curtain  fell. 

After  an  interval  of  a  minute  and  a  half,  it  again  rose  for  tiie  panto- 
mime. Of  course,  there  was  no  plot  in  this.  The  time-honoured  tricks 
with  the  hot  poker  and  the  string  of  sausages  were  introduced ;  panta- 
loon, as  usual,  had  a  tooth  drawn  ;  and,  in  addition,  there  was  a  grossly 
indecent  scene,  which  appeared  to  be  highly  relished  by  the  assembled 
boys  and  giris. 

Although  the  performances  in  both  places  had  not  occupied  half  an 
hour,  we  had  had  to  wait  so  long  before  they  commenced,  that,  on 
leaving  Peterson's,  we  found  it  time  to  proceed  homewards.  We,  there- 
fore, declined  to  patronise  either  the  "'  Child  with  Two  Headi,"  the 
''  Meimaid/'  the  ''  Three-Legged  Porker,"  or  the  <"  Live  Boqesman ;" 
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and  gave  but  a  single  glance  at  the  collection  of  swings,  turn-overs,  and 
roundabouts,  in  the  centre  of  the  fair. 

Having  proceeded,  without  delay,  to  the  opposite  end  to  that  by 
which  we  had  entered,  we  found  we  had  reached  the  sporting  and  pro- 
visional department.  Boards,  at  which  you  could  have  '*  nuts  for  your 
money  and  sport  for  nothing,"  were  there  in  abundance ;  so  were 
"  wheels  of  fortune,*'  and  other  facilities  for  gambling  on  a  small  scale. 
But  we  were  particularly  struck  with  the  immense  preparations  made 
for  the  refreshment  of  the  visitors.  There  were  barrows  full  of  bread 
and  cheese  ;  heaps  of  fish  and  bread — the  fish  emitting  the  delicious 
odour  of  lamp-oil — overgprown  land-carriage  oysters ;  whelks  of  preter- 
natural size ;  huge  cans  of  ^^  pickled  eels  ;*'  trays  of  pigs*  feet  and  ham 
sandwiches;  fruit,  ginger- beer,  cider,  sherbet,  raspberry- water,  ''new 
milk  a  penny  a  pint,''  and  saucers  of  red  cabbage  and  '^  cowcumbers," 
pickled  in  very  questionable  vinegar. 

When  we  left  the  fair,  the  state  of  our  clothes  would  have  forbidden 
the  possibility  of  a  doubt  as  to  where  we  had  been — we  were  literally 
covered  with  dust.  We  consoled  ourselves,  however,  over  a  glass  of 
brandy-and-water,  warm,  with  the  reflection  that  we  had  derived  some 
amusement  from  our  visit. 


TO  MY  BROTHER  ON  HIS  BIRTHDAY. 

BY   MARIA   8TEDMAN. 

For  thee,  my  own  sweet  (brother),  in  thy  heart 
I  know  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine; 

We  were  and  are — I  am  even  as  thou  art — 
Beings  who  ne*er  each  other  can  resign. 

It  is  the  same,  together  or  apart. 

From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  decline, 

We  are  entwined — ^let  death  come  slow  or  fast. 

The  tie  which  bound  the  first  endures  the  last. 

Btbon. 

Beloved  companion  of  each  childish  hour, 

With  whom  each  game  was  played,  each  mischief  shared ; 
Time  which  has  changed  so  much,  has  had  no  power 

To  change  my  love  for  thee— still  unimpaired — 
Nay  each  day  growing,  like  some  twining  flower, 
Closer  it  winds  around  my  heart's  most  bidden  bower. 

This  is  thy  birthday,  dearest,  and  a  strain. 
All  bumble  though  it  be,  roust  mark  the  day ; 

And  thou  I  know  wilt  ne'er  of  it  complain. 
But  for  the  love  it  breathes— accept  the  lay. 

Fain  would  my  Muse  a  higher  flight  essay. 

And  to  my  best  beloved  some  better  honiage  pay. 

But  all  unworthy  I  to  touch  the  lyre 
In  praise  of  love  a  BifronU  Muse  hath  sung ; 
VOL.  ZXII.  2  I 
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Presumptuous  were  it,  did  1  dare  aspire 

To  echo  tones  that  from  his  harp-strings  rung, — 
Tones  of  whose  sweetness  none  can  ever  tire. 
Strains  of  whose  mighty  glow  none  ever  caught  the  fire. 

He  stood  alone ;  and  although  none  could  guess 
The  anguish  that  his  spirit  proudly  bore, 

That  sad,  forsaken  heart  was  not  the  less 
Eaten  with  grief  and  cankered  at  its  core ; 

Without  a  friend  his  shattered  lot  to  bless — 

Deprived  of  all  except  a  sister^s  tenderness. 

A  friend  may  change — the  one  belov'd  tlie  best 
Perchance  will  soonest  strike  the  with*ring  blow  ; 

The  love  you  cherish'd  deepest  in  your  breast. 
In  sorrow's  hour  may  be  the  first  to  go. 

One  tie  alone  can  stand  affliction's  test — 

A  sister  alters  not,  her  love  survives  the  rest. 

Fraternal  love,  there  needeth  not  a  vow 
To  bind  thee — thou  art  last  of  all  to  change  ; 

And  in  thy  heart,  my  brother,  there  is  now 
A  love  which  time  or  woe  can  ne'er  estrange. 

For  this,  in  thankfulness,  to  Heaven  I  bow ; 

False  have  some  otliers  been  to  me,  but  never  thou. 

Yet  we  are  parted,  and  scarce  one  is  near 
Of  those  to  whom  my  heart  so  warmly  clings ; 

But  love  with  absence  ever  grows  more  dear. 
And  Memory  round  each  one  her  halo  flings. 

In  fancied  songs  each  well-known  voice  I  hear  ; 

In  dreams  each  form  I  see,  and  thine  is  ever  there. 

Oh !  could  I  shower  down  blessings  on  thy  head, 
All  that  could  make  thee  happy  should  be  thine ; 

Life's  sweetest  flowers  should  bloom  beneath  thy  tread. 
And  changeless  love  and  friendship  should  be  thine  ; 

Joy  should  mr  thee  a  daily  banquet  spread. 

Nor  shouldst  thou  have  one  care  to  fill  thy  soul  with  dread. 

But  such  a  lot  not  even  love  like  mine 
Can  win  for  tfaee  in  this  sad  world  of  care ; 

But  there  are  joys  beyond  it  all  divine, 

In  which  each  faithful  one  may  have  a  share. 

Although  no  earthly  splendour  on  thee  shine, 

How  blessed  wilt  thou  be  if  Heaven's  peace  be  thine ! 

Then  this,  beloved  one,  my  prayer  shall  be 

Upon  thy  birthdays,  and  for  evermore  : 
No  earthly  pleasures  will  1  ask  for  thee — 

But  happiness  which  ever  shall  endure. 
And,  oh !  mayst  thou  each  vain  allurement  flee. 
And,  spuming  fleeting  shades,  live  for  eternity ! 
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Richard no  matter  who,  for  he  who  may  read  this  tale  yet  cannot 

fiU  the  hUuik  with  a  name  has  known  Httle  of  the  world,  and  the  people 
on  it ;  so  little,  that  a  pity  'tif  his  own  name  should  not  point  the  moral* 

Richard,  then,  was  tne  son  of  poor  but  industrious  parents,  who  brought 
him  up  by  their  own  precepts  and  examples  in  the  way  he  should  go,  and 
educated  to  the  best  of  their  means.  At  the  age  of  ^hteen,  with  a 
sound  constitution,  a  fair  share  of  assurance — ^the  most  necessary  quality 
to  a  young  man  entering  life — and  a  small  stock  of  money,  so  small  that, 
although  the  savings  of  many  years  oa  the  parents'  parts,  and  all  in 
silver,  it  might  easily  have  gone  into  one  moderate  waistcoat  pocket,  and 
yet  this  carefcd  youth  had  distributed  the  same  among  all  the  pockets  of 
nis  habiliments,  with  the  exception  of  those  of  the  jacket,  already  designed 
for,  and  furnished  with,  the  bread  and  cheese  requisite  for  his  first  travel- 
ler's dinner.  Moreover,  in  case  of  emergency,  or  rather,  as  the  ready 
money,  the  which  must  positively  be  spent  and  gone  ere  a  hand  should 
be  dipped  into  the  sacred  depositories  of  the  pockets,  the  lad  had  secured 
a  shilling  'twixt  the  palm  of  the  hand  and  the  left-hand  glove.  I  am  the 
more  particular  in  specifying  ^e  left-hand  glove,  from  the  fact  of  my 
hero  possessing  but  one— one  glove,  not  one  hand — ^and  that  one  having 
been  through  so  long  a  period  the  receptacle  to  the  accumulated  silver 
Richard  bore  about  him.  In  fact,  the  glove  had  been  the  savings  bank, 
and  now  did|duty  as  a  purse,  and  a  mother's  gift — ^for  to  her  foresight  was 
he  indebted  to  its  present  application — after  the  ways  of  women,  who 
generally,  I  am  almost  tempted  to  say  invariably,  carry  the  '^  market- 
money"  in  the  glove.  Riehard*s  mother  had  once  been  *'  well  to  do"  in 
the  world,  to  use  a  common  phrase,  and  to  the  last  wore  gloves  out  of 
doors ;  they  might  be  old  ones,  different  textures,  other  colours — still  she 
wore  gloves ;  it  was  her  mania.  But,  alas !  poor  soul,  she  found  little 
enough  money  to  put  in  them  at  the  time  I  am  speaking  q£,  when  out 
marketing. 

I  have  mentioned  Ridiard's  dinner  as  being  in  his  jacket  pocket; 
that  it  was  intended  to  be  eaten,  no  doubt,  but  wherefore  in  the  pocket? 
The  lad  was  off  for  London  to  tempt  his  fortune— -to  better  his  condition ; 
so  tears,  kisses,  and  blessings,  and  he  is  gone.  There  was  a  rising  in  the 
throat,  but  Richard  trod  firmer  upon  the  g^und ;  th»»  were  friendly 
greetings  from  neighbours,  and  he  waved  his  hands ;  he  looked  not  to 
the  right  nor  to  the  left,  but  passed  up  the  village  street,  and  soon  had 
turned  the  comer  of  the  lane,  and  then,  old  memoirs,  old  pleasures,  pains, 
old  feu^es,  with  a  young  face  or  two— he  was  only  eighteen— came  rushing 
thick  upon  him.  There  was  none  to  see  him  there ;  there  was  no  caU 
upon  that  sorry  pride,  which  feels  the  heart  bleed  yet  denies  the  eye  a 
tear ;  that  stoicism  worthy  of  a  Red  Indian — ^worthy !  according  to  Red 
Indians.  Tears ! — nature  gave  them  ;  give,  thai,  tears  to  nature.  And 
Richard's  tears  were  honest.  He  wept  not  for  gold,  nor  salver,  for  plea- 
8snt  meats,  nor  dainty  dress — thing^s  that  we  should  not  condenm  one's 
weeping  for,  though  the  Indian  might — ^rather  to  him  was  labour  and  pri* 
▼ation,  and  yet  he  had  to  weep  for :  his  housdiold  gods,  his  household 
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loves.  The  truth  had  horno  him  through  all  seasons,  the  fellowship  had 
hound  him  in  all  times.  He  wept  not  for  the  home,  but  for  the  hearts  he 
left  behind  him. 

Mind  you,  if  he  wept  he  walked,  for  Richard  knew  that  sitting  down 
to  cry  was  not  the  quickest  way  of  getting  to  London ;  so  walking  fast 
and  long,  in  due  course  of  time  he  felt  as  all  people  feel  at  times,  walking 
or  sitting,  weeping  or  laughing,  in  all  seasons,  and  in  all  states  save  one, 
sleeping — he  felt  hungry.  Therefore,  halting  at  the  next  milestonei 
which  happened  to  be  both  broad  and  flat-headed,  and  formed  a  sufficient 
seat  and  table  to  one  who  was  too  hungry  and  too  accustomed  to  ^*  make 
shifts"  to  be  feistidious,  he  began  an  attack  upon  the  provender,  and 
drinking  from  a  running  stream,  proceeded  refreshed  in  body,  and,  as 
generally  follows,  in  mind  also.  That  night  he  slept  at  a  hedge-side 
public-house,  and  rising  early  in  the  morning,  breakfEisted,  and  paying 
the  landlord — but  there  I  mistake  a  little  in  this  '*  true  and  particular, 
as  is  said  of  dying  speeches  and  other  like  interesting  intelligence  for  the 
public — in  this  true  and  particular  history  :  the  landlord  was  too  sharps 
and  so  were  most  of  his  customers,  to  wait  to  be  paid ;  no,  he  ''  took"  for 
the  accommodation  ere  he  gave  it,  or  few  of  mine  host's  visitors  had 
waited  to  pay  ''  eariy  in  the  morning."  Well,  after  paying  the  landlord 
overnight,  and  purchasing  some  bread  and  meat  in  the  morning  for  the 
next  '*  table  d'h6te  k  la  pierre  de  miliaire,"  and  replacing  the  absentee  of 
the  glove — gone  in  the  night  s  lodging  and  the  day's  provisioning^- 
by  an  emigrant  &om  the  pockets,  Richard  went  cheerfully  on  his  way, 
and,  as  he  neither  lost  the  way  nor  his  life,  in  all  proper  time  reached 
London. 

London  must  seem  a  strange  place  to  a  village  lad  upon  his  first 
arrival ;  but  not  having  been  a  cottager  at  the  time  of  my  coming  to 
town,  I  cannot  say  what  those  feelinfi^  consist  of.  No  matter.  Suffice 
for  the  tale  that  Richard  arrived  at  his  destination  without  meeting  any 
of  those  over-kind  Londoners  who  really  feel  so  interested  in  the  country- 
man, who  are  so  particular  as  to  the  safety  of  his  property,  so  ready  to 
warn  against  unknown  dangers,  so  willing  to  show  how  to  avoid,  and  so 
determined  to  prove  the  dangers  they  have  spoken  o£  No,  Richard  met 
none  of  these,  but  got  to  his  journey's  end  as  safe  and  sound  as  if  he  bad 
been  packed,  directed,  and  delivered  by  Pickford  and  Co. 

Mr.  Hobbs  was  a  shoemaker,  who  lived  in  an  old-fashioned  house  at 
an  old-fashioned  quarter  of  London,  and  waa  especially  patronised  by  all 
old-fashioned  people.  Mr.  Hobbs  made  a  boot  or  a  shoe  as  his  father 
before  him  made  a  boot  or  a  shoe ;  as  "  their  fathers  before  them  wore  a 
boot  or  a  shoe,"  the  old-fiuhioned  people  said,  *<and  so  they  dealt  with 
Mr.  Hobbs." 

Now,  with  all  due  deference  to  the  old-fjeishioned  gentry,  I  beg  to 
observe,  that  when  the  old  folks,  such  as  were  parents,  constituted  Mr. 
Hobbs  "  family  shoemaker,"  they  well  calculated  upon  the  maturer  por- 
tion of  boys  and  girls  objecting  to  wear  such  antiquated  machines  of 
leather  and  prunella;  and  the  ' 'family"  tradesman  being  the  only  one 
that  they  the  said  old  folks  recognised,  it  followed  of  course  that  all  inno- 
vations of  dandy  boots  or  pretty  shoes  were  paid  out  of  the  private  funds 
of  their  introdnoers ;  and  really  to  see  the  care  taken  by  Aang  membeis 
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of  many  a  family  in  Mr.  Hobbs's  quarter  of  their  boots  and  shoes,  how- 
ever reckless  in  the  disposal  of  other  and  more  espensiye  articles  of  dress, 
goes  far  to  support  my  inference. 

Cunning  old-fashioned  people ! 

Mr.  Hobbs  had  a  daughter,  not  at  all  old-iashioned.  I  don't  know 
where  her  shoes  came  from — I  rather  think  the  apprentices  worked  them, 
in  leisure  hours,  for  '*  the  love  of  her  blue  eyes."  Certain  such  pretty 
little  things  were  never  seen  in  old  Hobbs  *s  shop- window ;  they  would 
have  scared  all  the  old  people,  and  I  doubt  much  if  among  the  young 
could  have  been  found  a  foot  small  enough  to  wear  them. 

They  were  veritable  Cinderella  slippers. 

Fast  young  men — there  were  fast  young  men  years  ago,  ay !  and 
ages  ago,  if  they  called  them  by  another  name — would  oftentimes  enter 
Hobbs's  shop  to  get  a  peep  at  Fanny — that  was  her  name  ;  and  as  the 
only  expense  incurred  the  time  and  trouble  of  trying  on,  a  fit  being  out 
of  the  question,  why  a  look  at  her  pretty  face  was  undoubtedly  cheap. 
But  these  gentlemen  were,  as  they  thought,  too  often  disappointed; 
for  Fanny  greatly  objected  to  being  made  a  show,  so  kept  in  the 
back -parlour,  '*the  ladies*  fitting-room,"  as  Hobbs  called  it;  and  the 
young  g^nts — another  new  title,  but  not  at  all  new  species — after  trying 
all  the  boots  in  the  shop,  and,  in  one  particular  case  (let  it  be  un- 
derstood I  am  in  no  ways  connected  with  this  tale  save  in  its  relation),  all 
the  shoes  likewise,  obtamed  but  the  sorry  consolation  of  seeing  how  ugly 
a  foot  could  be  made  to  appear  under  circumstances. 

To  Mr.  Hobbs,  Richard  came ;  and,  being  highly  recommended  by 
several  gentlemen  of  his  village,  was  kindly  received  of  the  old  man,  and 
blushingly  by  Fanny ;  for  Richard  was  a  well-looking  enough  youth,  and 
Fanny  very  impressive.  Things  went  on  quiet  enough,  and  Richard  soon 
learnt  the  business — I  mean,  so  much  as  Hobbs  could  be  expected  to  teach. 
And  in  truth  Richard  would  have  gone  on  doing  no  more  than  his  old 
master,  had  not  an  incident  opened  his  eyes  to  h^  own  state  and  to  that 
of  the  business. 

I  said  I  believed  the  apprentice  for  the  time  being-— Hobbs  took  but 
one — made  the  boots  or  shoes  that  Fanny  wore  ;  1  know  that  Richard 
made  a  pair,  and  I  will  tell  you.  He  being  by  this  time  much  in  love 
with  the  g^rl,  put  his  heart  and  soul  into  the  work  ;  but  with  the  originals 
of  the  shop  before  his  eyes,  constructed  such  a  shoe  !  You  should  have 
heard  dear  Fanny  laugh  when  he  presented  the  pair.  I  do  not  pretend  to 
say  how  big  they  were  ;  but  she  put  both  her  feet  in  one — they  were  very 
little  feet  you  remember — and  then  it  was  too  large.  So  Richard  blushed 

and  stammered,  and  the  dear  girl  forgot  to  laugh  and But  if  you 

don't  know  what  came  next,  1  don't  think  you  tit  to  tell. 

1  may  as  well  add,  to  prevent  any  mistake,  he  measured  her  feet  for 
the  next  pair. 

It  was  as  the  opening  of  a  new  era  to  the  business ;  and  very  soon  the 
young  gentry  came  to  deal  at  Hobbs's,  for  the  old  man  was  talked  over 
to  allow  one  window  of  his  shop  to  Richard's  handicraft ;  but  the  old 
gentry  would  stalk  into  the  right  department  without  noticing  the  left 
division,  and  even  pretending  to  be  unaware  of  there  being  two  sides  to  a 
shop.     There  was  ever  a  battle  royal  g^ing  on  in  that  ohi-fashioned  and 
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ont-cf-the-way  pansh  between  prejudice  and  progression.  Tbe  old,  spite 
of  their  honest  nearts,  obstinate  to  remain  as  they  were,  while  the  young, 
with  all  their  follies,  and  they  were  not  few,  going  in  adTanee  of  erery- 
thing,  themselves  included.  Hobbs*s  shop  was  chosen  the  neutral  ground 
where  the  adverse  parties  might  meet  to  ^  talk  at"  one  anodier,  the  old 
and  new  counters  having  each  its  party.  I  do  not  mean  you  to  infer  that 
the  father  repaired  to  the  shoemaker^s  *'  to  blow  up''  his  son,  or  that  the 
latter  came  there  ''  to  make  game"  of  his  parent.  No  ;  the  bnnness  Uxk 
more  of  a  general  interest  and  political  bias ;  on  the  one  side  new  fJMhioim, 
new  comers,  new  thoaghts,  new  wines,  new  anjthings  were  voted  rafieal 
and  bad  ;  on  the  other,  old  customs^  old  everythings,  like  pig-tails,  requir- 
ing reform  and  curtailment 

Well,  years  passed  on:  the  old  gentry  tolerating  Hobhs's  ^half* 
measures"  because  of  the  increased  attention  to  their  wants  displayed  by 
Bichard,  and,  moreover,  won  by  the  gentle  ways  of  Fanny ;  Uie  young 
gentrv  patronising  Hobbs  because  they  could  get  all  they  wanted,  shape 
and  nnish,  and  what  is  more,  fit,  without  the  nuisance  of  paying — 
Hobbs  being  the  ''family  shoemaker."  And  yet  I  cannot  say  that  die 
young  people  were  better  in  pocket  when  no  longer  necessitated  to  pro- 
vide &eir  own  chaussures,  some  other  channel  of  expense  being  thereby 
opened — white  kid  gloves,  chip  bonnets,  or  anything  you  please,  firagile 
and  expensive.  Very  pretty  things  in  their  way,  bonnets  and  gloves ; 
but  when  the  one  is  only  put  on  to  get  caught  in  the  rain,  and  the  othen 
expressly  for  riding,  I  think  you  will  agree  with  me  that  the  weather  or 
the  exercise  is  scarcely  suitable  to  either  material.  When  Richard  had 
completed  the  term  d  his  apprenticeship— his  parents  had  died  mean- 
while— Hobbs  gave  him  his  daughter  in  marriage.  But  the  honeymooo 
had  scaicely  passed — ^nay,  it  had  not — when  an  <dd-established  concera 
that  the  old  man  had  become  a  partner  in,  failed,  and  completely  rained 
ihe  shoemaker. 

All,  all  went  to  satisfy  the  creditors ;  no  remnant  for  his  old  age— no 
provision  to  his  child. 

Hobbs  tried  to  bear  it  bravely.  ^^  He  had  brought  distress  npaa  his 
diild ;  but  he  would  work — yes,  work  for  her :  she  should  not  want ;" 
and  saying  this,  he  took  his  tools  and  sat  him  to  the  task.  But,  aks ! 
with  the  times  had  changed  fashions,  means,  materials,  everything, 
while  age  had  taken  the  little  cunning  his  right  hand  had  known.  So 
he  sat  looking  at  his  fingers,  and  the  things  within  them,  hopeless  and 
heartbroken,  till  Fanny — for  he  was  so  still,  she  feared—- came  and  knelt 
before  him,  and  he  fell  upon  her  neck  sobbing,  <'  I  cannot,  cannot  do  it" 

They  took  him  away  kindly,  for  they  must  leave  the  old  house ;  but 
his  mind  was  gone.  In  that  moment,  with  the  implements  of  his  cnft 
before  him,  as  memory  recalled  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future,  and 
the  knowledge  that  he  had  brought  ruin,  however  innocently,  upon  Ihose 
he  loved,  the  feeling  of  his  inability,  the  thought  that  he  was  now  a 
burden — a  burden  he  could  never  l^^ten — in  that  mcnnent,  v^en  the 
body  felt  its  weakness,  with  despair  whispering  ''he  was  too  old  to 
learn" — ^in  that  moment  hope  fled,  and  all  was  ever  darkness. 

Richard  worked  for  all ;  he  was  a  good  workman,  and  a  willing  one; 
Uie  old  man  was  helpless— worse,  he  needed  help,  and  Fanny,  poor  giri, 
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though  strong  of  heart,  was  weak  in  body ;  and  soon  she  had  a  little  one 
to  care  for — a  poor  sickly  little  thing — and  she  without  the  means  to 
nourish  it.  There  was  enough  of  grief  to  her,  witnessing  her  infant's 
struggles— efforts  it  seemed  more  to  die  than  for  life— and  yet  she  wept 
when  the  poor  child  was  gooe,  and  wished  him  hack  again,  although  she 
owned  the  mercy  that  had  taken. 

Poor  Fanny,  ere  thou  wast  a  second  time  a  mother,  the  graye  had 
opened  for  uiee — thou  hadst  joined  thy  first-born.  Happy  mother! 
thou  deepest  peaceful  now — thoult  never  wake  again  to  see  thine  iahnt 
dyinfi^,  to  feel  the  drooping  head,  to  watch  the  glaadng  eye,  and  know- 
yes^  kiiow,  that  gold  would  keep  him  there.  But  thou  hast  none,  and 
be  must  go-— must  go  firom  thee. 

A  year,  and  the  old  roan  had  followed  his  daughter,  and  Richard  was 
alone  in  the  world — alone !  '*  He  had  striven,  when  he  had  wife  and 
child — he  had  striven  while  the  old  man  was  spared ;  but  now — himselfl 
it  was  not  worth  the  while  to  struggle :  he  cared  not  for  himself  Oh ! 
he  would  lie  him  down  and  die." 

His  friends — for  poor  as  Richard  was,  he  had  friends— did  not  leave 
him  in  his  agony,  but  watched  him  carefully,  heeding  to  speak  to  him. 
They  knew  not  how  to  comfort^  so  forbore  to  trouble;  and  would  to 
heaven  that  every  sot-disant  sympathiser  should  follow  on  this  rule. 

Sympathy  I  I  hate  the  word,  or  rather  its  professors,  for  sjrmpathy  is 
indeed  a  great  and  noble  feeling,  and  the  parent  of  charity.  But  as  the 
world  goes,  sympathy  is  little  else  than  a  cruel  curiosity,  which  bares 
the  wound  to  see  if  it  be  cicatriced  or  no;  or  worse,  it  is  a  stalking-horse 
to  calumny  and  malice,  while  charity  has  become  but  the  medium  for 
advertisement  to  the  ''  pride  that  apes  humility."  God  forbid  that  sym- 
pathy and  charity  be  lost  to  us  for  ever ;  but  words  and  letter-press  at 
present  occupy  tneir  places.     What  has  not  society  to  answer  for? 

When  the  bitterness  of  the  hour  had  passed,  Richard  rose  up  quietly 
to  his  duties  day  after  day,  and  he  was  ever  constant  and  methodical : 
he  scarcely  looked  human — ^rather  some  fine-turned  engine,  so  careful  and 
so  cheerless.  Weeks  passed,  and  months,  and  years ;  and  then  a  day  he 
came  not,  so  they  sought  him.  Dead  ?  Go  to.  It  was  but  that  the 
machine  had  stopped:  Richard,  the  man,  had  been  dead  long  ago. 

It  is  a  common  story.  The  world  is  full  of  such.  Men  live,  and  die^ 
and  are  foTOtten ;  perchance  were  never  known.  A  life  of  trouble,  tofl, 
and  privation:  one  weary  repetition  of  what  yesterday  tD€U,  to-day  i$f 
and  to-morrow  tnU  be :  there  is  little  to  interest,  much  to  distress. 

To  such,  what  is  life  ?    A  monotony  of  sorrows. 
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Public  affairs  were  now  rapidly  approachiDg  what  most  people  ecm- 
sidered  a  crisis.  Defeated  at  Oiisterweel,  the  confederates  were  eYeiy- 
where  haffled,  the  first  disaster  they  encountered  seeming  to  be  the  ngnal 
for  their  general  downfal.  Valenciennes  was  reduced  by  the  combined 
efforts  of  Egmont  and  Noircarme — Bois  le  Due  having  in  vain  made  a 
▼aiiant  resistance  under  its  bold  and  able  leader,  Anthony  Bomberg,  who, 
more  fortunate  than  other  confederate  chie&,  succeeded  in  withdrawing 
himself  in  time  from  the  town,  lowered  its  banner  before  the  forces  of 
Meghem.  Mansfeldt  forced  Brederode  back  upon  his  town  of  Vianen, 
where,  in  spite  of  his  repeated  attempts  to  make  a  sally,  he  kept 
him  completely  blocked  up.  In  towns,  in  Tillages,  and  in  the  open 
plain,  the  Gueux  were  everywhere  scattered  or  taken  prisoners,  and  put 
upon  their  trials. 

Most  of  the  nobles  had  torn  themselves  away  from  the  confederal ; 
and,  refusing  all  aid  to  their  former  friends,  hastened  to  throw  themsdves, 
humbled  and  repentant,  at  the  regent's  feet :  thus  they  virtually  broke  up 
that  party,  and  filled  with  chagrin  and  terror  the  breasts  of  the  merchanls 
who  had  paid  for  their  protection,  and  those  of  the  lower  order  who  had 
been  misled  by  their  assurances. 

It  was  under  these  circumstances  that  the  tact  of  the  regent  as  a  poli- 
tician shone  brightest  She  had  boldly  begmi  the  struggle,  unflinchingly 
maintained  it;  but  in  her  hour  of  triumph  she  understoca  the  necessity  m 
leniency,  the  only  sure  foundation  on  wnich  to  base  victory.  Some  severe 
examples  were  made  among  the  most  outrageous  of  the  rabble,  such  as  had 
taken  decided  parts  in  the  desecration  of  the  churches;  some  ringleaders  who 
had  excited  the  towns  to  revolt  suffered  condign  punishment;  and  unfortu- 
nately but  too  many  Protestant  preachers  gained  the  crown  of  martyidom, 
when  a  timely  retreat  did  not  shield  them  from  bigoted  persecution ;  but 
with  these  exceptions  the  clemency  of  the  regent  extended  through  all 
classes,  and  consolidated  her  power,  which  an  ill-timed  severity  might,  in 
tpite  of  the  success  of  her  arms,  have  endangered.  Nor  did  sne  question 
the  fidelity  of  the  great,  binding  them  to  peace  by  her  politic  ailenoe. 
Thus  were  the  provinces  as  suddenly  restored  to  peace  as  they  had  been 
roused  to  arms ;  and  the  prosperity  of  the  Netherlands,  their  liberties, 
and  their  privileges,  laid  at  the  foot  of  Philip  s  throne  by  the  skill  and 
unscrupulous  tactics  of  his  sister. 

There  seemed  now  nothing  lefl  to  achieve  but  to  ensure  the  stability 
of  those  in  high  places,  and  the  shrewd  mind  of  the  duchess  soon  hit 
upon  an  expedient  calculated  to  secure  her  aim.  She  exacted  of  all 
the  governors  of  provinces  and  nobles  in  office  a  fresh  oath  of  alleffianee, 
or  rather  a  new  formula  of  that  already  tendered,  which  should  bind  them 
to  serve  and  support  the  king  against  all  persons  whatever,  without  excep- 
tion, who  should  be  declared  guilty  of  high  treason. 
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As  she  expected,  the  Duke  of  Archot,  the  Counts  of  Mansfeldt, 
Heghem,  and  fiarlaimont,  her  devoted  adherents,  were  the  first  to  g^ve 
an  example  of  cheerful  compliance  with  this  wish.  The  Count  of  Egmont, 
too,  unhesitatingly  took  the  oath,  which  surprised  as  much  as  it  pleased 
her  I  the  Counts  of  Hoochstraaten  and  Horn  pleaded  they  were  suffi- 
ciently hound  hy  their  allegiance,  whilst  Brederode  and  tne  Prince  of 
Orange  refused  at  once,  and  resigned  all  their  places. 

It  was  all  important  to  Spain  that  this  master-spirit  of  the  age  should 
not  escape  the  revenge  and  the  policy  of  Philip,  hy  whom  he  v/as  consi- 
dered the  secret  and  sole  instigator  of  all  these  troubles,  and  who 
dreaded  him  as  much  for  the  future  as  he  hated  him  for  the  past.  All 
other  eyes  might  be  blinded  by  self-interest  and  ambition — all  other 
minds  might  be  misled  by  false  representations ;  weaker  spirits  might  be 
enthralled  by  fear,  or  won  over  by  flattery ;  but  the  eye  of  William  of 
Nassau  was  ever  open,  his  acute  mind  could  not  be  deceived,  nor  his 
strong  heart  made  to  quail ;  and  Margaret  of  Parma  was  determined  to 
essay  every  means  of  persuasion  to  retain  him  ostensibly  in  the  king*s 
interest,  or  at  least  to  detain  him  in  the  country  a  little  longer.  After 
having  already  made  a  few  fruitless  attempts,  she  had  despatcned  Bertie, 
her  private  secretary,  with  ample  instructions  how  to  reply  to  whatever 
difficulties  the  prince  might  raise,  and  was  now  anxiously  awiuting  his 
return,  which  sne  expected  every  instant. 

In  the  closet  where  we  have  already  seen  her,  discussing  with  her 
counsellors  the  very  affair  whose  event  had  transpired,  and  tracing  out 
the  line  of  conduct  which  she  had  so  spccessfully  pursued,  sat  the  duchess, 
counting  the  minutes  as  they  flew.  She  was  alone,  and  occasionally 
busied  herself  with  a  heap  of  papers  strewed  upon  the  table,  whilst  ever 
and  anon  she  glanced  impatiently  at  a  large,  turnip-sha{>ed  silver  watch 
that  lay  among  them.  At  the  appointed  time  the  door  of  the  cabinet 
was  slowly  opened,  and  her  page  ushered  in  the  punctual  secretary. 

**  Well,  how  is  it  ?"  said  the  princess.  *'  Does  he  consent  to  take  the 
oath  ?" 

*^  I  am  sorry,''  sciid  Bertie,  gravely,  ^^  to  announce  to  your  highness  that 
not  only  does  he  pertinaciously  refuse  to  comply  with  your  wishes  on  that 
head,  but  also  that  he  persists  in  his  determination  to  resign  his  charges. 
He  humbly  begs  your  highness  will  appoint  another  governor  for  Holland, 
Zealand,  Zutphen,  Nimegue,  Friezland,  and  the  Marquisate  of  Antwerp, 
as  he  b  about  to  return  to  his  German  states.  Affairs  in  these  countries 
being  now  satisfEustorily  settled,  it  has,  he  says,  become  necessary  to  look 
after  hiaown,  which  have  been  too  long  neglected  for  those  of  the  king." 

*^  That  is  hlse  V*  said  the  regent,  vrith  an  explosion  of  anger  she  could 
not  control. 

''He  did  not  deny  that  there  were  other  reasons,"  added  Bertie. 

^'And  what  may  be  those  he  alleged  for  refusing  the  oath?*'  de- 
manded the  princess. 

"  There  were  many,"  said  the  secretary.  "  First,  he  pleaded  the  non- 
existence of  any  precedent  for  exacting  wus  a  renewal  of  their  bond  of 
allegiance  from  governors  of  provinces." 

''But  did  you  urge  what  I  bid  you,  that  the  times  demanded  other 
measures,  stronger  tests  ?" 

"  I  did,  madam ;  but  he  opposed  that  such  an  oath  would  be  little  short 
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ofpleadbig  gwltj  to  hariDg  infringed  his  former  pledgo  tbat  it  amed 
distrust  on  the  king's  part — that  he  of  all  men  coold  not  hind  himmTfaj 
80  comprehensive  an  engagement^  no  exception  having  heen  admitted 
even  in  fEtvour  of  the  emperor,  of  whom  he  was  no  less  a  hoimden  vasnl 
than  of  the  King  of  Spain — that  it  would  arm  him  against  his  friends  and 
Idnsmen  in  Grermany  who  were  of  the  Protestant  faith." 

'*  I  had  foreseen  these  objections,"  said  the  dnohesB,  '^  and  warned  you 
bow  to  rebut  them." 

"  I  replied,  madam,  in  your  very  words.  I  assured  him  that  in  con- 
anderation  of  his  peculiar  position,  he  would  be  exempted,  so  far  as  the 
emperor,  to  whom  he  owed  allegiance,  his  friends  and  kinsmen,  were  con- 
oerned.  He  then  said,  scmiewhat  peevishly,  that  he  could  not  engage  him- 
self to  act  with  violence  against  the  thousands  whom  he  knew  would  be 
declared  guilty  of  high  treason  merely  for  their  adherence  to  the  pro- 
scribed religion." 

<*  Did  you  point  out  to  him  the  example  of  the  Count  of  Egmont,  who 
lefused  to  draw  his  sword  so  long  as  they  remained  quiet,  but  who  did 
not  hesitate  to  punish  them  when  they  stood  forward  in  open  rebellion  ?" 

**  He  answered  rather  evasively  that  the  Count  of  Egmont  had  acted 
according  to  his  view  of  the  subject :  that  he,  the  prince,  must  follow  his 
own — that  he  knew  how  it  would  be — ^when  the  king  came  he  wocdd 
allow  none  of  his  subjects  to  live  with  their  Protestant  wives — that 
his  princess  was  of  that  faith — that  he  had  allowed  her  a  chapel  in  his 
own  household — that  he  might  be  called  upon  to  cause  the  death  of  his 
friends,  even  that  of  his  wife." 

''  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Anne  of  Saxony  will  justify  so  tender  a  solid- 
tode,"  said  Margaret  of  Parma,  with  a  curling  hp. 

*^  I  could  not  well  touch  on  that  point,"  said  Bertie,  and  a  smile  invo- 
hmtarily  broke  through  the  frigid  gravity  of  his  features,  probaUy  caused 
by  the  unusual  length  to  whidn  dislike  and  anger  had  led  the  austere  re- 
vent;  but  it  was  instantly  repressed  by  the  angry  frown  that  darkened  her 
brow. 

*'  So  you  have  obtained  nothing  from  him?'*  continued  she,  ^  not  even, 
I  will  be  sworn,  the  alternative  I  desired,  that  he  would  consult,  at  least, 
with  the  Count  of  Egmont  before  taking  any  decisive  step.** 

^  This  he  readily  granted,  more,  I  tmnk,  with  the  view  of  converting 
the  count  to  his  own  opinion,  than  with  any  ultimate  idea  of  adopting 
hi«.» 

**  That,"  said  the  regent,  in  a  decisive  tone,  ''  he  shall  never  do. 
But  I  cannot  imderstand  his  mistrust.  What  think  you,  Bertie  ?"  And 
the  princess  fixed  a  keen,  inquiring  eye  on  the  secretary's  oountenance. 

**  I  have  not  hitherto,  madam,"  he  replied,  with  unaltered  features, 
^'  busied  my  mind  with  the  merits  or  demerits  of  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
nor  have  I  troubled  myself  with  examining  the  wisdom  or  the  folly  of  his 
measures,  being  perfectly  satisfied  that  my  gracious  sovereign  and  your 
highness  are  tbe  only  competent  judges  of  such  matters." 

'*  You  are  a  fruthnil  and  honest  servant,"  said  the  regent,  with  a  well- 
pleased  smile,  "  and  shall  be  rewarded  accordingly.  But  coold  yon  not 
persuade  the  prince  to  tarry  at  least  until  the  kmg  s  arrival  ?" 

«  I  argued,  madam,  as  you  bade  me — ^that  he  could  not  lefinqnish  his 
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charges  witlioat  the  king's  penmssion,  any  more  than  yoa  had  the  power 
to  confer  them  on  another." 

^  And  he  answered  ?" 

^^  As  to  the  king's  coming,  that  was  not  proved.  It  was  not  altogether 
impossible  he  might  send  one  in  his  stead,  whom  it  would  ill  beseem  ona 
of  his  lofty  station  to  bend  to." 

'^  What  r  said  the  duchess,  "  does  he  indeed  suspect  or  know  aught  of 
tins  matter  ?" 

''  The  whole  Netherlands,  madam,  suspect,  and  the  prince  doubtless 
knows 

'^  Proceed,"  said  the  duchess,  imperatiyely,  as  the  secretary  faltered. 

^*  That  the  Duke  of  Alba  is  on  his  road  to  this  country  with  a  strong 
army  of  Spaniards.  This  news  is  in  the  mouths  eyen  of  the  lowest 
among  the  people.'" 

''  Ha !"  exclaimed  the  regent,  with  marked  surprise ;  and  the  colour 
£aded  from  her  cheek. 

*'  He  did  not  mention  the  name  of  the  duke,"  continued  Bertie^ 
*'  He  merely  added,  that  it  was  impossible  to  say  how  matters  might  be 
represented  to  his  majesty.  He  humbly  trusted,  however,  he  would  deign 
to  remember  his  great  services,  and  from  afar,  as  well  as  near,  he  would 
ever  be  ready  to  do  his  best  for  his  interests.  With  that  he  abruptly  broke 
off,  and,  by  his  silence  to  all  I  could  add,  seemed  to  imply  that  he  wished 
the  c<xiference  at  an  end." 

<<  Was  no  one  else  present  during  your  interview?*'  inquired  the 
duchess. 

**  No  one,  madam*  The  Count  oi  Hoochstraaten,  who,  in  character  of 
his  lieutenant,  witnessed  our  former  interview,  has  retired  into  privacy  in 
the  town  of  Antwerp." 

''  These  are  bad  tidings,"  said  the  duchess,  musingly.  ^'  Many  will  go 
with  him." 

'*  Some  have  preceded  lum,  madam,"  answered  Bertie.  *^  Counts  of 
Cuylembourg  and  Berghe  have  already  taken  wing." 

*'  Of  that  I  am  aware,"  said  the  duchess ;  "  but  we  must  stop  the  emi- 
grations daily  taking  place  by  thousands.  An  edict  must  be  drawn  up 
on  that  head.  If  we  cannot  prevent  the  great  from  departing,  the  more 
humble  must  not  be  allowed  the  same  license.  The  former  cannot  take 
away  with  them  their  towers,  strong  walls,  and  broad  lands;  but  the 
latter  can  flee  away  with  their  substance  and  their  craft,  and  enrich  other 
countries  at  the  expense  of  the  Netherlands.  This  must  be  looked  to. 
And  the  other  transactions  in  Antwerp,  how  have  you  sped  with  them  ? 
Have  you  inquired  into  this  tapestry-merchant's  afiGur — ^Uiis  Van  Meeren 
— as  I  bade  you  ?" 

*'  I  have,  your  highness,  and  my  informants  declare  that  he  has  always 
heea.  considered  a  stanch  Catholic.  His  case  appears,  indeed,  a  hara 
one.  I  have  also  taken  the  information  you  required  in  this  dty  at  the 
proper  quarter,  and  have  there  also  received  clear  and  favourable  answers. 
All  this  I  have  carefully  noted  down  here."  And  he  pointed  to  a  parcel 
oi  papers  regularly  numbered  and  bound  together,  which  he  drew  from 
his  doublet 

"  It  is  well,"  said  the  duchess ;  ^'  and  you  think  I  shall  have  no  troaUe 
in  obtaininir  the  liberation  of  this  unfortunate  man  ?" 
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''None  whatever.  The  moment  your  highness's  pleasure  is  made 
known  it  will  be  considered  law." 

'*  I  know  that — I  know  that !"  said  the  princess,  impatiently  waving 
her  hand.  *^  But  I  would  not  willingly  put  my  authority  in  opposition 
to  that  of  those  who  hold  so  sacred  an  office." 

*^  In  this  respect)  madam,"  said  the  secretary,  "  I  think  your  imnd 
may  rest  perfectly  at  ease ;  they  appear  to  entertain  no  great  scruples  of 
conscience  about  this  person.  Only  the  trial  must  come  on  at  its  ap- 
pointed time." 

'*  Of  course,"  said  the  regent,  *^  I  have  no  intentions  of  infxinging  on 
that  ceremonial ;  if  he  is  innocent  it  will  go  well  with  him.  You  must 
not  forget  to  let  me  know  when  the  trial  takes  place,  however.  That 
man's  daughter  has  deeply  intei'ested  me ;  her  mother  and  herself  seem 
to  be  sincerely  pious  women,  and  ready  to  devote  life  and  fortune  to  the 
weal  of  the  Church.  The  daughter,  1  am  informed,  pleads  incapacity  to 
enter  on  her  noviciate,  because  of  the  anxiety  she  feels  on  her  fsither's 
account;  uncertainty  and  apprehension  withdraw  her  mind  too  much 
from  the  holy  state  of  meditation  necessary  at  such  a  time.  I  wish, 
therefore,  this  matter  to  be  brought  to  a  happy  termination  as  speedily  as 
may  be.  The  girl  will  be  no  bad  gift  to  the  Ursuline's  convent— she 
brings  a  queen's  dower  with  her." 

'*  Nor  are  the  Van  Meerens  altogether  of  low  extraction,"  said  Bertie. 
"  I  have  discovered  this  is  not  their  real  name ;  they  formerly  bore 
another,  and  have  only  been  traders  for  a  few  generations.  I  have  CTen 
been  informed  that  they  come  of  gentle  lineage." 

'*  Indeed !"  said  the  regent.  *^  I  will  take  the  first  opportunity  of  in- 
vestigating this  matter.  If  it  be  true,  it  will  enable  me  to  keep  this  girl 
near  my  own  person  for  a  few  months,  which  will  afford  me  pleasure, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  answer  other  purposes.  I  myself  have  been  the 
innocent  cause  of  some  mishap  to  this  family  which  I  am  anxious  to 
repair ;  and  yet,  for  all  that,  I  sadly  miss  the  bad  man  who  has  wrought 
these  wrongs.  That  Spanish  spy  was  worth  a  host  of  slaves  such  as 
those  by  whom  I  am  surrounded ;  he  was,  indeed,  a  most  necessary  e?il ! 
But,"  she  added,  suddenly  interrupting  her  train  of  thought,  "  we  must 
leave  off  discussing  these  matters  till  to-morrow ;  the  time  allotted  to 
business  is  past,  and  that  of  my  devotions  is  at  hand." 

At  these  words  Bertie  called  the  page  in  waiting,  who  instantly 
appeared  to  escort  his  mistress  to  her  oratory. 

Chapter  LV. 

When  Margaret  learnt  from  the  Lady  Abbess  that  her  royal  pro- 
tectress had  appointed  her  to  form,  for  a  short  time,  part  of  her  house- 
hold, she  experienced  some  regret  at  exchanging  the  monastic  retirement, 
that  spread  so  soothing  an  influence  over  her  perturbed  spirits,  for  the 
busy  scenes  of  a  more  active  life  ;  but  when  the  superior  informed  her 
tiiat,  not  being  of  sufficiently  high  birth  to  be  named  lady  in  waiting 
upon  the  princess  herself,  she  was  to  flU  a  similar  station  near  the  person 
of  one  but  lately  elected  to  that  honour,  the  lovely  Lady  Isabel  of 
Egpnont,  her  heart  bounded  with  pleasure.  She  had  heard  Lsunond 
mention  this  sister's  name,  and  the  prospect  of  being  again,  in  aU  proba- 
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bility,  thrown  in  his  way,  was  not  without  its  charm  ;  nor  did  she  pause  to 
consider  how  dangerous  to  her  future  peace  of  mind  this  new  turn  of  fate 
might  prove.  It  was,  therefore,  with  an  alacrity  bordering  on  impa- 
tience that  she  prepared  to  enter  upon  her  new  duties. 

Isabel  of  Egmont  had  not  received  with  feelings  of  this  nature  the 
commands  of  her  father  to  comply  with  the  regent's  wishes.  To  leave 
her  home  would  have  been  at  all  times  a  trial ;  but  with  a  heart  full  of 
boding  fears,  which  she  must  conceal,  of  sorrows  that  engrossed  her 
mind,  it  was  positive  misery  to  be  thus  removed  from  the  quiet  privacy 
of  her  own  family,  where  some  sympathised  with,  and  all  imderstood  and 
respected  her  constitutional  sensitiveness. 

The  final  interview  which  took  place  at  Vilvorde  between  Orange  and 
Egmont  had  been  faithfully  reported  to  Isabel  by  Casembrot,  who  had 
witnessed  it.  Vain  had  been  the  prince's  entreaties  and  exhortations  that 
Egmont  would,  by  timely  departure,  at  least  secure  his  own  safety  ;  the 
count  was  inflexible  in  his  chivalric  purpose  and  confidence,  and  the 
prince  had  taken  of  him  a  tearful  farewell,  as  of  a  tried  and  valued  friend 
whom  he  was  never  more  to  see.  Orange  departed  from  the  Netherlands 
with  a  long  train  of  noblemen,  who  accompanied  him  to  the  frontier,  as 
if  to  do  him  honour ;  but  most  of  whom  pushed  the  courtesy  so  far  as 
to  emigrate  with  him  altogether,  and  rally  round  him  at  his  court  of  Dil- 
lenburg.  In  spite  of  Egmont's  resolution,  this  departure  shed  a  deep 
cploom  over  his  mind,  which  he  could  not  master  so  effectually  but  that 
his  own  family  became  aware  of  it. 

The  more  timid  of  his  household  now  begged  their  dismissal,  and  those 
who  still  faithfully  abided  by  him  had  been  more  and  less  concerned 
in  the  late  affairs ;  nor  had  he  the  heart  to  repulse  their  warm  devotion, 
a  measure  which  prudence  should  have  dictated.  But  the  caution  he 
spurned  for  himself  his  generosity  remembered  for  others.  Casembrot, 
however,  continued  deaf  to  his  entreaties  that  he  would  follow  those 
whose  views  he  shared ;  nor  could  he  have  prevuled  upon  Kay  to  leave 
him,  had  he  not  devised  some  pretext,  unconnected  with  worldly  prudence, 
to  persuade  the  artist  from  his  side ;  and  since  Kay  had  not  the  heart  to 
return  to  Antwerp,  Egmont  managed  to  get  him  quietly  settled  in  Brus- 
sels, in  a  more  obscure  but  safer  home  than  his  own. 

All  alike  in  the  mansion  looked  forward  to  coming  events  with  doubt 
and  fear,  yet  none  could  bring  themselves  to  believe  the  count's  life  in 
actual  danger,  except  Isabel,  who,  instead  of  reg^arding  the  future  with 
the  bright  hopefulness  of  her  years,  crowded  it  with  the  dark  phantoms 
of  her  teeming  imagination.  In  this  desponding  mood  was  she  com- 
pelled, in  order  to  propitiate  the  duchess,  to  accept  the  most  wearisome 
of  all  lives  to  her — that  of  a  maid  of  honour.  It  was  with  speechless 
sorrow  that  she  heard  the  fiat  go  forth ;  but  there  was  no  appeal  to  be 
made  against  it ;  nor,  had  there  been  one,  would  Isabel  have  known  how 
to  firame  it. 

But  though  a  certain  degree  of  restraint  and  self-control  was  necessary 
in  her  new  situation,  Isabel  found  it  less  irksome  than  she  anticipated. 
Tbe  princess  required  but  little  attendance  from  her  la^es ;  business  and 
devotion  sharing  pretty  equally  her  time,  and  leaving  her  very  little  for 
idle  ceremonial  or  pleasures,  which  were  alike  distasteful  to  ner  austere 
spirit.     Hence  Isabel  enjoyed  long  hours  of  unintemipted  solitude^. to 
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an  occanonal  huntiiig  party,  or  a  sammons  to  the  oratory,  were 
tile  only  aod  rare  changes. 

When  first  Margaret  van  Meeren  was  imposed  npon  her  as  tiie  sharer 
of  this  solitude,  she  feLt  it  an  additicmal  hardship;  hot  soon  learned  to 
consider  this  companionship  a  comfort,  and  Margaret  herself  a  friend. 
There  was  something  in  the  strengdi  of  mind  of  the  latter  whic^  afforded 
a  grateful  support  to  the  weakness  of  the  former.  The  daughter  of  a 
nohle  house,  who  amidst  the  splendours  of  her  home  had  ever  missed  iht 
solace  of  a  firiend  of  her  own  years  and  sex,  now  enjoyed  this  new  found 
and  long  unknown  source  of  comfort  the  more  keenly  for  its  haring  been 
so  long  withheld.  The  very  diversity  of  their  characters  and  poatioDS 
aeemed  to  throw  a  new  charm  over  their  intimacy ;  whilst  suffiaent  points 
of  similarity  in  their  fate  and  views  offered  themselves  to  create  sympa- 
thy. Both  trembled  for  a  fiither's  life,  and  both  lodced  forward  to  a 
doister  as  their  ultimate  home,  where  they  hoped  to  spend  the  remainder 
of  their  lives  together.  Even  the  intense  pleasure  witli  v^ch  both 
hailed  the  frequent  and  long  visits  of  Lamoral  formed  a  new  tie  between 
them,  and  swift  did  those  hours  seem  which  he  whiled  away  beside  iknai 
framework,  as  respite  from  sorrows  ever  appears. 

Chapter  LVI. 

The  bells  of  all  the  churches  of  Brussels  rang  as  for  a  high  ac^emnity 
or  festival.  The  streets  were  crowded,  the  windows  ^led  with  cnxions 
gazers,  and  yet  there  was  none  of  that  cheerful  alacrity  in  the  oooate- 
nances  or  in  the  movements  of  the  people  that,  above  all  other  things,  du- 
racterises  an  occasion  of  public  rejcncing.  On  the  contrary,  an  air  of  gloom, 
dejection,  and  even  defiance,  observable  in  almost  every  fkoe,  plainly  indi- 
cated that  the  merry  peals  vibrating  through  the  air  sounded  harshly  in 
the  ears  of  a  mourning  people. 

At  one  of  the  casements  of  a  stone  house,  immediatdy  opposite  to  the 
H6tel  de  Ville,  stood  one,  gazing  sadly  like  the  rest  on  the  aense  masses 
below.  So  wrapt  was  he  in  thought  that  he  did  not  perceive  the  entranee 
of  another  individual,  who,  slowly  advancing,  roused  him  by  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

*' You  here,  Van  Diest!"  said  he,  looking  up  in  surprise;  '*this  is 
anexpected.     I  had  long  since  reckoned  you  among  the  lost."* 

"  I  was  pretty  near  it.  Master  Kay,"  answered  Van  Diest ;  ^^  but,  is 
you  see,  \%ith  the  help  of  Providence  and  my  own  sagacity,  I  have  con- 
trived to  weather  the  storm." 

'^  But  what  has  brought  you  to  Brussels — and  on  such  a  day  ?** 

"  I  ri^  but  httle  or  nothing,"  replied  Van  Diest ;  ^*  the  only  man  I 
ever  had  cause  to  dread  is  now  quiet  enough.  There  are  fow  here  who 
know  me,  and  still  less  who  have  any  clue  to  my  late  adventures ;  so  I 
thought  I  would  even  come  to  witness  the  duke*s  entrance.  I  hav<e  been 
as  far  as  the  frontier." 

*^  How  could  you  act  so  imprudently !  Methinks  a  timely  attempt  at 
flight  would  have  been  your  safest  course.  If  I  can  in  any  way  assirt 
you  with  money,  or  otherwise^—" 

**  Nay,"  said  Van  Diest,  *^  the  duchess  has  cared  for  that — ^it  were  mad- 
aaaa  to  attempt  it.    It  is  eertaia  death  to  be  seen  approadnag  any  e£tha 
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ports  ;  the  wisest  part  to  play  is  that  of  a  passire  spectator,  aod  I  ha^e 
adopted  it." 

"  And  you  have  now  actually  ridden  to  see  in  what  manner  a  great 
scourge  may  fall  on  an  unhappy  country?" 

'<  If  you  mean  Alba,  I  have  certainly  witnessed  his  coming." 
<'  And  is  it  true  that  he  brings  with  him  so  formidable  an  army  ?" 
"  But  too  true  !*'  said  Van  Diest.  "  The  sight  was,  however,  well 
worth  the  risk,  and  so  far  I  am  consoled  for  my  enforced  stay  in  these 
parts :  it  has  procured  me  a  spectacle  I  might  have  hunted  Europe  in 
vain  for,  and  which  shoals  of  foreigners  are  flocking  from  all  sides  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of — those  swarthy,  g^rim-visaged  soldiers  grown  grey  in 
the  victories  of  Africa  and  Italy,  decked  out  with  the  spoils  of  the  van- 
quished, doubtless,  for  every  man  is  as  finely  bedizened  to  the  full  as  his 
captsun,  aud  the  captains — ^nay,  as  for  that  matter,  the  smallest  drum- 
mers in  the  lines — strut  along  as  gay  as  lords,  and  as  proud.  Their  arms, 
too,  are  as  queer  as  their  bravenes;  new-fangled  matchlocks,  called 
muskets,  of  such  cumbrous  length  as  to  need  a  rest,  which  a  boy  carries 
behind  each  soldier.  All  this  is  strange  enough  to  us  quiet  Imrghers, 
Master  Kay,  but  the  rear  of  the  army  is  strange  stilL*' 

'<  Surely,"  said  Kay,  '*  they  have  not  dared  to  treat  us  as  they  do  the 
wild  Indians — they  have  not  brought  their  bloodhounds  upon  us  ?  I 
have  often  heard  their  dogs  are  trained  in  America  to  pursue  man  and 
pull  him  down,  like  a  stag  at  bay,  that  their  noble  masters  may  have  no 
more  trouble  than  the  morte  may  give  them." 

'^  It  is  not  quite  that — but  very  nearly  as  bad,"  rej^ied  Van  Diest 
^  They  have  brought  a  woman  and  more  to  each  man.  I  think  they 
must  have  swept  Spain  of  all  the  prostitutes  that  ever  breathed  there ; 
and  yet  they  say  in  that  country  they  are  as  plentiful  as  blackberries. 
It  was  a  queer  sight  to  be  sure — some  on  horseback,  some  on  foot, 
decked  out  like  princesses,  defiling  by  hundreds  and  hundreds  in  the  rear 
of  these  men.*' 

^<  Good  God !  are  such  thin^  possible  ?"  exclaimed  Kay,  indignantly. 
<^  Is  this  the  manner  in  which  Christian  men  and  soldiers  exhibit  themselves 
throughout  this  country  ?  Are  they  so  lost  to  all  sense  of  shame  and 
decency  ?" 

'*  Even  so,"  replied  Van  Diest.  ^^  But  I  have  seen  worse  yet — a  sight 
that  made  my  eyes  ache  to  look  upon.  Among  the  nobles  deputed  by 
the  regent  to  meet  Alba — nay,  indeed,  foremost  of  them  all — was  the 
Count  of  Egmont.  I  wonder  that  he,  whom  we  all  love  so  well,  should 
be  the  first  to  welcome  the  enemy  into  our  country.  I  say,  Master  Kay, 
that's  a  matter  for  much  wonder. 

'*  Say,  rather,  for  the  bitterest  regret !"  said  Kay,  with  a  deep  sigh. 
''  He  whose  laurels  as  a  patriot  might  have  cast  into  shade  those  which 
he  has  earned  as  a  soldier !  I  fear  me  he  risks  even  more  than  his  glory 
by  such  a  deed." 

<<  Doubt  it  not,"  said  Van  Diest.  '*  I  heard  from  a  Spaniard  who 
attends  on  the  duke's  own  person,  and  therefore  stood  close  by  him  at 
the  time — a  very  personable  man  by  the  way,  though  a  Spaniard — I 
have  had  many  a  merry  bout  with  him  for  all  his  gravity  in  former  days 
— ^this  man,  I  say,  informed  me  that  when  the  count  came  up.  Alba 
impatiently  exclaimed :    ^  Lo !  there — behold  the  arch-heretic  coming  T 
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or  '  the  arcb-traitor* — I  forget  exactly  which  term  he  used,  but  neither 
smack  much  of  favour  or  courtesy." 

''  Alas,  that  my  noble  patron  should  need  either  at  Alba*s  hand !"  said 
Kay.     ^'  Had  he  but  willed  it,  the  duke  had  not  been  here  this  day  !^ 

^'  And  you.  Master  Kay,  would  have  looked  all  the  merrier.  I  never 
saw  a  man  so  altered — you  look  wretchedly  ill — as  pale  and  worn  as  if 
you  were  in  love. — He !  he !  he !" 

"  You  are  right,  Van  Diest,  and  well  may  I  look  pale  and  wan  when 
my  mistress  is  on  the  point  of  death ;  for  I,  like  poor  Van  Meeren, 
acknowledge  no  bride  but  my  countr}' — I  have,  moreover,  g^eved  for 
my  poor  friend  more  than  bents  a  man  to  own,  and  I  am  anxious  for  my 
patron.  If  I  lose  him,  too,  what  will  become  of  me  ?  I  bear  a  very  sad 
tieart  within  my  breast,  Master  van  Diest,  I  do  not  deny  it.'' 

A  loud  flourish  of  trumpets,  fifes,  and  drums,  announcing  the  approacfi 
of  the  duke,  now  rivetted  the  attention  of  both  upon  the  cortege  as  H 
drew  near,  and,  filing  beneath  the  window  at  which  they  were  stationed, 
wended  through  the  arches  of  the  H6tel  de  Ville. 

Kay  could  scarcely  restrain  his  indignation  on  beholding  the  Count  of 
Egmont  among  the  Flemish  nobles  who  heralded  the  duke,  tempered 
though  it  was  by  the  feelings  with  which  the  sight  of  that  dreaded  per^ 
sonage  filled  him,  as  he  rode  by  with  a  look  so  menacing,  and  lip  so  coo'* 
temptuous,  that  none  could  help  reading  his  purposes  in  his  countenance. 
The  crowd,  hitherto  silent,  could  not  repress  some  murmurs  of  hatred, 
which  drew  on  them  the  fiery  glances  of  the  Spanish  soldiery ;  and  as 
Kay  marked  their  air  of  discipline  and  daring,  and  remembered  their  long 
course  of  training  in  ruthless  wars  where  they  had  displayed  the  malice, 
as  well  as  the  courage,  of  fiends,  his  heart  sickened  at  thought  of  the 
horrors  which  the  presence  and  rule  of  such  men  would  bring  upon  bis 
unhappy  country.  And  when,  as  the  troops  marched  through,  his  own 
eyes  confirmed  Van  Diest's  extraordinary  statement  about  the  strange 
appendage  that  Alba  had  added  to  his  force,  his  acuter  mind  guessed  tSe 
leader's  cruel  desig^n,  that  no  relenting  scruple,  no  chance  tie  of  afifectioD, 
no  honourable  or  honest  thought,  should  plead  in  favour  of  the  Flemings 
with  his  own  fierce  followers : — they  were  to  remain  throughout  irre- 
claimably  strangers  to  the  laud  he  meant  them  to  desolate. 

Kay  turned  from  the  window,  unable  any  longer  to  look  upon  a  scene 
so  humiliating  ;  but  Van  Diest  kept  his  post  till  the  last  baggage-wag* 
gon  had  disappeared,  and  not  till  then  did  he  again  turn  to  Kay  :  and  so 
d^pirited  did  the  artist  feel,  so  much  did  he  dread  being  left  alone  wiUi 
his  own  thoughts,  that  he  was  happy  in  the  companionship  of  the  fnendly 
gossip,  whom  he  detained  until  a  late  hour,  chiefly  discussing  the  feite  ot 
Paul's  surviving  relatives,  their  mutual  interest  in  whom  formed  almost 
the  only  real  tie  between  them. 
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August,  1852. — Our  nautical  season  has  commeuced,  and  a  yachting 
fever  has  broken  out  in  all  the  seaports  whose  wooden  walls  keep  g^ard 
round  Great  Britain  and  her  sister  isles.  At  Cowes,  under  the  very  pre- 
sence and  sanction  of  royalty,  the  symptoms  of  the  complaint  are  more 
than  usually  demonstrative.  A  multitude  of  yachts  are  anchored  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Mediua,  embracing  all  variety  of  sizes,  and  a  wonderful 
inventory  of  names.  Beautiful  they  look  on  the  placid  waters,  with  their 
rakish  trim,  and  the  gay  dressing  of  their  various  flags.  Boat  raceSy 
swimming  matches,  and  other  rustic  sports  abound  ;  booths,  rich  in  gilt 
gingerbreads,  and  all  the  treasures  appertaining  to  the  fancy  fair,  line  the 
road  to  the  Castle,  which  has  opened  its  doors  to  a  select  circle  of  the 
aristocracy,  and  a  very  flood  of  strangers  are  overflowing  the  principal 
hotels  that  look  down  upon  the  sea.  Now  is  the  time  for  steamers,  as 
they  keep  dropping  in  from  Southampton,  Portsmouth,  Ryde,  and  Yar- 
mouth, whilst  an  occasional  one  plies  round  the  island  on  a  pleasure-trip, 
carrying  their  band  of  music  with  them,  whose  distant  melody  comes 
stealing  over  the  waters  like  a  low  soft  accompaniment  to  the  winds  and 
waves.  But  here  is  still  greater  glory  for  Cowes.  This  b  the  Queen's 
yacht  itself  that  comes  gliding  in  from  Osborne,  with  the  Queen,  Prince 
Albert,  the  royal  children,  and  most  of  the  court  on  board.  See,  they 
take  up  their  station  before  the  Club  House,  where  they  are  greeted  with 
a  cheerful  salute  of  guns,  whilst  the  lined  shores  testify  to  the  interest  of 
her  eager  loyal  subjects,  all  anxious  to  catch  one  look  at  royalty.  Now 
is  the  hour  when  the  excitement  of  the  boating  and  other  races  becomes 
£gist  and  furious  under  the  consciousness  of  the  actual  presence  of  majesty ; 
now  is  the  momentous  question  of  the  Queen's  dress  and  appearance  dis- 
cussed,  and  an  affectionate  interest  entertained  for  her  housenold. 

Cowes  has  always  appeared  to  us  one  of  the  best  samples  of  native 
nautical  talent  as  upheld  by  these  our  yearly  festivals.  You  will  here 
see  the  English  gentleman's  idea  of  the  fashion  of  clothes  as  peculiarly 
adapted  to  ocean  wear — from  the  class  of  men  with  shining  black  hats, 
dark  blue  cloth  suits,  and  club  buttons,  to  those  who  dress  themselves 
figuratively  and  imaginatively  in  large  sun  hats,  pale  kid  gloves,  turned- 
down  collars  and  cuffs,  and  little  white  boots  tipped  with  black,  surmount- 
ing all  with  a  nautically-cut  coat  or  jacket.  Others,  again,  are  there  who, 
under  the  impression  of  '^  doing  the  thing,"  allow  their  beards  and  hair 
to  grow,  and  their  complexions  to  brown  at  pleasure  ;  whilst  some  dr^ 
the  outer  man  in  Guernseys  and  black  hats,  bearing  upon  them  the  name 
of  their  respective  yachts,  and  others  incline  to  pilot  coats  and  coalheaver 
bonnets.  Ladies,  too,  are  here  affected  by  the  ocean  fashions.  We  see 
them  walking  out  in  large  hats,  polka  jackets,  and  flounced  dresses  some- 
what of  the  shortest,  while  the  more  knowing  ensconce  themselves  in  a 
kind  of  uniform  of  drab,  and  have  ever  a  Mackintosh  en  reserve. 
Now^  too,  is  the  time  that  wives  accompany  their  husbands  on  pleasure- 
trips,  with  the  proviso  that  they  shall  always  sail  before  the  wind,  and  be 
able  to  be  landed  on  the  very  shortest  possible  notice. 

Mrs.  John  English  is  making  preparations  for  a  trip  of  this  description. 
Mr.  English  thinks  himself  a  real  sailor — not  one  of  your  men  who  fit 
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up  a  splendid  yacht  of  one  or  two  hundred  tons  burden,  in  which  they 
never  ventmre  out  of  the  Channel,  but  take  short  cruises  in  fine  weather, 
and  when  it  threatens  to  be  stormy,  order  their  crew  to  come  round  to 
certain  ports,  to  which  ihey  post  to  meet  them;  also,  for  the  most  part,  are 
for  leaving  their  yachts  anchored  in  some  snug  inland  harbour,  where  in 
sunny  weather  they  come  on  board  to  dine  o£F  delicacies  served  up  to  them 
by  their  French  cook,  and,  if  quite  smooth,  take  an  after  siesta  in  their 
downy  berths — no !  Mr.  English  is  quite  another  descriptiQii  of  man — a 
regular  Jack  Tar  in  his  own  opinion— one  who  wishes  to  enjoy  jachdng 
in  the  broad  nautical  sense  of  the  word.  For  this  purpose  he  leaves  a 
most  comfortable  home  of  his  own,  and  takes  measures  for  placing  (or  as 
he  terms  it  ''stowing  away")  himself  and  Mrs.  English,  their  cluld,  and 
nurse,  into  a  cramped,  uncomfortable,  country-built  yacht,  of  about  forty 
tons.  He  goes  about  it,  however,  systematic^ly ;  he  rations  the  party  to 
one  small  portmanteau  each ;  and  though  Mrs.  English  thinks  she  has 
furtively  introduced  her  best  bonnet  into  one  of  the  closets,  she  is  sur- 
priseil  by  finding  the  next  day  that  it  has  assumed  somewhat  the  com- 
plexion of  a  pancake  under  the  heap  of  cushions  from  which  it  has 
emerged  thrown  carelessly  down  upon  it  on  the  cabin  floor. 

Mrs.  English  has  the  misfortune  to  be  a  bad  sailor:  she  experiences 
"sensations"  in  first  coming  on  board,  and  finds  her  only  relief  is  in 
assuming  a  recumbent  position  on  the  hard  boards  of  the  yacht's  deck, 
and  shutting  her  eyes  and  thoughts  to  the  long  low  swell  that  is  going 
on  around  her.  No  power,  however,  can  prevent  her  hearing  the  rustling 
and  flapping  of  the  sheets  and  cordage,  or  the  low  monotonous  splashing 
of  the  waves.  She  has  a  consciousness  of  a  swimming  motion  in  every- 
thing around  her,  and  an  intense  desire  that  the  yacht  should  stand  still, 
if  but  for  one  single  moment.  Master  English  does  not  flourish  under 
this  state  of  affairs.  The  tender  sex  being  too  ill  to  attend  to  him,  he 
has  a  rope  tied  round  his  waist,  and  is  finally  secured  to  the  mast  of  the 
yacht,  from  which  mastiff-like  positicm  he  emerges  on  expeditions  the 
length  of  his  cable,  always  returning  very  red  in  the  face,  having  com- 
mitted every  species  of  mischief,  and  gone  through  each  imaginable  grade 
of  disaster. 

Mr.  English  has  a  great  idea  of  combining  science  and  safety  with  na- 
vigation ;  for  this  purpose  he  has  all  sorts  of  patent  portable  life-pre- 
servers ever  ready  for  use.  The  very  table  you  dine  off  makes  up  mto 
a  floating  raft ;  and  even  the  seats  and  cushions  are  pressed  into  the 
service.  Great  is  he  in  mattresses  filled  with  cork  fibre,  which  answer  the 
twofold  end  of  turning  the  yacht  into  a  life-boat,  and  serving  as  a  safety- 
float  in  cases  of  danger.  He  has  notions  also  about  lamps,  which,  swing- 
ing vrith  the  vessel,  give  forth  sickly  odours  from  the  dark  recesses  of  the 
cabin,  and  are  finally  subjected  to  the  strict  ship  discipline  of  being  all  ex- 
tinguished by  ten  o  clock.  Very  wretched  is  this  same  cabin  to  the  delicate 
nerves  of  j^Lrs.  English,  who  prefers  remaining  on  deck  during  the  night 
rather  than  venturing  down  into  its  warm  mugginess.  Mrs.  Enghsh 
has  an  idea  of  the  beauty  of  a  summer's  night  as  passed  on  the  ocean, 
with  the  yacht  gliding  {uaddly  on  into  the  still  moonlight,  and  the  stars 
reflecting  themselves  in  calm  loveliness  on  the  sleeping  waters,  ^e 
finds,  however,  there  is  a  theory  of  beauty  as  well  as  its  reality,  and 
nclining  as  sha  does  on  cushions  placed  on  the  yacht's  deck,  eorered  with 
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wraps  and  crowned  with  a  canopy  of  stray  sails,  she  yet  shudders  in- 
wardly as  the  cold,  damp  mist  rises  like  a  shroud  from  the  ocean,  and  the 
fog  clings  round  her  like  a  leaden  cloak. 

Mr.  English  is,  however,  in  his  element :  he  dines  off  a  chop  and  pota- 
toes, hadly  cooked  by  the  dirty  sailor-help,  with  as  much  complacency  as 
if  he  was  seated  at  a  Lord  Mayor's  feast,  and  produces  from  his  own 
stores  various  bottles  and  condiments,  which  he  appears  to  regard  with 
peculiar  affection.  The  only  drawback  to  his  pleasure  is,  we  are  ashamed 
to  say,  the  society  of  his  wife  and  family.  He  soon  finds  that  they  do 
not  '*  stow  away"  well,  and  he  secretly  resolves  that  he  will  not  in  future 
be  hampered  by  having  any  women  on  board.  He  haa  an  unworthy 
triumph  in  recalling  his  first  cruise,  and  the  Master  Absolute  that  he 
then  enacted.  He  tells  a  good  story  against  himself,  in  having  lived  so 
long  on  board  that  he  quite  forgot  the  flight  of  time,  and  on  one  occasion, 
having  landed  at  some  small  seaport  town,  he  accosted  a  policeman  to 
ask  him  the  reason  why  all  the  shops  were  closed,  as  it  appeared  to  be  a 
holiday  with  the  people,  when  this  staff  of  peace,  looking  at  him  con-* 
temptuously,  as  though  he  was  drunk,  had  inquired  of  him  ''  if  he  did 
not  know  Sunday  yet  ?"  And  he  had  really  been  forced  to  acknowledge, 
as  well  as  he  could  for  laughing,  ^^  that  he  had  lived  so  long  on  board 
yacht,  that  it  appeared  he  had  forgotten  to  distinguish  between  Saturday 
and  Simday.*' 

Mr.  English  Jias  other  yachting  stories  and  experiences,  which  he  will 
be  very  happy  to  enlighten  you  upon.  Relations  of  the  rare  birds  and 
wonderful  sea  monsters  he  has  captured,  and  the  still  more  extraordinary 
ones  that  he  has  caught  a  glimpse  of.  A  vision  is  floating  on  his  mind 
of  having  even  once  seen  the  tail  of  the  Sea  Serpent !  and  he  can  specify 
to  various  sharks  of  wonderful  ferocity  and  extraordinary  dimensions. 
His  greatest  triumph,  however,  is  in  his  yacht  itself — how  she  combines 
speed  with  safety,  utility  with  pleasure.  There  is  hardly  one  thing  he 
does  not  think  her  equal  to.  He  is  certain,  if  properly  managed,  she 
might  sail  for  any  of  the  cups  at  the  different  regattas ;  and  he  knows 
that  her  boats  are  built  on  such  improved  life  principles,  that  even  half 
filled  with  water,  and  bearing  an  extra  weight  of  cargo,  it  would  be  still 
impossible  to  sink  them. 

Mrs.  English  is,  however,  still  langiushing  on  the  yacht's  deck.  She 
has  not  moved  from  where  she  first  took  up  her  position ;  only  through 
the  night  she  has  tried  to  catch  furtive  snatches  of  disturbed  sleep,  from 
which  she  has  woke  up  with  shivering  tremors,  and  an  abject  sense  yf 
utter  wretchedness  and  disgust.  This  has  been  varied  by  the  intense 
heat  of  the  succeeding  day,  which  has  penetrated  through  all  the  awnings 
of  umbrellas  and  sails,  while  the  yacht  has  seemed  to  lay  still  on  the 

flassy  waters  (studded  thick,  as  with  jewels,  by  the  bright  floating  jelly 
sh),  the  loosened  sheets  flapping  ever  as  with  ceaseless  wings  to  the 
dead  faint  roll  of  the  jacht,  and  the  low,  slight,  sickening  swell  of  ocean. 
She  has  tried  reading,  but  the  letters  in  the  book  have  all  danced  and 
swum  before  her  eyes ;  the  sight  of  food  has  been  misery,  and  connected 
conversation  an  impossibility.  She  has  been,  therefore,  endeavouring, 
painfully,  to  think  of  something  that  may  divert  her  mind  from  this 
giddy  motion,  and  the  creaking,  flapping,  unearthly  noises  going  on 
around  her.     She  has  not,  however,  been  able  to  succeed.     Her  pre- 
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sent  misery  (like  an  evil  thought)  has  poisoned  everything;  and  now 
we  see  her»  a  very  captive  let  loose,  hailing  the  fresh  evening  breeze, 
gazing  with  feelings  it  would  be  impossible  to  describe  on  the  near- 
ing  headland  that  marks  the  entrance  to  the  seaport  town  where  to- 
night they  are  to  anchor,  and  where,  luxuriating  once  more  on  terra 
Jirma,  she  will  yet  require  an  hour  or  two's  rest  before  she  is  able  to 
persuade  herself  that  she  is  not  still  on  board  yacht,  or  that  the  floor 
of  the  hotel's  saloon  is  not  moving  under  her.  These  are  some  of 
the  pleasures  (<ilias  miseries)  of  yachtiug.  There  is  yet  a  brighter  side 
to  the  picture  in  the  large,  roomy,  well-built,  and  well-ordered  yacht. 
The  pleasant  group  of  people  assembled  there  (not  one  of  them  knowing 
what  sea-sickness,  that  g^en-eyed  monster,  means),  the  scudding  befort 
the  breeze,  with  the  yacht's  side  half  buried  in  water  as  she  dashes  off 
the  fresh  glancing  spray  from  her  track,  or  laying  listlessly  in  the  sun- 
shine of  some  beautiful  bay,  reposing  in  a  very  atmosphere  of  beauty. 
Again,  pursuing  her  calm  course,  where  the  lovely  moonlight  lays  like  a 
silver  veil  upon  the  ocean,  and  gliding  onwards,  *'  walkmg  the  waters 
like  a  thing  of  life.'* 

All  this  is  very  enjoyable  to  the  favoured  few.  We  confess,  however, 
to  be  very  much  of  the  opinion  of  some  men  who  composed  the  members 
of  a  band  of  music  accompanying  a  yacht  on  one  of  these  trips  of  plea- 
sure. The  day  had  been  glorious ;  the  party  had  landed  and  enjoyed 
themselves—- eat,  drunk,  danced,  and  laughed ;  in  returning,  howevw,  a 
sadden  storm  sprung  up,  the  yacht  reeled,  the  night  gathered  in,  the 
rain  beat  down  in  torrents,  and  at  last  an  order  was  issued  for  the  deck 
to  be  cleared,  and  all  useless  hands  to  be  battened  down  below.  Here, 
amid  the  closeness  and  sickness,  voices  of  lamentation,  and  thick  gloomi- 
ness, were  seated  the  unfortunate  musicians.  ^'  Oh  !  sir,"  said  one  of 
them,  as  we  came  near,  *'  is  this  what  you  call  pleasure  ?  Oh  !  if  ever  I 
get  out  of  this,  may  I  not  deserve  to  be  forgiven  if  ever  I  put  foot  in  a 
yacht  again !" 
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BY  R.  W.  ALDRIDGE. 

Give  me  to  drink,  O  Heaven !  or  let  me  die  : 

I  cannot  bear  tins  creeping  littleness, 
In  which  my  hopes,  my  aspirations  lie 

As  in  a  grave.     Why  is  the  bitterness 
Of  life  alone  for  me,  when  Nature  greets 
Each  other  heart  with  ever-changing  sweets? 
Oh !  give  me  strength  at  least  to  chase  the  cloud 

That  now  hangs  over  me  ;  and  I  shall  be 
Joyful  as  Nature  when  she  laughs  aloud 

To  see  how  all  things  revel  in  her  glee  ; 
And  cherish  once  again  those  hopes  that  seem. 

Viewed  through  the  darkness  of  the  storm  that  lowers, 
Faint  as  a  maiden  siehing  in  a  dream 

O'er  hopes  forbidden  to  her  waking  hours. 
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FBOli  THE  FRENCH. 

Bt  Frederick  Marshall,  Esq. 

LiKis  most  other  earthly  wonders,  the  Champs  Elys^es  have  had  a  he- 
^nnmg  and  a  history;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  they  do  not  blosh,  in 
their  gloiy  and  splendour  of  to-day,  for  the  modest  times  when  wheat  and 
potatoes  grew  on  their  now  grassless  and  dusty  area. 

The  name  of  Champs  Elys^s  was  given  during  the  reign  of  Louis 
XIV.,  but  their  formation  commenced  in  1616,  when  the  Cours  la  Reine 
was  laid  out  and  planted  by  order  of  Marie  de  Medicis.  Later  in  the 
same  century  the  trees  were  extended  to  the  Faubourg  St.  Honor^,  and 
the  outline  of  the  great  avenue  was  formed.  The  whole  was  replanted 
in  1770,  when  the  Allee  des  Veuves  was  added. 

The  grass  was  devoured,  root  and  blade,  when  the  Cossacks  were  en- 
camped upon  it  in  1814  ;  it  has  never  grown  as^ain. 

In  1787,  the  property  of  M.  Beaujon,  a  rich  banker,  who  had  built 
himself  a  fantastic  house,  not  far  from  where  the  Arch  of  Triumph  now 
stands,  was  sold,  and  a  large  part  of  it  was  afterwards  converted  into  a 
place  of  public  amusement,  containing  a  theatre,  ball-room,  concert-room, 
eafe^  and,  what  were  then  quite  new  to  Paris,  **  Montagnes  Russes." 
The  place  became  immensely  fashionable.  For  several  seasons  everybody 
was  mad  about  the  incomparable  delight  of  slipping  down  an  imitation 
hill ;  but  the  accidental  death  of  one  of  the  commissaries  of  the  army, 
by  the  upsetting  of  his  car  during  a  slide,  caused  the  interference  of  the 
police,  and  the  Montagnes  Russes  were  forbidden.  After  a  time  the 
interdict  was  removed ;  but  meanwhile  the  novelty  and  excitement  had 
died  away,  the  public  came  no  more,  and,  after  a  vain  struggle  to  regain 
its  glory,  the  garden  closed. 

A  few  paces  from  what  was  once  the  Jardin  Beaujon  stands  now  the 
Ch&teau  des  Fleurs,  celebrated  for  its  tableaux  vivants ;  and,  at  the 
comer  of  the  All^  des  Veuves,  which  formerly  bore  so  evil  a  name,  but 
which  is  now,  with  its  range  of  aristocratic  hotels,  one  of  the  most 
charming  streets  in  Paris,  rises  the  fa9ade  of  the  Jardin  Mabille — the 
paradise  of  the  polka  and  sensitive  hearts. 

The  fame  of  Mabille  is  more  than  European,  and  the  names  of  Pomar6, 
Mogador,  and  their  co-celebrities  are  known  as  widely  as  is  the  shrine  in 
which  their  charms  were  worshipped. 

Its  glory  was,  however,  last  year,  for  a  time,  most  terribly  endangered ; 
its  very  existence  indeed  was  threatened.  A  ruthless  speculator  actually 
succeeded  in  persuading  nearly  all  the  Mabillian  beauties  to  emigrate,  en 
massey  to  California,  in  search  of  gold  and  husbands.  For  a  month  the 
garden  was  deserted;  but  the  prodigious  efforts  of  the  manager  by 
deg^rees  provided  it  with  fresh  and  equally  seductive  attractions,  and  the 
desertion  of  its  polkeuses  was  forgotten. 

Next  to  Mabille  and  the  Ch&teau  des  Fleurs  comes  the  Chalet ;  and 
last,  though  far  before  all  in  taste  and  elegance,  the  Jardin  d'Hiver, 
where  the  asphalte  of  the  Boulevards,  and  flowers  from  the  equator, 
meet  under  the  lame  roof,  and  where  Brazilian  parrots  and  Paris  sparrowi 
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chirp  together.  Concerts,  children's  fancy  balls,  balls  of  wise  virgins,  and 
balls  of  foolish  virgins — the  Jardin  d'Hiver  offers  all ;  and  its  visitors 
are  welcomed  to  a  botanical  crystal  palace,  adorned  with  pictures,  statues, 
fountains,  palm-trees,  iron  benches,  banks  of  turf,  steps  buried  in  moss, 
stairs  covered  with  lace,  and  every  other  fantastic  form  of  ornament  into 
which  art  or  nature  can  be  twisted. 

The  Chalet  is  a  neighbour  of  the  Jardin  d'Hiver.  Its  orchestra  plays 
out  of  tune,  its  chief  refreshment  is  sour  beer,  its  g^settes  are  shabby,  the 
vast  hands  of  its  visitors  are  covered  with  phenomenal  gloves,  and  the 
uniforms  of  soldiers  of  the  line  are  many  in  the  crowd.  If  you  are  rich, 
go  to  the  Jardin  d'Hiver ;  if  poor,  to  the  balls  beyond  the  Barriers ;  at 
each  end  of  the  scale  you  will  find  amusement  in  plenty ;  but  in  the  middle 
all  is  dull  and  dirty  enough. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  great  avenue  stand  the  Hippodrome  and 
Cirque  National,  the  kingdoms  of  Franconi,  whose  ministers  are  horses, 
riders,  and  Auriol.  What  were  the  Olympic  games,  or  the  amphitheatres 
of  Rome,  to  the  Circus  of  Pans  ?  The  ancients  made  their  horses  walk, 
Franconi  makes  them  waltz;  they  sat  upon  their  saddles,  Franconi 
dances,  juggles,  dines,  and  dresses  upon  his.  Franconi  and  the  Revola- 
tion  of  '93  began  their  respective  exercises  together ;  since  that  date  he 
has  provided  the  horses  for  nearly  all  great  public  festivals — bay  for  Uie 
fetes  of  the  Revolution,  piebald  for  the  triumphs  of  the  Empire,  and 
white  for  the  Restoration  of  the  Lily.  Some  people  pretend  that  the 
same  horse  brought  back  Napoleon  firom  Elba  and  Charles  X.  from 
Ghent ;  but  we  have  too  high  an  opinion  of  the  equine  race  to  believe  it 
capable  of  a  versatility  of  which  public  men  alone  have  hitherto  afforded 
the  example. 

The  erection  of  the  huge  amphitheatres  in  which  Franconi  exhibits  the 
talent  and  magnificence  of  his  troupe  was  conceived  by  himself,  and  car- 
ried out  by  his  energy  and  determination.  Despising,  from  all  the  eleva- 
tion of  his  noblest  steed,  the  half-naked  nomads  who,  until  his  advent, 
had  been  the  only  exhibitors  of  his  art,  he  has  raised  equitation  to  a 
science,  and  has  given  it  a  palace  for  its  home.  His  success  has  been 
apocryphal. 

It  is  in  the  Champs  Elysees  that  the  public  fetes  (national,  royal,  or 
imperial,  according  to  the  result  of  the  latest  revolution)  are  g^ven ;  they 
are  the  classic  ground  of  illuminations  and  fireworks ;  in  the  gpneat  avenue, 
beneath  the  trees  which  date  from  Louis  XIII.,  the  popular  crowd  dis- 
ports itself  on  gala  days.  Under  the  Directory  these  fetes  were  Greek; 
under  the  Empire,  Roman ;  those  of  the  Restoration  distinguished  them- 
selves by  a  most  copious  distribution  of  garlic  sausages ;  and  the  Republic 
of  1848  has  reverted  to  the  Athenian  model,  with  its  white  virgins, 
antique  car,  and  bull  with  gilded  horns.  The  ibis  and  sphynx  have  as 
yet  appeared  only  once ;  but  perhaps  the  Eg}*ptian  style  may  become 
fashionable  in  its  turn. 

There  are  four  or  five  cafes  in  the  Champs  Elysees  which  give  evening 
concerts,  where  the  singing  is  severely  proper,  and  generally  of  better 
quality  than  the  liquors.  The  proprietor  of  one  of  them  has,  however, 
immortalised  himself  by  the  introduction  of  forty  American  drinks,  to 
which  he  gives  no  name,  but  simply  distinguishes  them  by  number. 

When  you  enter  the  establishment  the  waiter  asks : 
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"  American,  sir  ?** 

"  Yes,  bring  me  an  American." 

"  What  is  your  number,  sir  ?" 

«  Eh  ?" 

''  Oh,  I  see  you  don*t  understand  our  system,  sir ;  the  doctor  will  come 
to  you." 

A  grave  personage  in  black,  with  an  impressive  white  cravat,  approaches ; 
he  considers  you  with  earnest  thoughtfulness,  feels  your  pulse,  and  sen- 
ten  tiously  remarks : 

*'  You  have  a  nervous  temperament,  sir ;  yon  must  take  number  27, 
mixed  with  13,  and,  as  you  are  just  now  a  little  excited,  add  a  dash 
of  35." 

You  discover  that  the  admirable  philanthropist,  who  places  these  forty 
fluids  at  your  disposal,  also  provides  for  you  a  guide  in  their  selection, 
for,  as  the  whole  forty  do  not  equally  agree  with  every  constitution,  they 
must  be  amalgamated  with  intelligence  in  order  to  produce  their  in* 
tended  result. 

If  tliis  truly  great  man  be  not  rewarded  by  his  grateful  country,  taste 
and  thirst  must  be  lost  to  France  for  ever. 

Near  the  musical  cafes  stands  the  restaurant  of  Ledoyer,  a  well-known 
place  for  suppers  for  two.  It  has  also  another  source  of  distinction ; 
principals  and  seconds  come  back  there  to  breakfast  after  exchanging 
shots  or  sword  thrusts  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  Whenever,  in  the  early 
morning,  two  cabs,  with  three  persons  in  each,  drive  past  towards  the 
Barrier,  M.  Ledoyer  prepares  for  the  inevitable  consequences  ;  and  when, 
an  hour  afterwards,  the  cabs  return  and  discharge  their  occupants  at  hif 
door,  he  is  ready  to  receive  them  on  the  steps,  and  blandly  observes  : 

''  All  is  ready,  gentlemen ;  I  appreciate  yonr  wants :  a  breakfast  of 
reconciliation,  at  once  soothing  and  elevating.  This  room,  if  you  please, 
gentlemen.  M.  Dumas  breakfasted  in  it  after  his  last  duel  ;  an  ad- 
mirable duel  that,  gentlemen — a  duel  of  the  most  charming  perfection. 
They  finished  it  with  six  bottles  of  champagne." 

This  excellent  restaurateur  and  sound  philosopher  gives  duck  auz 
oHves  to  duellists,  and  truffled  partridge  to  lovers. 

On  /ete  days,  the  Champ  Elysees  are  filled  with  shows  and  spectacles 
of  every  imaginable  and  unimaginable  description.  Singers,  bands, 
giants,  dwarfs,  goat-chaises,  conjurors,  cooks,  tumblers.  Punch,  games, 
archery,  weighing  machines,  tableaux  vivarUs,  dioramas,  panoramas, 
navaloramas,  all  other  impossible  ramas,  and  incredible  forms  of  amuse- 
ment which  the  intelligence  of  man  cannot  comprehend,  contend  for  the 
patronage  of  the  holiday  public. 

Such  are  the  Champs  Elysees  ;  the  promenade  of  the  great  and  the 
poor  ;  the  home  of  cheap  pleasure.  Everything  is  there,  £rom  brilliant 
balls  to  beer-stalls,  from  the  magnificent  Cirque  Olympique  to  halfpenny 
theatres.  On  summer  evenings  the  alleys  are  a  perfect  garden  of  grace- 
ful women,  dressed  to  adoration ;  while,  mingled  with  them,  stroll  the 
families  of  the  labourer  and  the  workman ;  and  this  assemblage  of  satin 
and  calico,  of  black  coats  and  blouses,  of  riches  and  poverty,  the  carriages 
rolling  past,  the  gazers,  the  crowd,  combine  to  form  a  spectacle  of  which 
the  Parisian  never  wearies,  and  which  stands  alone  in  the  world. 
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CHANGE. 

BT  MARGARET  CASSOK. 

Chapter  I. 

We  are  presaed  by  hearj  laws, 
And  often  glad  no  more ; 
We  wear  a  face  of  joy, 
Because  we  have  been  glad  of  yore. 

How  mechaDically  and  half-unconsciously  did  I  continue  repeating  these 
words  over  and  over  again  to  myself,  recalled  to  my  mind,  as  they  were 
one  evening  not  long  since,  whilst  I  stood  watdung  the  graceful  form  of 
Lady  Ravenscroft  —  ''stiller  than  chiselled  marble  standing  there»  a 
daughter  of  the  g^s,  divinely  tall,  and  most  divinely  £Eur."     Beauti&l 
Eleanor !  "  divinely  fair"  did  you,  indeed,  appear  that  evening ;  but  when 
was  the  time  that  Eleanor  Ravenscroft  ever  appeared  otherwise  ?  onoe 
behold  her,  and  never  again  could  she  forgotten  be,  and  it  was  tucti  a 
proud  beauty,  it  bore  the  impress  of  a  will  and  a  power  stamped  thereon. 
And  yet,  withal,  spite  of  the  lofty  brow  and  the  brilliant  eye,  spite  of  the 
haughty  carriage  of  that  small  head,  and  the  scornful  lip  of  the  beauti- 
fiilly  cniselled  mouth,  there  was  therewith  mingled  a  meditative  softness, 
there  pervaded  a  dream-like  charm  of  expression,  which  lent  a  sweet 
womanly  enchantment  to  the  whole,  and  no  one  could  say  her  loveliness 
was  harsh  or  unfeminine,  though  so  commanding,  in  its  character.     And 
though  so  indifferent  and  cold  its  usual  light,  there  was  at  times  a  depth 
and  a  sadness  in  the  large  dark  eye ;  and  to  one  skilled  in  reading  the  in- 
tricacies and  contradictions  of  the  human  heart,  that  look  might  suggest 
a  thought,  might  speak  a   tale,  that  mournful  glance  reveals  a]  pasty 
he  might  therefrom  argue  that  possibly  Eleanor  had  not  always  been  the 
calm  statue  she  now  seemed  but  to  be  to  the  careless  gaze  of  the  un- 
observant.    I  had  not  seen  Lady  Ravenscroft  until  this  night  since  her 
marriage -day,  and  it  was  with  a  strange  interest  I  now  beheld  her.     Her 
past  history  was  so  well  known  to  me,  with  her  real  character  I  was  so  well 
acquainted ;  I  was  curious  to  see  how  the  changes  of  time  had  acted  upon 
her  since  we  last  had  met.     And  yet,  personally,  I  had  but  rarely  crooed 
her  path — never  to  be  anything  to  her  but  the  commonest  acquaintance. 
Yet,  as  the  dear  friend  of  one  who  once  had  loved  her  sincerely,  of  one 
whose  every  thought  was  in  those  days  confided  unto  me,  in  listening  to 
him,  as  he  spoke  of  her — her  shcuiow,  as  it  were,  though  not  herself,  had 
fallen  athwart  my  life,  and  the  old  remembrances  of  days  gone  by  had 
Indelibly  impressed  her  idea  upon  the  tablets  of  my  memory.     Veiy 
rarely  does  the  opportunity  present  itself  thus  to  watch  and  study  a 
human  being  so  nearly,  ana  yet  so  abstractedly.     When  it  can  be  so, 
great  is  the  insight  it  gives  into  the  mysteries  of  the  heart  and  mind. 
When  undazzled  by  the  hues  which  personal  feelings  throw  around  the 
object,  blinding  with  their  light  and  snade  the  real  and  the  true,  you  can 
coolly,  and  yet  interestedly,  stop  to  gaze  and  ponder  with  clear  yision ; 
the  scope  given  to  you  is  great     And  I,  ever  a  quiet  spectator,  rather 
than  an  active  participator  in  the  great  battle-field  of  life,  loved  to  trace 
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the  phases  of  a  heart,  the  mental  changes  of  a  character  so  varied  and  so 
complicated,  in  the  fkir  creature  now  standing  hefore  me. 

''  How  lovely  Lady  Ravenscrofit  looks  to-night/*  observed  some  one 
near  me. 

"  Yes,  even  unusually  so,"  was  the  reply.  "  Yet,  I  confess,  it  is  hardly 
a  beauty  which  pleases  me.  I  admire  it  certainly,  no  one  could  do 
otherwise,  but  it  is  one  which  touches  me  not ;  it  is  so  cold — like  the 
sculptor  of  old ;  I  long  to  endue  the  beautifiil  image  with  a  soul,  that  I 
might  fall  down  and  worship  it.  She  is  so  marble  to  look  upon — ^no 
heart,  no  feeling  breathes  there." 

Eleanor  Ravenscroft!  and  "no  heart!  no  feeling!*'     And  the  world 

could  deem  her  so !     Cold  and  feelingless  ?     Nay,  why  should  it  marvel 

me ;  possibly  Eleanor  now  believes  herself  to  be  so  likewise ;  she  had  in 

early  Hfe  felt  and  suffered  so  deeply.     Her  youth  had  been  one  continued 

struggle  between  her  own  brignt  natural  character  and  the  faults  and 

marring  of  her  education ;  from  a  brief  dream  of  peaceful  bliss  she  had 

awakened  to  the  cold  reality  of  life ;  and  more,  she  woke  to  feel  that  it 

was  tlie  work  of  her  own  hand,  that  the  sweet  vision  had  been  dispelled, 

the  tranquil  slumber  rudely  broken ;  and  when  later  she  roused  herself, 

by  a  strong  effort  of  her  vigorous  spirit,  from  the  heavy  sleep  of  apathetic 

indifference  which  had  succeeded  her  first  calm,  child-like  slumber,  was 

it  wonderful  that  the  very  effort  itself  if  no  other  cause  had  combined, 

left  her  changed  and  spiritless,  callous  to  all  future  trials  ?     Those  who, 

like  hevy  have  drawn  so  deeply  from  the  well  of  sorrow  and  of  suffering, 

must  find,  at  length,  the  spring  &om  whence  it  took  its  rise  exhausted, 

and  so  forget,  or,  rather,  force  themselves  to  remember  no  more  the  intensity 

of  feeling  which  once  flowed  from  their  heart's  source,  even  as  a  bright 

sparkling  sunny  stream ;  though  now  dried  up,  and  only  its  empty  channel 

remaining;  and  then  they  dream   that  its  very  existence  was  but  a 

dream,  or  that,  if  it  did  exist,  the  warmth  and  u^our  of  impulse  which 

then  actuated  them  is  for  ever  extinguished !     It  may  be  so ;  but,  rather, 

may  it  not  be  that  they  have  not  broken,  only  '*  cracked  the  mould  of 

nature  ?" — that,  though  buried  deep  and  forgotten  beneath  the  assumed 

world-mask  with  which  they  have  invested  it,  the  real  character  yet 

exists,  waiting  but  for  a  touch,  a  breath,  to  relume  and  restore  it  to  its 

lost  brightness ;  even  as  the  picture,  once  brilliant  and  glowing  from  the 

master's  hand,  but  which  time  has  darkened  and  obliterated,  by  the  skilful 

touch  of  the  restorer  may  reassume  its  pristine  beauty,  and  gladden  the 

eyes  of  the  beholders.     Blessed  are  those  to  whom  that  touch  is  sent, 

who,  when  affliction  is  their  lot,  can  bow  beneath  the  rod,  patiently 

waiting  for  the  testimony  of  the  morrow,  until  the  dry  stick  "  blooms 

blossoms,"  and  shoots  forth  the  fair  almond-flower  yielding  fridt.     In 

your  patience  possess  ye  your  souls,  and  even  regret,  then,  ''  becomes  an 

April  violet,  and  buds  and  blossoms  like  the  rest,"  and  happiness  once 

more  beams  on  the  past — the  more  prized  for  her  previous  loss.     But  it 

was  not  so  with  Eleanor ;  no  morrow  dawned  for  her ;  she  did  not  wish 

it,  nor  did  she  seek  for  it,  or  it  might  have  been.     Through  "  the  haze 

of  her  grief"  only  the  twilight  glimmered,  and  that  twUight  was  no 

golden  hour  for  soft  and  pensive  contemplation ;  such  Eleanor  willed  to 

ignore  evermore — grave  and  solemn  thoughts  were  those  which  best 
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accorded  with  her  feelings  now.  She  had  hegun  life  too  baoyantly ;  ihe 
reaction  had  come  too  soon,  too  suddenly ;  and  Lady  Ravenscroft,  beaa- 
tifol,  clerer,  rich  in  the  riches  of  this  world,  and  in  every  gift  and  advan- 
tage the  world  could  bestow — Lady  Ravenscroft,  the  admired  of  all,  and 
the  envied  of  many — was  moving  on  through  life  with  a  desolation  of 
spirit  which  dimmeid  the  brightness  of  existence  with  its  blighting  power. 
It  was  the  height  of  the  London  season,  and  at  one  of  its  most  brilliaat 
reunions  that  I  now  beheld  her ;  and,  as  I  gazed,  I  sighed  with  the  in* 
tensest  sigh  of  pity.  She  stood  there  in  her  noble  loveliness,  so  maoy 
around  her  listening  to  that  soft  voice,  and  now  and  then  her  silveiy 
laughter  fell  upon  my  ear.  And  yet  I  sighed !  for,  was  it  not  the 
ghost  of  what  I  once  had  known  ?  Oh,  Eleanor !  Eleanor  I  why  should 
such  destiny  be  thine  ?  But  whither  are  my  thoughts  wandering  ?  Let 
me  recal  them;  my  reverie,  my  sorrowful  reflecUons  can  have  no  in- 
terest to  others,  for  her  past  is  unknown  to  them ;  it  is  a  sealed  hock  to 
the  world.  The  key  is  in  my  hand ;  why  pause  to  tell  the  tale  ? — whj 
hesitate  to  speak  the  Alpha  of  the  Ufe  to  which  I  have  foreshadowed 
the  Omega?  And,  indeed,  the  recollection  of  that  beautiful  £aoe  haunted 
my  ima^nation  so  painfully  after  V  had  looked  upon  its  sadness,  I  could 
not  banish  the  vision  from  before  me,  and  I  found  a  melancholy  eon- 
solation  in  spending  my  hours  recalling  my  memories  of  Lady  Ravens- 
croft,  a  rest  to  my  disturbed  spirit  in  weavmg  ihem  into  the  following 
narrative. 

This  prelude  has  prepared  thee. 

The  time  is  come  to  raise  the  veil, 

Behold  her  tliere  as  1  beheld  her  first. 


Chafteb  IL 

A  boy  and  girl  love !  'tis  a  tender  thou£^ 
Let  it  be  ever  thus. 

Thet  were  sitting  beneath  the  old  hawthorn-trees  in  her  fiather's  park, 
she  so  absorbed  in  her  book,  and  he,  that  happy  boy,  so  absorbed  in  her. 
It  was  near  the  sunset  hour  of  a  lovely  evening  m  the  beauteous  month  of 
May,  after  such  a  day  as  we  sometimes  meet  with  in  that  fairest  posses- 
sion of  the  spring-time,  a  herald  of  the  coming  summer,  balmy,  bcSBL,  and 
smiling  as  are  its  bright  hours,  but  without  its  withering  heat.  The 
parting  beams  of  the  god  of  day  tinged  with  a  rich  mellow  hue  the  land- 
scape ;  down  the  uneven  slopes  and  ridges  of  the  park  glistened  the  son- 
shine  ;  it  danced  athwart  the  tender  green  of  the  young  £61iag«d  treo,  it 
played  upon  the  yet  unleafed  ash ;  as  a  hand  laid  in  a  parting  blessing  it 
rested  upon  the  stately  chestnut-trees,  on  '*  the  deep  dark  green  of  thoir 
unvarnished  leaf,"  on  their  white  taper-like  blossoms,  so  delicately  tinged 
with  pink ;  as  a  glory  did  it  radiate  upon  those  hawthorns,  where  lingmd 
the  youthful  pair,  whilst  the  shades  of  evening  solemned  and  deepened 
the  glades  and  dells  around.  And  oh!  the  beauty  of  those  hawttiom- 
trees,  for  the  which  Morley  Park  had  been  for  ever  famous,  with  their 
strange  twisted  stems  so  gnarled  and  contorted  by  wind  and  weather,  and 
their  heavy  clusters  of  snow-like  flowers,  so  fair  and  sweet  to  look  i^wn, 
even  as  a  happy  old  age  crowned  with  good  deeds.     Beneath  the  tall 
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ookf  they  grew,  and  the  stately  oaks  towered  aboye  them,  those  grand 
and  magnificent  oaks,  old  time-grown  trees,  shadowing  o'er  the  land  of 
that  ancestral  domain,  stretching  out  their  giant  branches  over  the 
humbler  tree,  as  the  baron  of  old  protecting  his  feudal  vassal ;  and  again 
beneath  the  hawthorn-trees  sheltered  in  its  lowly  beauty  the  young  fsrn ! 
But  some  of  these  hawthorns  were  independent,  and,  as  many  a  vassal 
has  ventured  to  dare  to  do  before  them,  &ey,  too,  had  adventurously  left 
the  protecting  side,  and  sought  a  freedom  apart ;  and  so  for  some  little 
distance  on  the  outskirts  of  this  knot  of  forest-trees  might  be  seen  scat- 
tered the  hawthorns,  and  still  further  on,  some  six  or  seven  had  formed  a 
clump  together,  on  a  gentle  rising  ground,  and  this  was  Eleanor  Stanley's 
£iyourite  haunt  Court  of  Morley  had  been  for  centuries  in  the  Stanley 
family ;  they  were  a  proud,  haughty  race,  keeping  themselves  apart  from 
their  kind  in  an  exclusiveness  almost  Chinese  in  its  character.  This  re- 
jection of  the  human  certainly  had  the  same  effect  upon  them  as  that 
mode  of  conduct  has  upon  those  celestial  people,  making  them  many  a 
year  behindhand  in  extension  of  idea  with  the  rest  of  the  world,  if  there 
be  any  peculiar  advantage  attached  to  so  being ;  I  suppose  they  thought 
there  was,  for  I  never  discovered  any  other  benefit  accruing  to  them 
therefrom,  but  that  may  be  my  ignorauce !  Indeed,  I  believe  they  con- 
sidered themselves  a  separate  people  from  the  generality  of  mankind ;  the 
world  to  them  was  made  of  men,  women,  and  Stanleys,  or  (of  what  am  I 
thinking,  that  I  could  so  forget  myself?)  rather,  the  Stanleys  should  be 
reckoned  first,  men  and  women  their  dependencies.  It  is  related  that  in 
the  palace  of  the  Due  de  Choiseul  is  some  tapestry  representing  the 
Deluge,  where  a  man  is  seen  hastening  after  Noah,  and  calling  to  him, 
''  Mon  ami !  save  the  archives  of  the  Choiseul  family."  But  that  sinks 
into  utter  insignificance  before  the  legends  of  the  Stanley  race  ;  many 
have  they  carefully  treasured  of  equal  antiquity  ;  nay,  I  have  heard  that 
they,  and  they  alone,  can  trace  their  genealogy  in  direct  descent  from 
Adam.  They  scorn  the  introduction  of  the  Flood,  for  do  they  not  trust 
with  untiring  faith  in  the  dim  tradition  that  the  wife  of  one  of  the  sons  of 
the  fortunate  patriarch,  Noah,  had  been  a  member  of  the  Stanley  family  ? 
I  think  it  was  Mrs.  Jeptha  who  was  the  individual  so  honoured ;  but 
there  rests  some  little  confusion  in  my  mind  on  that  point,  and  I  will  not 
be  certain. 

Court  of  Morley  was  the  great  house,  par  excellence^  of  its  neighbour- 
hood ;  the  sun,  as  it  were,  round  which  the  smaUer  dwellings  moved  at  a 
respectftd  distance  ;  and,  indeed,  Morley  was  a  place  well  calculated  to 
inspire  respect — a  strange,  rambling  house,  gloomy  and  grand,  of  irregular 
architecture,  having  had  additions  made  thereto  at  various  times  by  divers 
owners  without  much  regard  being  paid  to  the  unities  of  the  whole.  I 
have  noticed  it  myself  and  seen  it  noticed  by  others,  the  character  there 
is  observable  in  houses — such  a  varied  expression — and  this  place  was  a 
striking  exemplification  of  the  theory.  The  house  was  so  like  its  owner; 
Fair  sevhre  was  stamped  thereon ;  no  one  could  look  at  Morley  Court  and 
oompanion  therewith  the  blessed  word  home,  with  all  its  endearing  asso- 
ciations, and  I  do  not  believe  any  one  but  his  own  family  did  feel  at  home 
there — who  could  with  Mr.  Stanley?  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  be 
thooght  to  be  one  to  depreciate  the  benefit  of  birth  or  of  ancestry  ;  well- 
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directed  it  is  a  priceless  possession  to  man,  one  which  appeals  to  his  most 
exalted  feelings,  and  adds  to  his  strength  and  dignity.     When  he  dwelli 
upon  the  thought  of  his  dead  forefathers  ;  when  with  a  swelling  heart  fae 
muses  upon  their  noble  deeds  and  great  exploits  lettered  in  the  storied 
past,  does  it  not  act  as  an  incentiye  to  keep  intact,  p^u«  from  stain,  the 
time-honoured  name  they  have  bequeathed  to  him  r     Do  not  the  yoices 
of  the  dead  speak  to  him  from  their  tombs,  calling;  him  to  prove  worthy  a 
place  in  their  sepulchre  ?     Moreover,  a  family  who  through  many  gene- 
rations have  been  raised  above  the  level  of  the  mass  of  mankinc^  nnless 
its  members  have  misused  the  great  gifts  and  advantages  bestowed  upon 
them,  their  minds  from  cultivation  must  become  refined,  and  proportaonally 
idealised  and  ennobled  ;  that  is  to  say,  if  they  have  duly  considered  the 
responsibility  of  the  trust  confided  to  them,  placed  as  they  are  as  a  beacon 
on  a  hill  to  warn  and  to  guide  their  more  lowly  brethren  in  their  passage 
through  the  perils  of  the  stormy  sea  of  life,  to  be  as  an  example  and  a 
oomforter  to  the  less  fortunate  world ; — their  lot  so  viewed  is  truly  a  great 
and  a  high  privilege  ;  thus  redeeming  the  time,  does  it  not  lessen  die  &tat 
effects  of  the  primeval  curse  ?     Does  it  not  elevate  the  soul  from  earth 
and  the  world's  strife,  and  restore  man  more  nearly  to  the  resemhlanoe 
in  which  he  was  formed  in  the  blissful  days  before  the  fell,  when  in  the 
image  of  his  great  Maker  man  became  a  living  soul  ?     But,  when  pride 
of  birth  degenerates  into  excess,  what  sight  more  piteous  for  men  and 
angels  to  look  down  upon,  nothing  more  fatally  becomes  the  wickedness 
and  weakness  of  a  character,  nothing  so  deteriorates  the  human  heart  than 
does  this  poor  vanity.     Then,  indeed,   do  *' noblest  things  find  vilest 
using,"  and  under  its  blighting  influence  existence  becomes  purposeless^ 
the  higher  powers  of  the  intellect  run  to  waste,  and  in  their  place  stands 
the  frightful  combination  of  a  deliberate  uselessness,  an  overbearing  arro- 
gance, and  a  deadening  of  intelligence.     Thank  Heaven,  but  few  such 
characters,  comparatively  speaking,  now  exist ;  the  race  is  becoming  ex- 
tinct.    In  this  wonderful  age,  when  '^  mind  is  up  and  stirrine,"  with  a 
depth  in  all  its  doings,  there  also  is  an  awakening  of  the  impulses  of  the 
long-slumbering  soiid.     The  cry  has  gone  forth,  rousing  tne  dormant 
energy  of  those  with  whom  rest  power  and  influence ;  that  little  word, 
duty^  is  no  longer  passed  by  unheeded — it  is  now,  I  trust,  becoming  not 
only  a  word,  not  only  a  subject  for  the  composition  of  fine  sentences  and 
well-rounded  periods,  but  a  deep-rooted  feeling,  rapidly  spiin^ng  up  in 
the  heart  to  bring  forth  fruit  to  perfection.     The  grain  of  mnstard-seed, 
so   long  treated  by  man  as  the  least  of  all  the  seeds,  is  becoming  a 
tree  greater  than  all  the  trees,  so  that  the  birds  of  the  air  Qiie  shelterless, 
the  homeless,  the  previously  uncared  for)  may  come  and  roost  in  the 
branches  thereof.     But  with  the  present  owner  of  Morley  it  was  not  so ; 
in  him  the  besetting  sin  of  his  ancestors  might  be  found  in  its  fullest 
development,  but  of  the  nobler  portion  of  dieir  spirit  woeful  was  the 
diminution — distant  and  cold  to  his  equals,  barely  tolerant  when  necessi^ 
obliged  him  to  hold  intercourse  with  those  he  deemed  beneath  him,  he 
had  cherished  his  pride,*  nourishing  it  with  thoughts  of  his  long  descent 
and  his  own  importance,  until  all  other  feelings  became  subservient  and 
impotent,  all  sympathies,  all  commingling  with  the  sensibilities  of  otherSi 
checked  and  deadened ;  the  inevitable  consequent  ensued,  and  though 
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his  mannezs  bore  all  the  courtesy  of  the  punctilious  politeness  of  the  old 
school,  though  in  his  own  house  carrying  his  civilities  to  an  inordinate 
excess,  the  spirit  worthy  to  bear  '^  the  grand  old  name  of  gentleman " 
was  by  no  means  his ;  the  orbit  in  which  moved  this  sadly  contracted 
mind  narrowed  with  each  revolving  year,  and  weakened  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  'intelligence.  Such  was  Richard  Stanley.  I  have  dwelt 
upon  his  character  as  the  type  of  a  race  to  whose  errors  may  be  traced 
many  of  the  evils  of  tlie  present  day,  whose  children  are  even  now 
bitterly  expiating  the  sins  of  their  fathers,  even  to  the  third  and  fourth 

feneration.     A  melancholy  specimen  he  of  the  once  noble  family  of  the 
tanleys  of  Morley,  and  poor  as  he  was  proud. 

Of  course  for  many  a  long  day  the  Stanley  family  had  been  far  above 
the  demeaning  of  themselves  sufficiently  to  heed  the  care  of  the  estates 
committed  to  their  keeping ;  *'  the  land  might  cry  against  them,  and  the 
furrows  thereof  complain,"  but  the  duty  of  their  stewardship  still  re- 
mained unheeded,  or  was  entrusted  entirely  to  the  hands  of  agents^ 
unlooked  after,  and  unthought  o£  All  this,  added  to  their  own  natural 
extravagance,  had  sorely  impoverished  their  finances;  the  place  was 
mortgaged  to  its  fullest  extent,  resources  began  to  fail,  and  when  the 
present  owner  came  into  possession,  he  found  himself  very  much  in  the 
position  of  the  gentleman  *'  whose  estate  was  barely  sufficient  to  support 
himself  and  hb  heirs  in  the  dignity  of  killing  game  !*'  Yet,  notwith* 
standing  this  cheerless  prospect,  it  had  been  a  severe  disappointment  to 
Mr.  Stanley  that  no  son  had  been  bom  unto  him.  True,  he  had  a 
brother,  but  between  that  brother  and  himself  there  existed  a  sad 
estrangement     There  had  been  a  time  once,  in  the  far  distance  of  the 

East,  when  Richard  Stanley  had  given  way  to  tenderness  like  other  men ; 
e  had  really  loved  once,  and  believed  himself  loved  in  return ;  but  his 
younger  brother,  the  light-hearted,  generous-souled  Henry,  had  coma 
between  him  and  happiness,  unconscious  of  the  misery  he  was  preparing 
for  another,  or  of  the  feelings  which  actuated  the  heart  of  the  elder 
brother,  whilst  in  Richard  Stanley's  mind  was  warring  a  furious  strife 
between  his  love  and  his  pride,  each  emotion  contending  in  turn  for  the 
mastery  :  Henry  had  already  whispered  the  tale  of  his  love  to  Alice 
CunlifFe,  and  found  a  responsive  echo  in  her  heart.  Delays  are  always 
dangerous — in  such  cases  especially ;  and  when  Richard,  conquering  his 
pride,  his  haughty  heart  subdued  by  that  all-powerful  passion,  which  in 
its  strength  wields  dominion  alike  over  the  hearts  of  the  rich  and  the 
lowly,  kneeling  at  her  feet,  in  faultering  accents  told  her  all — all  his 
devotion,  all  his  hope,  he  found  that  Jacob,  like  his  younger  brother,  had 
supplanted  him — that  now  no  love  could  Alice  give  him,  save  the  gentle 
sympathy  of  a  sister.  Then  'Move  hunself  took  part  against  himself," 
and  this  involuntary'  offence  Richard  Stanley  never  forgave.  Yet  soon 
after  his  brother's  marriage  he  wooed  another  bride,  and  success  smiled 
upon  his  suit,  and  he  wished  to  marry  now ;  he  did  not  choose  that  AUce 
should  think  he  was  mourning  or  pining  for  her,  whilst  her  path  in  life 
was  strewn  with  flowers.  ELis  wife  was  a  distant  cousin  of  his  houses 
whom  he  chose,  not  for  love,  but  because  she  was  the  only  one  he  knew 
in  his  limited  sphere  of  acquuntance  he  deemed  worthy  of  the  honour. 
He  trusted  to  find  in  her  as  proud  a  heart  as  was  his  own ;  but  Mn. 
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Stanley,  I  fear,  prored  a  most  unworthy  scion  of  her  haughty  nidtj 
though  a  representative  of  all  there  is  most  lovely  and  nohle  in  a  woman; 
hut  she  did  not  please  him.  She  was  a  fair  and  gentle  heing,  so  unHke 
all  its  other  members,  that  how  she  ever  sprang  from  that  family  was 
always  a  mystery  to  me.  She  really  loved  her  cold,  unloving  husband; 
and  angel  that  she  was,  endeavoured  to  the  last,  as  best  she  might,  to 
win  him  to  be  other  than  she  found  him ;  but  in  vain.  But  one  child 
blessed  their  union,  and  when  the  birth  of  the  little  Eleanor  vnis  an- 
nounced to  him,  it  was  a  bitter  mortification  to  Mr.  Stanley ;  and  this 
was  their  only  child,  and  he  thought  destiny  had  dealt  very  hardly 
with  him. 

During  her  lifetime  earnestly  did  Mrs.  Stanley  strive  to  coantotMst  the 
hereditary  failings  which  early  betrayed  themselves  as  radically  inherent 
in  her  daughter's  character;  and  under  her  guidance  Eleanor's  youth 
gave  promise  that  the  bright  jewel  within  would  eclipse  even  the  fidr 
casket  which  enshrined  it ;  but  she  lost  her  mother  at  an  age  when  moit 
that  anxious  fostering  care  was  needful  to  the  poor  child,  to  watch,  to 
restrain,  to  elevate  the  conflicting  qualities  of  her  versatile  nature.  And 
Eleanor  was  left  to  the  perilous  guidance  of  her  own  inlpulsivei  un- 
governed  heart,  and  to  the  indirect  influence  of  her  fathers  character. 
Time  had  in  a  manner  reconciled  Mr.  Stanley  to  ^'  his  hard  fate ;"  Eleanor 
"  grew  like  a  living  flower  beneath  his  eye,*'  and  as  she  advanced  towards 
womanhood,  her  majestic  beauty  contented  him  well ;  on  her  he  placed 
his  every  hope  for  the  re-establishmeut  of  the  primitive  grandeur  of  his 
house;  she  was  the  object  on  which  centred  all  his  vain,  ambitioos 
dreams ;  he  rejoiced  to  find  in  her  natture  feelings  congenial  with  his 
own — an  unbending  pride,  a  love  of  state  and  grandeur,  of  power  and 
sway.  And  the  subtle  sin  gained  force,  and,  snake-like,  wound  annmd 
the  heart — alas !  too  willing  to  receive  it — and,  imperceptibly,  it  abode 
there  and  flourished.  Eleanor's  chief  salvation  lay  in  the  rememhranoe 
of  her  mother,  and  of  her  mother's  counsels ;  they  often  rose  beseeching 
and  reprovingly  in  the  mind  of  the  wayward  one — a  shield  they  were 
against  evil  thoughts,  which  ever  bore  away  the  victory ;  but  her  memoiy 
now,  as  time  passed  on,  was  becoming  more  distant  and  less  vivid,  and 
when  the  sweet  voice  spoke,  only  dim  and  faint  as  an  echo  fell  its  tones  on 
the  ear  of  her  child ;  yet  unmarked  was  this  change  by  Eleanor.  More- 
over, as  yet  she  was  not  quite  bereft  of  compass  to  guide  aright  her 
erratic  course ;  the  young  mind  of  that  boy  who  sits  be^e  her  had  been 
of  more  value  to  her  than  ever  Polar  star  to  wandering  mariner.  The 
associations  of  childhood  wield  through  life  a  strange  power  over  the 
heart  of  man,  and  he  had  been  her  companion  from  her  earliest  yoatfa, 
and  the  sway  his  spirit  had  acquired  over  hers  was  very  great.  There 
arc  exceptions  in  all  rules,  and  he  was  ever  welcome  at  Morley  Court ;  he 
had  been  a  great  favourite  of  Mrs.  Stanley's,  and  it  might  have  been 
some  dim  particle  of  tenderness  in  her  husband's  breast  for  her  which 
induced  him,  after  her  death,  still  to  encourage  the  boy's  visits,  which  had 
been  so  frequent  during  her  lifetime.  And  so  it  went  on,  until  he  seemed 
almost  a  part  and  parcel  of  the  household,  and  went  and  came  as  he 
listed.  Some  might  wonder,  that  as  he  grew  to  maturer  years,  how  it 
was  that  Mr.  Stanley  felt  no  fear  in  this  intimate  companionship  betwees 
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the  jouDg  Eleanor  and  Dugald  Annesley.  But,  the  very  idea  of  such  a 
thought  glancing  even  through  his  mind !  His  heautiful  heiress  to  fall 
in  love  with  the  nephew  of  a  country  clergyman  !  Pshaw !  the  very 
imagination  of  the  thing  was  utterly  preposterous  ;  and,  besides,  he  had 
been  long  used  to  see  Dugald  near  him,  and  there  is  a  great  deal  in  that 
every-day  custom  which  serves  to  check  imaginative  faculties  being  ex* 
pended  upon  things  which  go  on  constantly  before  us  ;  and  so,  whenever 
Dugald  was  with  his  uncle,  Dr.  Markham,  an  old  bachelor,  and  the  rector 
of  the  parish  in  which  Court  of  Morley  was  situated,  and  with  whom 
he  principally  spent  his  school  and  college  vacations,  many  an  hour  did 
he  pass  in  the  society  of  Eleanor  Stanley. 

The  sunlight  is  waning,  and  the  shadows  of  evening  more  darkly 
falling,  the  hawthorn  trees  no  longer  glisten  in  its  bright  beams,  the  day 
is  £Eist  sinking  into  the  twilight  hour,  yet  still  Eleanor  remained  unspeak- 
ing,  intent  upon  her  book,  and  still  the  boy  lingers,  quiet,  musing  by  her 
side. 

"  Eleanor  !*'  said  he  at  last,  in  a  slow,  pondering  accent,  breaking 
through  the  lengthened  silence. 

*'  Oh,  Dug^ald  T'  half  startled  by  tlie  sound  of  his  voice,  half  depre- 
catingly  answered  she,  '*  I  do  beg  your  pardon  a  hundred  times,  and 
more.  I  have  been  a  most  uninteresting  companion,  but  I  was  so 
charmed  with  my  book,  I  forgot  all  else,  even  you,"  she  added,  playfully ; 
**  but  will  you  not  forgive  me  the  neglect  ?"  (more  earnestly  again  sne 
spoke,  for  he  still  looked  so  very  grave,)  **  it  was  not  indeed  my  fault ; 
but  oh !  this  glorious,  glorious  volume,  if  you  will  be  cross,  Dugald,  you 
must  blame  »V,  not  me  ;  it  does  one  good  to  read  such  things  ;  it  rouses 
the  soul,  and  makes  it  feel  its  power  ;  it  raises  it  from  earth,  where,  gro- 
velling, its  wings  but  too  often  droop  and  weaken  through  misuse,  and 
makes  it  soar  towards  it^  native  heaven.  Oh !  glorious  ambition  to  be 
great,"  added  she,  her  whole  face  illuming  with  a  noble  hght  as  she 
spoke,  "  to  carve  for  oneself  a  natne,  to  raise  oneself  from  the  common 
herd,  to  cultivate  the  intdlect,  to  strain  to  their  furthest  reach  the  powers 
of  the  mind.  Oh  !  Dugald,  intellectucd  ambition  is  a  proud  career  to  run." 

"  Eleanor,"  interrupted  he,  with  ardour,  "  do  you  feel  this ;  oh,  I  know 
such  impidse  well.  You  are  right,  Eleanor,  your  words  are  good  and 
true — nay,  your  enthusiasm  inspires  even  my  dormant  energy  once  more 
with  a  desire  to  tempt  the  perils,  to  enter  the  lists  of  the  race  for  fame. 
I  liave  often  wished  it ;  I  have  often  had  such  visions  ;  but  they  have  sunk 
back  within  my  heart,  feeling  powerless  and  exhausted." 

"  You  to  faint  thus,  Dugald  ? — you,  whose  glorious  abilities  might  do 
anything  they  would  ?  Oh !  why,  with  such  powers,  do  you  lack  the 
endurance.  Forget  the  dangers  of  the  way ;  go  on  with  the  great 
work  from  your  heart  and  not  your  head ; — look  forward,  and  see  the 
goal  striven  for  and  won — and  you — ^you  could  not  CbuI." 

^*  Mine  is  not  an  ambitious  nature,  Eleanor." 

^'  Ah !  Dugald,  I  know  you  better  than  you  know  yourself.  I  should 
say  you  were  very  ambitious  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  only  you  prefer 
dreaming  to  working ;  yet  is  ambition,  nevertheless,  the  ruling  star  of  all 
your  actions,  and  your  capacity  is  well  able  to  grasp  its  object.  Now 
bere,  in  this  very  book,  have  I  been  reading  of  one  who,  with  much  less 
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capability  than  nature  has  bestowed  upon  you,  living  in  an  age  hr^  &r 
benind  the  present  in  all  things  g^at  and  good,  of  lowly  ori^n  and  un- 
patronised  merit^ — who,  unassisted,  by  the  effort  of  his  own  strong  hearti 
by  the  power  of  his  own  strong  will,  won  the  glorious  meed  he  sought 
for,  and  with  his  brows  encirkd  by  the  imperishable  laurel  crown,  lives 
an  everlasting  life,  even  in  the  world  here  below,  in  the  inemories  of 
countless  ages  of  mankind." 

'*  The  imperishable  laurel  crown — ah !  '  it  rustles  moat  as  the  leaves 
turn  brown.'  And  for  the  few  who  succeed,  how  many  fail^  Eleanor?'' 
said  he,  despondiugly. 

*^  Because  they  wwat  faith,**  answered  the  girl ;  *'  faith  both  in  Heaven 
and  in  themselves.     Those  men  who  dare  to  be  great  vnll  be  groat." 

Dugald  Annesley's  eyes  rivetted  and  flashed  a  kindred  feding*  as  he 
gazed  upon  the  beautiful  excited  face  of  the  speaker;  but,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  he  added : 

^*  I  fear,  Eleanor,  greatness  would  be  insufficient  to  make  m^  happiness, 
if  won  for  myself  alone." 

She  looked  at  him  in  amazement,  such  a  strange  child-Uka  look  of 
wonder  passing  over  her  fair  face. 

'^  Greatness  in  itself  insufficient,  Dugald  ?  I  do  not  understand,"  said 
she,  thoughtfully.  '*  Well"  (in  a  brighter  tone),  ''  if  you  must  e'en  have 
another  incentive  to  action,  oh !  unenergetic  one,  allow  me  to  tuggiest  that 
possibly  there  may  come  a  time  when  you  may  not  only  hav6  ^f^mrseff 
to  please ;  some  fair  being  by  your  side  may  share  your  lot,  and  at  her 
feet  you  may  lay  your  laurels,  and  her  voice  approving,  perhaps  may 
have  the  charm  for  you  the  loud  acclaim  of  the  multitude  appears  not  to 
possess." 

'^  Ah  !  to  work  for  her,**  he  repeated,  somewhat  moodily,  in  a  low  sap- 
pressed  tone — *^for  her.**  And  he  looked  down,  oh!  so  thoughtfully 
for  one  so  young. 

'^  Have  I  struck  the  right  chord,  Dugald  ?**  pursued  Eleanor.  '*  Do 
you  feel  more  zeal  aroused  now  in  the  good  cause  ?** 

^*  Do  you  know,  Miss  Stanley,"  said  he,  suddenly,  ''  that  I  am  leaiviqg 
Morley  to-morrow  ?" 

^'  Yes,"  replied  she,  laughing ;  ^'  but  why  do  you  ask  ?  Do  you  thi^ 
my  ambitious  soarings  have  quite  removed  me  from  all  remeQibrance  of 
eiurthly  things?— have  acted  as  a  'Lethaean  stream'  to  all  teiresl^rial 
matters  ?  Alas !  I  remember  this  fact  well.  I  shall  miss  you  very  sadly, 
Dugald ;  but  you  will  come  back  to  Morley  ere  vexy  long,  will  you  not?" 
said  she  (more  seriously,  in  a  softer  voice). 

*'  To-morrow  1  leave  you,  Eleanor,"  said  he,  unheeding  her  laughing 
merriment ;  *'  to-morrow  1  shall  not  see  you ;  in  the  words  of  Croetbe, 
Eleanor,  *  oh,  not,  to-morrow  is  never  1'  " 

She  gave  one  hurried  glance,  and  then  her  eyes  sought  the  ground ; 
she  did  not  raise  them  again ;  the  voice  had  startled  her ;  she  had  never 
heard  those  tones  before ;  but  there  needed  no  interpreter.  In  such  a 
case,  no  experience,  no  teaching  is  required.  Heart  spoke  to  heart,  and 
in  that  momentary  look  all  was  made  clear. 

*^  Eleanor,"  continued  he,  rapidly,  "  I  am  leaving  you,  and  for  long. 
I  have  striven  to  retain  my  self-possession,  but  in  vain.     I  know  my 
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conduct  is  selfish  and  reckless,  blamable  and  inconsiderate  to  any 
degree,  in  speaking  thus ;  but,  Eleanor,  reason  has  no  power  now.  When 
I  learnt  I  was  to  leaye  you,  that  moment  told  me  how  I  loved  you ;  and, 
Eleanor,  will  you  not  pardon  me,  but  I  could  not  say  adieu,  leaving  that 
love  imspoken."  She  did  not  speak,  but  the  large  tears  gathered  in  her 
eyes,  and  she  looked  very  sorrowfully  upon  him.  "  I  thought,**  continued 
he,  his  utterance  each  moment  growing  more  hurried,  more  confused — 
**  I  thought  I  could  have  borne  to  have  parted  from  you,  with  my  love 
treasured  in  my  own  heart.  I  have  sat  nere  for  long,  Eleanor,  nerving 
myself  to  the  task,  but  your  words  have  undone  all;  resolution  has  proved 
folly — it  is  too  late  now  to  think  or  to  resolve.  Your  words,  Eleanor, 
have  awakened  dreams  of  ambition  in  my  heart ;  they  have  overthrown 
all  my  boasted  wisdom,  all  my  self-control ;  Eleanor,  your  words  have — 
have — Eleanor,  I  love  you,  deeply,  passionately  love  you.  Eleanor! 
oh,  God !  will  you  not  speak  to  me  ? — not  one  word,  Eleanor  ?" 

Her  tears  rained  fast,  her  head  was  drooping  low ;  she  was  but  a  child 
in  years — a  child  in  heart  then ;  of  what  avail  the  haughty  pride  that 
had  been  cultiu*ed  in  her  breast  ?  She  saw  before  her  the  friend  of  her 
childhood,  her  heart's  brother,  in  sorrow  and  anguish  of  spirit;  she 
heard  from  his  lips  words  which  might  have  thrilled  even  through  a 
stranger  soul,  and,  sweeping  o'er  its  chords,  rused  a  vibrating  echo. 
What  wonder,  then,  that  hers  in  unison  responded  to  the  sound,  when 
in  his  voice  uttered ;  the  pride  was  lulled  to  rest,  the  heiress  of  Morley 
was  forgotten,  the  haughty  spirit  sunk  merged  into  the  loving  woman- 
one  moment  more,  and  Eleanor  Stanley's  hand  lay  trembling  in  the 
clasping  gprasp  of  her  lover *s. 

Poor  children !  they  were  so  happy  as  they  sat  together  there,  weaving 
in  the  bright  woof  of  hopeful  fancy  the  silken  web  of  the  future,  each 
thread  Iris-tinted  and  of  gold.  Scarce  pausing  in  the  present,  but 
flying  onwards  with  rapid  flight  into  the  beauteous  re^ons  far  away — 
regions  glowing  with  gorgeous  colouring,  such  as  the  hand  of  the  painter, 
Hope,  loves  to  delineate.  Portrayed  images  of  happiness  such  as  this 
world  ne'er  bestowed  upon  her  creatures,  yet  fresh  from  his  vivid  pencil, 
inhabiters  of  his  own  distant  land.  From  the  bright  promise  of  the  pre- 
sent, overleaping  in  the  impatience  of  their  spirit  the  measured  course 
of  time,  the  slow,  lingering  progress  of  the  revolving,  the  inter. -nediate 
years,  there  rose  before  them  the  vision  of  the  full-blown  flower,  the 
completeness  of  the  destiny.  The  tree  of  life  shone  fair  to  look  upon, 
but  the  eyes,  dazzled  by  the  sunlight,  resting  thereon  beheld  not  (though 
the  very  olossoms  commingled  with  the  unfathomable  depth  of  its  dark 
foliage)  its  branches  pendant  o'er  it,  that  with  Upas  shade  drooped  the 
mournful  boughs  of  this  world's  knowledge  and  experience ; — but  they 
saw  it  not.  '*  They  deemed  that  naught  could  shadow  o'er  the  lustre 
love  had  wrought" — that  destiny  could  not  change  for  them.  And,  oh  I 
the  dreams  of  ambition  he  saw  fulfilled  in  long  array  before  him,  now 
that  the  bright  divinity  was  found  at  whose  feet  to  lay  the  laurels,  to 
encourage  and  to  forward  him  in  the  immortal  strife  he  was  about  to 
enter.  And  she,  blushing  and  trembling,  spoke  but  little;  but  that 
little  was  enough  for  the  young  lover :  it  was  a  blissful  moment  in  life's 
waste,  when  tne  present  was  the  all-sufficient — when  they  could  rest 
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content,  living  in  the  actual  hour.  And  even  when  the  parting  moment 
came — when  the  last,  last  farewell  had  heen  spoken,  its  sorrow  was  bat 
*<  sorrow's  shade*'— «ven  as  when  the  noon-day  shadow  falls  dark  reflected 
on  the  flood,  yet  over  it,  chasing  the  gloom,  and  drowning  the  sadness, 
sparkle  the  sunny  waters,  so  there  was  joy  gleaming  and  scintillating 
above,  around  them. 

^*  And,  oh  !  remember,  dear  Eleanor,"  said  Dogald  Annesley,  ^'  that  I 
leave  you  iree,  unfettered  by  vow,  unbound  by  promise  to  me.  I  shall 
not  dare  to  call  you  really  my  own  until  I  have  won  a  name  to  justify 
my  presumption,  to  make  me  somewhat  worthy  of  my  bride.  I  can 
trust  in  your  love,  Eleanor,  and  I  know  you  will  not  doubt  in  mine.  If 
you  only  knew  how  I  loved  you,  Eleanor,  you  could  never  fear  forgetful- 
ness  in  me.  My  eveiy  thought  reflects  your  image  ;  my  whole  sonf 
bears  its  impress.  As  it  is  now,  it  will  be  in  the  far-off  hour ;  for  lime 
is  powerless  to  enthral  with  change  my  love  for  you,  Eleanor." 

And  so  they  parted. 

Her  father  was  from  home  that  evening,  and  she  was  all  alone— 
alone,  spell-bound,  to  muse  upon  remembrance  ;  to  think  of  him,  to  AwA 
upon  his  words,  to  recal,  to  repeat  them  in  sweet,  low  tones,  so  gently 
to  herself ;  to  slumber  softly ;  his  image  her  last  conscious  thonglit ;  to 
wake  in  the  lonely  night  hour,  and  hear  the  accents  echo  'mid  its  stOK 
ness  ;  waking  and  dreaming  to  believe  she  loved  him.  Bat  the  morrow 
dawned,  and  with  it  came  the  every-day  existence ;  and  things  look  so 
different,  so  coldly  grey  in  the  g^sh  hues  of  morning,  to  what  they  do 
when  subdued  by  the  rosy  tints  of  eve,  they  blend  dierewith  harmo- 
niously. Yet  her  waking  thoughts  were  happiness  and  peaoe.  Why 
was  it,  then,  that  when  she  met  her  fiither,  with  his  cold,  stately,  misym- 
pathetic  manner,  his  pompous  words,  and  unidealic  talk,  a  chill  as  of  (ihe 
early  frost  upon  the  flower,  sapping  its  vitality,  fell  upon  the  young  joy* 
breathing  heart?  Why  so  thoughtful  all  the  day,  and  why,  when  in  the 
evening  hour  she  sought  her  favourite  resort,  when  the  first  smile  of 
happy  gladness  had  passed  away,  did  Eleanor  stand  beneath  the  haw^ 
thorn  shade,  with  knitted  brow  and  countenance  perturbed,  scattering 
the  white  blossoms  to  the  wind  as  she  gathered  them  with  impatient  ham 
from  the  scented  boughs  ?  then  to  relapse  ag^n  to  visionary  gladness, 
and  then  once  more  the  troubled  eye,  the  perplexed  air,  the  restless 
step  wandering  to  and  fro,  bespeaking  the  mind  so  ill  at  ease.  Oh ! 
strong,  trusting  heart,  beware  and  tremble  I  Oh !  loved  one,  be  troe  and 
fiiil  not     And  already  has  the  spirit  strife  begnn  ? 
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VALPARAISO  TO  SAN  FRANCISCO. 
(rough  notes  from  my  diary.) 

By  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

July  25,  1861. — One  and  all  tired  of  this  place,  and  are  not  a  little 
annoyed  to  learn  that  the  ship's  repairs  will  cause  fully  a  week's  further 
detention.  The  theatre  is  closed,  and  there  is  no  other  respectable  place 
of  public  amusement  open.  An  excellent  cafe^  fitted  up  in  first-rate 
style,  is  to  us  the  most  redeeming  feature  of  the  town,  and  here  every 
kmd  of  refreshment,  including  a  very  prime  cup  of  coffee,  may  be  ob- 
tained. At  all  hours  of  the  day  may  be  seen,  at  this  place,  the  principal 
merchants,  captains  of  vessels,  men-of-war  and  mintary  officers — the 
latter  of  course  Chilian,  their  xmiforms  very  showy — and,  indeed,  all  the 
first-class  men  resident  in  or  visitors  of  the  town.  As  well  as  availing 
oorselves  of  this  cq/e,  where,  by  the  way,  I  may  mention  la^  German 
companion  and  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  the  first  lieutenant  of  her 
Majesty's  steamer  Gorgon^  who  poUtely  invited  us  to  lunch  with  him  on 
boiuxl,  and  inspect  the  vessel.  We  have  access  to  the  Exchange,  and 
English  and  German  Clubs'  Reading  Rooms.  Of  English  publications 
in  the  firsts  we  found  the  Times^  Morning  Herald^  and  BelVs  lAfe ;  in 
the  second,  the  principal  English  magazines,  together  with  the  Athen€Bum^ 
Spectator^  Adas^  Liverpool  Albion^  and  Punch  ;  and  in  the  third,  the 
Economist  and  Punch.  The  German  Club  Rooms  are  fitted  up  in  a  very 
superior  manner,  having  also  a  biUiard-table  and  a  pianoforte  for  the  use 
of  subscribers. 

In  their  bearing  towards  purchasers,  the  shopkeepers  of  Valparaiso 
present  a  striking  contrast  to  the  obsequiousness  and  overdone  politeness 
of  the  same  class  in  England.  Wearing  tlieir  hats,  they  may  be  seen 
lounging  about  their  places  of  business,  smoking,  and  if  attending  upon  a 
oastoraer,  withdrawing  the  cigarette  from  their  lips  only  to  pronounce 
the  price  of  the  article  under  inspection.  The  goods  of  the  drapers  are 
chiefly  kept  in  glass-cases  ranging  the  shop  walls,  which,  as  well  as  to 
protect  them  from  the  pilfering  propensities  of  the  natives — which  the 
universally  worn  poncho  much  favours — are  evidently  intended  to  answer 
similar  guardianship  against  the  dust ;  and  of  this  article,  judging  by  the 
present  appearance  of  the  unpaved  streets  in  the  height  of  summer,  there 
must  be  an  immense  quantity.  Speaking  of  the  streets,  1  may  here 
observe  that  the  little  paving  we  have  seen  is  of  a  very  rude  kind  and  of 
but  little  service.  The  hammer  used  by  the  paviours  is  on  a  much  larger 
scale  than  those  used  in  England,  having  four  handles  worked  by  as  many 
men,  and  to  see  four  Chilian  pavioiu^  raising  and  letting  fall — the  handi 
being  withdrawn  with  its  descent — the  clumsy-looking  implement,  one 
might  imagine  by  their  looks,  and  the  time  allowed  to  elapse  between  the 
applications,  that  they  deemed  each  stroke  to  be  an  achievement  in  itself, 
whereas  two  Englishmen  would  certainly  consider  it  next  to  child's  play. 
It  seems  that  for  the  future  no  houses  will  be  erected  in  Valparaiso  of 
more  than  one  story,  in  consequence  of  the  frequency  of  earthquakes. 
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The  place  was  visited  by  several  severe  shocks  about  two  months  prior  to 
our  visit,  causing  very  considerable  alarm  and  much  damage.  Houses 
were  toppled  over  as  though  they  had  been  made  of  cards,  the  eartk 
rocking  with  sufficient  violence  to  prostrate  several  of  the  inhabituiti 
with  whom  we  conversed  on  the  subject.  The  caption  of  one  of  ^ 
vessels  in  the  harbour  at  the  time  thus  briefly  and  g^phically  described 
the  occurrence : — **  I  was  never  more  puzzled  in  my  life  than  when  I 
experienced  the  first  shock,  the  whole  of  the  ship  vibrating  in  every  tim* 
her  from  stem  to  stem  ;  and,  losing  my  equilibnum,  I  found  myself  sad*- 
denly  propelled  agdnst  the  locker.  I  had  not  the  most  remote  idea  of 
its  bieing  an  earthquake,  until,  ascending  to  the  deck  and  looking  to  shores 
to  my  great  amazement,  I  saw  the  houses  tumbling  down.'^ 

In  the  ravines  of  the  hills  around  the  town  the  mud^dweUingf  of 
many  of  the  lower  class  of  Chilians  are  situated,  perched  in  the  moot 
extraordinary  places,  some  of  them  having  not  more  than  five  or  six  feet 
of  platform  before  the  doors,  terminating  m  a  steep,  shelving,  or  predpi^ 
tate  descent,  not  unfrequently  from  forty  to  fifty  feet  in  depth,  then 
being  but  the  protection,  if  any,  of  a  clumsy  slender  rail ;  one  natundl^ 
marvels  how  the  young  Chilians  are  safely  reared  in  such  apparently  daa- 

ferous  locales  for  gambolling  years.  That  they  do  not  altogether  escape^ 
was  on  one  of  my  rambles  witness  to,  in  seeing  a  fine,  chnbby  •cheeked, 
black-haired  little  fellow,  who  was  playing  before  the  door  of  <»m  of  then 
eyrie^like  dwellings,  fall  down  the  unguarded  steep  that  fronted  hio  bof- 
hood*s  home.  The  fall  in  this  case,  however,  was  fortunately  not  more 
than  some  nine  feet,  and,  as  he  lay  roaring  in  the  dry  bed  of  a  rodcy 
gully  which  received  him,  I  expected  nothing  less  than  a  broken  leg  dr 
arm  to  be  the  consequence  of  his  mishap ;  but  the  mr  of  indifference  dis- 
played by  the  woman  who,  summoned  by  his  cries,  issued  firom  the  hut 
to  his  assistance,  picking  him  up,  and  immediately  after  admtnisteriog  a 
sound  cuffing,  whilst  revealing  that  nothing  serious  had  happened,  sug- 
gested also  that  the  tumble  to  him  was  no  novelty,  and  that  from  pnw- 
tice  he  in  all  probability  knew  how  to  fall.  Many  of  the  lower  order  of 
Chilians  appear  to  obtain  their  livelihood  by  washing,  spreading  the 
clothes  to  ary  on  the  numerous  rhododendrons  and  other  phmts  profosety 
g^wing  around  their  mountain-dwellings,  their  dryin?-groiinds,  where 
generally  from  their  steepness  there  seems  scarce  a  rooting,  appearing  to 
the  eyes  of  a  stranger  not  a  little  remarkable. 

Situated  on  the  rise  of  one  of  the  hills,  and  commanding  a  delightfal 
view  of  the  town  and  harbour,  is  the  German,  and  in  dose  proxumCy  to 
it  the  English,  burying-ground.  In  the  latter  I  observed  the  ranbi  of 
death  had  been  chiefly  recruited  from  British  vessels,  many  of  the  head- 
stones bearing,  with  the  record  of  the  name  of  the  occupant  of  the  tomb^ 
the  expressions  of  respect  and  esteem  of  brother- officers  or  fiellow->fhip- 
mates.  The  grounds  in  both  cemeteries  were  tastefully  laid  oat,  orna- 
mented with  a  great  variety  of  plants  and  rose-trees,  which,  although  at 
the  time  of  my  visit  the  close  of  their  winter,  were  in  fVill  bloom,  and  were 
particularly  abundant.  Pieces  of  marble  sculpture  of  tiie  most  exqiante 
workmanship  adorned  some  of  the  monuments,  and  though  ^ey  had 
been  exposed  to  the  air  for  years,  appeared  in  their  spotless  whiteness  as 
though  htsh  from  the  hands  of  the  sculptor.  TViietber  executed  in 
Valparaiso  or  elsewhere  I  had  no  means  of  ascertaining,  but  hmm  lit 
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hesitation  in  saying  that,  as  works  of  art,  there  were  some  of  them  well 
worthy  of  being  ranked  with  the  productions  of  our  own  Westmacott,  of 
whose  perhaps  masterpiece,  in  Rosthorne  Church,  Cheshire,  to  the 
memory  of  Beatrice  Egerton,  I  was  forcibly  reminded  by  a  similar  recum- 
bent female  figure  and  kneeling  angel  in  thb  last  resting-place  of  the 
English  dead  in  South  America. 

The  rise  of  San  Francisco  has  been  the  making  of  this  town.     Prior  to 
the  great  gold  discovery  in  California,  the  average  number  of  vessels  in 
the  harbour  were  some  thirty ;  there  are,  at  the  present  time,  at  least 
three  hundred,  and  I  understand  that  during  the  last  few  years  they  have 
Aiequently  had  more.      The  bay,  however,  being  entirely  unprotected 
from  the  north,  a  long  stay  is  anything  but  desirable.     I  have  already 
alluded  to  the  severe  norther  which  had  been  experienced  about  a  week 
before  our  arrival,  and  mentioned  its  disastrous  effects  in  the  wrecks  and 
general  damage  to  the  shipping  at  anchor  in  the  bay.     When  penning 
diat  account,  little  did  I  think  that  I  was  soon  to  behold  a  similar  scene 
of  destruction  arising  from  the  same  cause.     But  such  was  to  be ;  and  I 
yesterday  witnessed  one  of  the  most  fearfully  interesting  sights  connected 
with  the  sea  that  it  has  been  my  fortune  yet  to  look  upon.     Owing  to 
the  absence  of  all  sorts  of  places  of  amusement  in  the  town,  the  darkness 
of  the  streets,  and  the  early  hours  at  which  the  people  retire  to  rest,  we 
have  generally  returned  to  the  ship  at  gun-fire,  visiting  the  shore  each 
day  after  breakfast.     Our  customary  morning  visit  was  one  day  rendered 
impracticable  by  the  roughness  of  the  sea  and  the  threatening  indications 
of  the  sky,  announcing  an  on-coming  severe  gale.     About  mid-day  it 
blew  very  hard,  and  we  were  soon  aware  that  a  severe  norther  was  upon  us. 
Our  own  barque,  and  all  in  sight,  were  tossing  in  the  agitated  waters  like 
mere  corks,  and  on  deck  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  maintain  an  unsupported 
footing.     The  work  of  destruction  within  our  range  of  vision  was  first 
commenced  in  the  collision  of  a  large  American  ship  and  a  Chilian  brig 
which  were  anchored  near  us,  the  bowsprit  and  foremast  of  the  latter 
giving  way  beneath  the  o'ertopping  stern  of  the  ship.     This  was  fol- 
lowed by  another  collision  right  ahead  of  us,  though  further  out  in  the 
bay.      A  schooner  dragging  her  anchor,  with  a  signal  of  distress  flying, 
came  across  the  bow  of  a  brig,  where,  amidst  the  crushing  and  splinter- 
ing of  masts  and  yards,  she  became  locked  ;  at  the  same  time,  numerous 
pieces  of  timber  and  spars  floating  around  us  too  clearly  indicated  that 
the  work  of  destruction  was  very  general  throughout  the  bay.     Secure 
in  the  weight  of  his  anchor  and  chains,  our  captain  entertained  no  appre- 
hension beyond  that  which  arose  from  the  probability  of  some  other  vessel 
dragging  her  anchor  and  running  foul  of  us,  and  which,  ere  the  gale 
abated,  was  very  near  taking  place.     It  was  about  three  o'clock  in  the 
afitemoon,  heavy  rain  falling  at  the  time,  when,  about  half  a  mile  ahead 
of  us,  we  beheld  a  brig  drifting,  slowly  dragging  her  anchor,  and,  in  a 
Bhort  time»  coming  in  contact  with  a  Dutch  snip,  her  masts  in  rapid  suc- 
cession were  smashed  as  though  they  had  been  twigs.     She  was  just  in  a 
line  with  us,  and  as  we  stood  amidst  the  peltmg  rain  observing  her  with 
much  anxiety,  the  probability  seemed  very  great  that  she  would  fell  foul 
of  us  on  her  course  to  the  shore.     The  reader  must  judge  with  what 
interest  we  watched  the  movements  of  this  wreck,  as  slowly  surging  from 
the  Dutchman,  rising  and  falling  in  the  heavy  trough  of  the  sea,  her 
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masts  dragging  at  her  side,  with  threatening  aspect  she  gradually  drew 
towards  us.  When  she  had  neared  within  a  hundred  yards,  her  broad- 
side to  our  stem,  a  collision  seemed  all  but  inevitable.  But  we  were 
more  fortunate.  We  had  plenty  of  chain  on,  and  running  up  a  trysafl, 
the  wind  caught  the  canvas  just  in  time,  and  our  craft  veered  sufficieittiy 
from  the  track  of  the  helpless  deserted  wreck  as  to  escape  contact  witii 
her  bow  by  a  space  of  some  six  feet,  and  she  darted  past  us,  whilst  we 
mentally  uttered  our  thanks  for  the  escape  from  the  danger.  As  we  were 
anchored  not  more  than  half  a  mile  ^m  the  land,  we  contrived  to 
watch  her  until  she  struck  on  shore,  and  the  hungry -like  waves  with 
their  white  tops  dashed  over  her  just  below  the  spot  where  the  wrecked 
steamer,  the  victim  of  the  former  norther,  lay.  The  gale  abated  about 
sunset :  and  next  day,  it  being  fine,  we  took  a  boat  and  made  a  tour 
through  the  bay,  when  we  beheld  the  effects  of  yesterday's  unwelcome 
yisitor,  in  the  more  or  less  injured  state  of  half  the  ships  in  the  harbour. 
In  allusion  to  this  subject,  the  Neighbour,  a  small  English  newspaper 
published  here,  has  the  following  remarks : — '^  Oue  thing  is  certain,  the 
reputation  of  the  port  must  suffer  abroad  through  such  losses  of  property 
and  life  as  have  occurred  lately.  Four  men  have  been  drowned,  and  five 
yessels  have  been  wrecked  in  this  bay  within  four  weeks.  The  pecuniary 
loss  alone  will  rise  to  near  a  hundred  thousand  dollars.  Indeed,  during 
the  late  norther,  sixteen  vessels  were  more  or  less  injured." 

This  appeared  only  a  few  days  prior  to  the  setting  in  of  the  norther 
which  we  experienced,  and  whose  disastrous  effects  fully  equalled  its  pre- 
decessor.     The  same  publication  has  also  the  following : 

"  A  strong  steam- tug  would  be  of  inestimable  advantage  to  our  hsr- 
bomr.  By  its  means,  in  time  of  danger,  succour,  now  almost  out  of  the 
question,  could  be  extended  to  vessels  in  the  bay,  and  much  that  is 
valuable  be  saved.  With  tlie  high  prices  of  labour,  damage  to  ve^els 
in  this  harbour  becomes  a  somewhat  serious  matter,  which  will  be  at 
once  evident  when  it  is  stated  that  ship-carpenters  are  receiving  at  the 

S resent  four  dollars  per  day,  and  cannot  be  depended  upon  to  work  enxh 
ay  in  the  week  even  ynta  such  wages.  Well  might  the  captains,  ooe 
and  all,  with  whom  we  conversed  on  the  subject,  cry  out  against  Val- 
paraiso, with  its  exhorbitant  prices,  and  its  all  but  unprotected  bay  and 
treacherous  northers." 

The  election  for  President  of  the  Republic  of  Chili  has  just  terminated, 
Moutt  being  the  successful,  and  General  Cruz  the  unsuccessful  candidate. 
Chilians  by  birth  or  naturalisation  have  the  right  of  sufirage  if  they  are 
twenty-one  years  of  age  and  married;  and  twenty-five,  if  bachelors. 
They  must  also  know  how  to  read  and  write,  and  possess  a  certain 
amount  of  property,  to  be  determined  in  each  province  every  ten  years, 
or  an  employment  yielding  an  equivalent  income.  Each  voter  is  required 
to  be  registered  three  months  prior  to  the  election.  The  qualifications 
for  president  are,  birth  in  Chili,  possession  of  the  rights  of  suffrage,  an 
income  of  500  dollars  at  the  lowest,  and  to  be  at  least  thirty  years  fd 
age.  The  president  is  chosen  for  a  term  of  five  years,  and  is  re-eligible 
for  one  term  only.  For  re-election  to  the  office  a  third  time,  five  years 
must  intervene. 

A  railroad  from  this  place  to  Santiago  is  projected — a  woric  of  great 
national  importance ;  but,  from  what  we  can  learn,  it  is  likeij  to  remain 
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for  some  time  in  abeyance,  waiting  the  most  essential  part  of  the  requisite 
material — or,  in  other  words,  the  needful  amoxmt  of  dollars.  Pipes  for  the 
purpose  of  supplying  Valparaiso  with  gas  and  water  are  now  being  laid ; 
the  machinery  for  the  manufacture  of  gas  has,  however,  not  yet  arrived. 
The  delay  is  caused  by  the  desire  on  the  part  of  the  contractors  to  await 
the  results  of  certain  experiments  at  present  being  carried  on  in  Man- 
chester, England,  regarding  the  manufacture  of  gas  made  from  resin  as 
compared  with  gas  produced  from  coal.  The  following  are  the  custom- 
house returns  for  the  last  seven  years:  1844,  1,763,954  dollars;  1845, 
1,788,396  dollars;  1846,  2,033,013  dollars;  1847,  2,103,066  dollars; 
1848,  1,950,539  dollars;  1849,  2,323,679  dollars;  1850,  2,626,956 
dollars. 

Gambling  is  carried  on  to  a  great  extent  in  Valparaiso  by  all  classes 
of  society.  During  our  stay  in  the  place,  a  certain  captain,  whose  name 
it  may  not  be  advisable  here  to  mention,  or  to  state  more  than  that  he  had 
a  vessel  in  the  harbour,  was  the  observed  of  all  in  the  gambling  circles. 
Previous  to  his  honouring  Valparaiso  with  a  visit,  it  appeared  that  at 
San  Francisco  he  had  played  a  somewhat  prominent  part,  and  cleared 
large  sums  of  money  by  his  skill  at  billiards,  speculations  at  monti,  and 
other  games.  I  saw  this  gambling  lion  at  a  monti-table  of  the  first  class 
in  Valparaiso.  The  room  in  which  the  game  was  played  nightly  belonged 
to  an  artist,  and  during  ray  visit  heavy  sums  were  staked,  the  captain 
alluded  to  being  particularly  conspicuous  amongst  the  heavy  speculators. 
At  billiards  it  seemed  that  he  could  not  get  up  a  match,  although  there 
were  several  celebrated  players  of  that  game  in  the  town,  the  success 
which  he  had  met  with  on  his  first  coming,  combined  witli  his  San 
Francisco  reputation,  having  scared  all  competitors ;  but  at  monti,  as 
regularly  as  the  night  came,  there  was  the  captain,  staking  his  pile  of  gold 
ounces  with  as  much  safig  froid  as  though  they  had  been  but  piles  of 
penny -pieces.  The  artist,  in  whose  studio  the  game  was  played,  and  who 
received  nightly  a  large  sum  for  the  use  thereof,  was  a  somewhat  remark- 
able individual,  being  well  known  throughout  all  the  principal  towns  of 
South  America,  where,  in  his  time,  he  had  plaved  many  parts.  Whilst 
1  was  present  watching  the  game,  he  hovered  about  the  table  and  the 
doorway,  scrutinising  each  comer  with  a  searching  eye,  as  well  he  might, 
if  what  we  were  informed  was  correct,  viz.,  that  he  was  acting  illegally, 
and,  in  letting  his  room  for  the  purpose,  running  the  risk  of  transpor- 
tation or  some  other  severe  punishment.  He  wore  a  rich,  showy  dressing- 
gown,  with  a  silk  scarlet  gold-tasselled  belt;  a  massive  gold  chain 
encircled  his  neck ;  his  cap,  a  really  elegant  affair,  was  also  ornamented 
with  gold  tassels,  and  his  hands  glittered  with  rings.  Wearing  a 
moustache,  being  tall,  and  having  a  military  bearing,  as  may  be  supposed, 
he  commanded  some  little  attention  from  those  who  for  the  first  time 
visited  the  place. 

Hearing  that,  in  accordance  with  his  appearance,  he  was  very  far  from 
an  every-day  character,  that  he  had  brought  down  his  man  many  a  time 
and  oft,  and  thought  no  more  of  such  a  deed  than  of  smoking  a  cigar, 
I  entered  into  conversation  with  him,  during  which  he  informed  me  that 
he  was  an  Irishman,  and  had  originally  been  an  officer  in  the  English 
Life  Guards ;  that  he  proposed  visiting  the  States  shortly,  to  purchase 
a  first-class  roulette-table — there  not  being  one  in   Valparaiso— with 


420  VALPARAISO  TO  SAN  FRANCISCO- 

vhicli  establishing  his  son,  he  should  himself  again  leaye  the  place  for 
the  Sandwich  Islands,  where  a  leading  military  post  of  command  awaited 
him.     He  spoke  English  like  a  native  ;  and  whatever  truth  might  have 
been  in  the  rest  of  his  story,  his  stated  intention  of  leaving  for  the  (States 
was  carried  out,  as  I  subsequently  learned  from  the  captain  of  the  Aiceste, 
which  was  to  sail  a  week  after  us,  with  which  vessel  he  had  tidcen  a  pas- 
sage.     At  this  monti-table,  another  out  of  the  common  character  was 
presented  to  me  in  the  person  of  a  doctor,  who,  returning  from  an  eighth 
months'  sojourn  in  Califomia—the  vessel  to  wluch  he  was  appointed 
being  in  the  bay  loading* — was  shortly  about  to  return  to  England.    He 
was  also  a  heavy  player,  ranking,  indeed,  next  to  the  captain  ahnea^ 
mentioned,  for  Uie  huge  sums  he  staked  at  the  game.     The  doetor  wis 
a  very  intelligent,  gentlemanly  fellow,  and  following  my  introdoctiOfi  to 
him,  he*  gave  me  an  account  of  his  doings  in  the  auriferous  regiooi, 
which,  as  illustrative  of  life  in  Califomia,  I  will  briefly  recB|utolata 
**  When  I  first  lauded,"  said  my  informant,  "  I  proposed  commencing 
practice,  but  unfortunately  began  to  gamble,  and  ^edily  lost  all  mj 
capital — eleven  hundred  pounds.     Completely  cleared  out,  I  joined  a 
party  of  eight,  and  went  vrith  them  to  the  mines,  where  we  woriced  very 
hard,  gold-digging.     For  the  first  month,  living  almost  on  grass  sad 
water,  we  cleared  next  to  nothing,  but  the  month  following  were  more  fiir^ 
tunate,  obtaining  upwards  of  six  thousand  dollars'  value  to  each  man ;  whea 
I,  and  two  brothers,  of  the  name  of  Roberts,  started  on  the  return  to  Saa 
Francisco.     Haying  one  day  walked  close  upon  thirty  miles,  as  night 
approached  we  made  our   customary  fire,  took  tea,  and  immediately 
axterwards,  I,  being  excessively  fatigued,  lay  down  and  fell  fsEot  asleepy 
leaving  the  two  brotners  at  the  nre,  very  merry,  singing  and  smoking.  Not 
long  afterwards,  I  was  awoke  by  a  fearful  Indian  yell,  and  the  vcnces  of 
the  brothers  calling  my  name  :  the  Indians  were  upon  them.     But  what 
could  I  do  against  numbers  ?  Any  attempt  on  my  part  to  save  them,  wouldy 
I  knew,  be  useless .;  I  therefore  crept  away  in  the  darkness,  on  my  hands 
and  knees,  and  concealed  myself  amongst  the  bush,  where  I  lay  vmm  break 
of  day.  On  proceeding  to  the  spot  of  our  encampment,  I  found  my  two 
ill-fated  companions  both  dead,  stripped  stark,  and  covered  witb  wounds. 
The  sight  made  me  sick :  but  I  lost  no  time  in  pushing  on  my  journey.  In 
San  Francisco  I  fought  one  duel.     An  American  took  ofience  at  some* 
thing  I  had  said,  and  sent  me  a  challenge,  which  I  declined  accepting, 
sending  him  word  that  I  was  not  so  great  a  fod  as  to  stand  to  be  shot  at. 
His  rejoinder  was,  '  Well,  if  he  won't  stand  up  fair,  like  a  man,  I'll  blow 
his  brains  out  the  next  time  we  meet.'     After  receiving  his  message,  I 
thoueht  it  best  to  fight ;  we  therefore  met,  the  paces  were  measured,  at 
the  first  fire  I  smashed  his  right  arm,  which  I  afterwards  set,  and  he 
became  a  devoted  friend.  Another  time,  at  a  monti- table,  two  players  bed 
some  angry  words ;  I  was  standing  between  them^  when,  turning  round, 
preparing  to  endeavour  to  pacify  them,  over  my  right  shoulder  one  of 
them  presented  a  revolver,  over  my  left  the  other  quarrelier  presented 
another,  firing  simultaneously,  and  one  of  them  fell  dead  at  my  feet.     In 
San  Francisco  I  commenced  practice,  and  opened  a  large  drueg^-^p  > 
also  attended  the  night*  sales,  from  which  I  realised  a  good  deal  of  money. 
I  have  bought  gold  watches  at  these  night-sales  for  twenty  dollars  each,  and 
sold  them  again  next  day  for  150  dollars.   These  night-auotioneering  dis- 
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posals  of  property  are  the  result  of  the  misplaced  confidence  of  parties 
in  Europe  consigning  to  the  hands  of  swindlers,  who,  receiving  the  goods, 
and  never  entertaining  the  most  remote  idea  of  making  a  return,  at  once 
convert  them  into  cash,  no  matter  what  the  price.  This  was  a  veiy  common 
occnrrence  during  the  time  I  resided  in  the  place.  My  health  £Biling 
me,  I  sold  my  shop  and  appurtenances  for  a  large  sum  ;  and,  although 
but  eight  months  in  California,  have  more  than  realised  the  expectations 
that  induced  me  to  make  the  venture.'* 

An  excursion  which  I  made  to  a  place  called  Villa  de  Marr,  distant 
some  ten  miles  from  the  town,  and  which  is  a  £Etvourite  place  of  resorl 
of  the  Valparaisians,  furnished  an  additional  illustration  of  the  paucity  of 
^e  resouTCcs  of  the  country  around,  and  its  uncultivated  state.  Villa 
de  Itlarr  we  found  to  be  nothing  more  nor  less  than  a  small,  miserable 
village,  boasting  a  smithy  and  a  tolerable  posada ;  the  latter  finding  its 
su[^ort  chiefly  mm  the  numerous  ]^easure-parties  which  visit  the  place. 
The  roads  to  it  are  not  only  execrable,  but  indeed  dangerous,  and  scarcely 
practicaUe  by  any  other  means  than  horseback.  Our  party  consisted  <n 
some  twenty,  composed  chiefly  of  American  and  English  captains  of 
vessels  in  the  harbour.  Our  own  captain  had  arranged  the  excursion, 
being  acquainted  with  the  greater  part  of  his  brother-skippers  in  the 
place  ;  and  as  we  were  glad  of  anything  by  way  of  change,  we  accepted 
his  invitation  to  join  the  company.  All  were  on  horseback,  except  our 
captain,  mpelf,  and  two  of  our  other  passengers.  We  had  hired  a 
double-bodied  velochee  for  the  jaunt,  but  the  greedy  Chilian,  at  the  timd 
appointed  for  starting,  refused  to  take  us  unless  we  increased  the  sum 
originally  agreed  upon — ^three  dollars.  The  party  being  all  mounted,  and 
waiting  only  for  us,  the  rascal  believed  that  we  should  consent  to  his 
demand,  rather  than  cause  any  delay  by  seeking  another  vehicle ;  and, 

indeed,   we  were  on  the  point  of  consenting,  when  a  Mr.  C ,  an 

English  rendent  in  Valparaiso,  and  who  well  understood  the  natives, 
interfered,  soundly  rated  the  velochee  proprietor  for  his  attempted  extor- 
tion, and  bidding  us  await  his  return,  he  galloped  off  to  seek  another 
conveyance.  The  Chilian  called  after  him,  announcing  his  willingness  to 
a^te  his  demand  a  couple  of  dollars,  but  he  was  unheeded ;  and  after 

sohie  ten  minutes'  delay,  Mr.  C returned,  announcing  that  he  had 

been  unable  to  obtain  a  double,  but  had  engaged  two  single-bodied 
velochees,  which  soon  after  drew  up  for  us  at  the  door  of  Aubrey  s 
hotel.  Yah  Yah  and  I  occupied  one  of  these,  our  captain  and  St.  Patrick 
the  other  ;  and  all  being  now  ready,  the  whole  party  set  off  at  a  smart 
trot.  We  were  a  numerous  company,  and  most  unmistakably  did  we 
draw  upon  us  the  attention  of  the  people  in  the  streets  and  the  loungers 
in  the  balconies.  By  the  way,  speaking  of  balconies,  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  features  of  Valparaiso  is  the  numerous  picturesque  groups 
m  JuHet-like  attitudes  of  the  senoras  taking  the  air  in  these  agree- 
able addendas  to  the  superior  dwellings  of  tlie  place.  Horsemen  and 
velochees  kept  together  until  we  had  cleared  the  town,  and  then  Yah  Yah 
and  I,  like  Lord  UUin,  were  left  behind  lamenting — not  on  the  banks  of 
a  river,  but  at  the  foot  of  a  mountain,  up  whose  steep  road  the  horsemen  had 
cantered;  and  our  captain's  velochee  also  disappeared,  the  two  horses 
which  drew  it  being  aided  by  a  leader,  attacned  on  commencing  the 
ascent.     Our  steeds  came  to  a  dead  stand-sUll,  and,  in  spite  of  a  vigorous 
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application  of  our  driver's  whip  and  spurs,  obstinately  dedined  making 
an  effort  to  draw  the  velochee  through  the  mud  into  which  the  wheels  had 
sunk  pretty  deeply.  They  seemed  to  be  aware  that  it  would  be  useless  to 
make  the  attempt,  resigning  themselves  to  the  whipping,  spurring,  and 
anathemas  of  their  driver  most  stoically.  After  some  quarter  of  an  hour 
passed  in  this  useless  contest,  during  which  I  and  Yah  Yah  vainly  endea- 
voured to  make  ourselves  understood,  in  urging  the  Chilian  to  procure 
another  horse,  and  by  our  pantomine  to  show  him  that  we  would  quit 
the  vehicle  unless  he  did  so  ;  his  arm  tired  with  whipping,  and  his  tongue 
with — as  we  had  little  doubt,  though  not  undei-standing  his  language — 
vigorous  swearing,  he  unharnessed  one  of  the  animals,  and,  addressing 
us  with  some  unintelligible  jargon,  rode  away.  And  thus  stuck  fast,  we 
were  left  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  not  exactly  comprehending  the 
driver's  intention  ;  and  around  us  gathered  seversd  groups  of  Chilians^ 
whose  miserable  mud-hovels  were  scattered  around,  and  as  they  stood 
contemplating  us,  by  their  oft-repeated  cachinations  we  were  Left  but 
little  room  to  doubt  that  we  were  affording  rich  subject  for  their  native 
wit  We  were  somewhat  annoyed  to  be  thus  left  behind,  but  seeldog 
consolation  in  our  cigars,  we  resigned  ourselves  to  the  untoward  circum- 
stances, smoking  and  speculating  upon  the  groups  assembled  round  us, 
their  mode  of  life,  and  on  the  philosophy  of  the  line,  "  Where  ignorance 
is  bUss,  &c."  At  the  expiration  of  about  twenty  minutes  our  driver 
returned,  leading  another  horse,  which  he  quickly  fastened  to  the  vehicle; 
the  harness  was  composed  entirely  of  ropes  and  packthread  (the  convey- 
ance, I  may  here  observe,  was  in  good  keeping  with  its  appointments, 
being  old,  rickety,  and  very  dirty)  ;  and  following  this  arrangement  with 
a  vigorous  application  of  whip,  spurs,  and  voice,  we  set  off  once  more  on 
our  mountain-way.  The  summit  of  the  ascent  presented  a  magnificent 
view  of  Valparaiso,  the  bay  with  it^  shipping,  and  a  fine,  bold,  sweeping 
coast ;  but  the  pleasure  which  the  prospect  would  otherwise  have  afforded 
was  considerably  marred  by  apprehensions  which  we  could  not  but  enter- 
tain on  the  score  of  our  safety.  To  avoid  the  deep  ruts,  of  which  there 
are  many  between  the  blocks  of  rough  rock  composing  the  road,  our 
driver  thought  nothing  of  driving  within  a  few  inches  of  the  edge  of  au 
almost  precipitous  steep,  descending  many  hundred  feet  to  the  sea,  a  cir- 
cumstance, as  may  be  supposed,  highly  calculated  to  make  great  inroads 
upon  the  most  enthusiastic  admirer*s  enthusiasm  in  his  worship  of  the 
sublime  and  beautiful. 

As  we  proceeded  these  ruts  became  more  numerous,  and  Yah  Yah, 
with  much  reason,  began  to  question  whether  our  so-called  tour  de  />//u- 
9ir  was  likely  to  deserve  the  appellation.  The  road  was  almost  entirelj 
up  and  down  mountain -sides,  and  the  descents  were  certainly  trying  to 
one's  coolness  and  equanimity.  Having  been  much  accustomed  to  driv- 
ing, to  rattle  down  these  mountain-roads  as  fast  as  the  cattle  could  go, 
the  driver  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  gave  a  zest  and  excitement  to 
the  journey,  which,  spite  of  the  jolting,  that  had  we  not  firmly  held  on, 
would  inevitably  have  pitched  us  out.  Yah  Yah,  as  we  approached  one 
of  these  formidable  steeps,  insisted  upon  getting  out,  and  he  accordingly 
left  me  to  run  alongside  the  velochee,  and  we  dashed  onward  at  a  pace 
that  might  justly  be  termed  terrific,  considering  the  road,  and  the  state 
it  was  in.     Seeing,  however,  that  to  the  horses  it  was  an  eveij-daj 
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matter,  and  that  their  sure-footedness  was  something  approaching  wonder, 
1  had  little  or  no  apprehension  of  disaster,  and  accordingly  enjoyed  the 
excitement  which  oar  mad  career  occasioned.  The  horses  were  but 
sorry-looking  beasts,  and  that  they  worked  as  they  did  was  little  short  of 
a  miracle.  After  accomplishing  about  half  the  journey,  we  walked  up 
the  hills,  as  they  began  to  exhibit  unequivocal  symptoms  of  distress; 
our  Jehu,  meantime,  regarding  the  proceeding,  expressed  by  his  looks 
and  signs,  as  quite  unnecessary ;  indeed,  he  lU'ged  us  to  remain  in  the 
vehicle. 

We  arrived  at  Villa  de  Marr  some  half-hour  later  than  the  rest  of  the 
party,    whom   we  found  engaged  playing  skittles  for  champagne :  and 
judging  from  the  empty  bottles  and  the  relays  which  appeared  with  our 
advent  on  the  spot,  intimated  that  it  was  a  beverage  highly  relished  by 
the  general  taste  of  the  skippers,  who,  I  may  here  observe,  consisted  c^ 
Americans  and  Englbh.     Dinner  was  to  be  served  in  an  hour  and  a  half 
after  our  arrival,  and  in  that  interim,  after  the  gentlemen  had  finished 
their  game,  the  party,  with  the  exception  of  my  German  companion  and 
myself,  mounted,  and  again  sallied  forth  to  visit  a  hill  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, where  was  to  be  seen — what  does  the  reader  suppose  ? — nothing  more 
nor  less  than  a  windmill !     Having  some  feeling  for  the  overtaxed  brutes 
that  had  brought  us,  and  which  were  lying  down  on  a  little  plot  of  ground 
near  to  the  inn.  Yah  Yah  and  I  preferred  taking  a  walk,  which  pre- 
sented to  us  a  flat,  uninteresting,  marshy  country,  entirely  uncultivated, 
and  where  there  was  scarcely  a  tree  to  be  seen.    What  attractions  Villa  de 
Marr  possessed,  we  could  not  conceive  ;  and  save  the  windmill,  which  we 
certainly  did  not  see,  the  conclusion  we  arrived  at  was,  that  the  gaining 
of  a  good  appetite  for  the  enjoyment  of  a  good  dinner  was  the  leading 
feature  of  the  four  de  plaisir  to  Villa  de  Marr.     Well,  we  sat  down 
to  dinner,  and  a  more  amusing  scene  I  never  witnessed.     The  landlord 
and  hb  waiters  were  smoking  cigarettes  as  they  attended  us,  and  I  only 
discovered,  after  assisting  numerous  applicants  alternately  from  two  dishes 
which  were  before  me,  that  the  proceeding  on  my  part  was  not  one  of  the 
usual  customs  of  the  place ;  for  I  soon  found  that  the  system  here  adopted 
was,  each  one  to  help  himself,  and  that  if  I  did  not  direct  my  attention  a 
little  to  my  own  quarter,  I  should  get  no  dinner  at  all.     Somewhat  cha- 
grined at  witnessing  the  selfish  rapacity  of  the  people  around  me,  with  the 
disappearance  of  the  contents  of  the  two  dishes  from  which  I  had  been 
assisbng,  I  thought  it  time  to  look  after  myself,  when,  lo  and  behold !  my 
knife,  fork,  and  bread  had  disappeared,  as  also  my  wine-glasses.     With 
some  difficulty  I  ultimately  managed  to  procure  a  knife  and  fork,  and 
what  with  snatching  at  this,  and  grabbing  at  that,  I  succeeded  in  bolting 
what  I  suppose  must,  perforce,  be  called  a  dinner.     I  was  glad  to  quit  the 
scene,  and  resolving,  if  possible,  not  to  risk  my  neck  in  being  overtaken 
by  the  night  on  our  return,  immediately  after  dinner  I  ordered  our  velo- 
cnee,  and  we  drove  off,  some  of  the  party  remaining  over  their  wine, 
whilst  others  were  preparing  to  follow  our  example.     Whether  or  not  the 
poor  beasts  had  been  fed,  we  could  not  learn  from  the  driver  ;  that  not  a 
hair  of  their  hides  had  been  groomed,  was  too  clearly  evident,  and  from 
their  jaded  appearance,  we  were  anything  but  sanguine  of  their  being 
able  to  accomplish  the  homeward  journey.     Our  progress  was  pretty 
tolerable  until  we  arrived  at  the  first  steep  ascent,  and  then  came  the 


424  VALPARAISO  TO  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

shower  of  blows,  the  spurriDg  and  the  ejaculations  of  the  driver  again. 
It  was  cruel  work,  and  to  ease  the  poor  brutes  as  much  as  we  posaiblT 
could,  my  companion  and  I  turned  out,  putting  our  shoulders  to  the  whed, 
and  at  every  long  descent  we  ran  alongside  the  vehicle,  not  caring  to  tnift 
ourselves  to  the  break -neck  speed  with  which  our  driver,  to  make  up  lost 
time,  here  urged  his  distressed  cattle  over  a  road  which,  in  the  morning, 
we  had  found  to  be  anything  but  safe,  and  particulariy  so  with  the  un- 
certain light  of  the  gloaming-hour  around  us.  And  yet  we  had  not 
accomplished  more  than  half  the  journey  when  the  horsemen  overtook 
us,  galloping  like  mad,  their  boisterous  mirth  sounding  stnuigely 
amidst  the  mountain-wilds ;  and  drawing  rein  for  a  moment  to  exchange 
a  few  words  with  us,  they  swept  on,  up  and  away,  like  ^irits,  through  the 
deepening  grey  light,  over  the  rest  of  the  mountain-road  ;  and  again  the 
angry  ejaculations  of  our  driver,  and  the  thwack  of  his  whip  on  his  wearied 
steeds,  alone  broke  on  the  stillness  brooding  around.  We  were  some  four 
miles  distant  from  the  town,  when  the  jaded  brutes  came  to  a  dead  stand- 
still, the  wheels  being  up  to  the  axles  in  mud  :  all  punishment  was  in  vaio, 
budge  they  could  or  would  not ;  and  thoroughly  tired  of  the  whole  affiur, 
we  quitted  the  velochee,  and  struck  out,  knee-deep  in  mud,  for  Va^lparaiso. 
It  was  now  pitch  dark,  and,  as  the  reader  will  perceive,  our  situation  was 
anything  but  agreeable.  The  lights  gleaming  from  the  interiors  of  the 
mud  dwellings  of  the  villages  occasionally  bordering  the  road,  momeno 
tarily  revealed  our  figures  as  we  passed  their  doors  ;  and  here  and  there 
a  group  of  the  copper-skinned  natives  gathered  round  a  doorway,  amok- 
ing,  their  ponchos  giving  to  each  wearer's  figure  an  attitude  of  graces  wers 
suggestive  to  us  of  warriors  in  council ;  and  easy  was  it  to  conceive  our- 
selves adventurous  pale-faces  gliding  in  the  still  night  through  an  Indian 
village.  Glad  were  we  to  reach  the  last  mountain-descent,  and  to  see  the 
lights  of  Valparaiso  shining  beneath  us.  Very  tired,  and  covered  with 
mud,  we  reacned  the  town  about  eight  o'clock,  where  about  an  hour  after- 
wards the  captain  and  St.  Patrick  arrived  also ;  their  conveyance,  like 
ours,  having  broken  down,  but  not  until  it  had  accomplished  some  two 
miles  more  than  ours  of  the  homeward  journey.  The  boat  was  waiting 
for  us,  and  we  returned  to  the  ship  much  enlightened  on  the  subject  of 
South  American  roads  and  South  American  mud,  and  for  some  time  after 
formed  the  subject  of  our  conversation  the  events  attendant  upon  this 
so  called  tour  de  plaisxr. 

I  have  already  observed,  that,  although  their  winter  at  the  time  of  our 
visit,  the  temperature  was  like  our  English  summer— indeed,  somewhat 
warmer.  We  wore  only  light  dresses,  and  not  a  little  strange  appeared  to 
us  the  residents  of  the  place,  attired  iu  clothing  the  sight  alone  of  which 
was  enough  to  make  one  perspire.  I  think  I  have  already  stated  that  it 
was  common  for  us  to  see  the  women  in  the  huts  as  we  passed  stooping 
over  and  warming  their  hands  at  their  pans  of  burning  charcoal,  whilst 
we  perhaps  were  perspiring  with  the  gentlest  exercise.  Horses  and  moles 
are  abundant,  and  lowly  indeed  is  the  estate  of  the  family  which  does  not 
possess  one  of  these  animals.  They  are  all  good  horsemen,  bestowing, 
nowever,  but  little  care  on  their  cattle.  To  an  European  eye,  aiwthing 
but  sightly  is  the  huge,  clumsy-covered  stirrup  universally  adopted. 
Water,  bread,  fish,  &c.,  are  brought  to  the  houses  on  mules  :  water  is  a 
most  expensive  item,  being  thus  conveyed  ;  such  a  thing  as  a  pump  or  a 
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water-pipe  the  town  did  not  boast,  although,  as  already  observed,  with 
pipes  for  gas,  they  were  about  to  be  introduced  when  we  were  there. 

VigtlanteSy  the  policemen  of  the  place,  perambulate  the  town  on  horse- 
back, wearing  the  uniyersal  poncho,  but  distin^ished  by  caps  having 
bright-red  borders  and  long  sabres,  with  which  they  are  furnished.  The 
watchmen  at  night  are  called  serenas,  and  the  shrill  whistle  and  peculiar 
singing  of  these  night  guardians,  announcing  the  hours  as  they  pass,  is 
most  striking  to  a  stranger's  ear.  So  powerful  is  this  whistle  which  pre- 
cedes the  singing-announcement  of  the  hour  and  the  state  of  the  weather, 
that  we  frequently  heard  it  on  board  ship  in  the  stilly  nights,  althougK 
anchored  more  than  a  mile  from  shore. 

The  barracks  is  a  miserable,  straggling  structure ;  the  soldiers  a 
low-statared  body  of  men,  wearing  shabby  uniforms,  and  almost  desti- 
tute of  military  bearing,  being  in  good  keeping  with  the  building.  On 
one  of  my  rambles  I  saw  a  troop  of  Chilian  foot  on  the  march  ;  they  had 
come  from  Santiago,  and  I  met  thetn  descending  the  last  mountain-road, 
at  the  base  of  which  commenced  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  They  did 
not  preserve  the  slightest  order  in  their  march,  straggling  all  over  the 
road,  whilst  the  officers — their  horses  being  led — rode  in  velochees.  The 
baggage-waggons  were  drawn  by  oxen,  moving  lazily  along ;  and  the  men, 
being  footsore,  tired,  and  covered  with  dust — their  disordered  array — and 
the  officers  in  the  shabby  velochees,  with  their  heads  wrapped  up,  looking 
as  much  like  old  women  as  aught  else — presented  altogether  as  miserable 
a  martial  display  as  could  well  be  imagined.  At  the  foot  of  the  moun- 
tain, however,  tne  officers,  having  made  a  hasty  toilet,  quitted  the  velochees 
to  mount  their  steeds,  and  ordering  the  men  to  fall  in,  the  Chilians,  any- 
thing but  looking  heroes,  entered  the  town. 

In  taking  leave  of  Valparaiso  I  may  observe,  that  although  a  rapidly 
rising  town,  for  some  years  to  come  it  will  be  anything  but  a  desirable 
spot  to  reside  in.  The  cHmate  is  indeed  delightful,  but  there  is  a  rough- 
ness about  the  place,  a  sort  of  semi -civilisation  as  it  were,  which  only  a 
Ycry  powerful  talisman  in  the  shape  of  L.  *.  d.,  could  possibly  render 
tolerable  in  the  eyes  of  an  European.  There  are,  indeed,  but  few 
really  good  houses  in  the  place  ;  the  best,  is  a  mansion  erected  by  a 
Mr.  Warrington,  an  English  merchant,  who  has  been  a  resident  many 
years,  and  has  realised  a  large  fortune.  His  reputation  for  wealth,  indeed, 
amongst  the  Chilians  invests  him  at  least  with  an  Aladdin's  lamp ;  and 
the  estimation  in  which  he  is  held,  and  the  view  taken  by  the  natives  of 
his  residence,  may  be  inferred  from  its  being  by  them  desigpaated  **  the 
Pklace."  This  gentleman  reflects  much  credit  on  his  country.  1  was  given 
to  understand  that  he  has  been  the  architect  of  his  own  fortunes,  and  is 
held  in  high  estimation  in  Valparaiso  for  more  exalted  and  far  nobler 
Quafifications  than  his  wealth — a  liberal  mind  and  a  warm  heart.  I  received 
from  him  a  letter  of  introduction  to  a  Mr.  Bayess,  a  well-known  naturalist, 
resident  in  Valparaiso,  whose  collection  of  curiosities  I  was  informed  was 
well  worthy  of  a  visit.  Mr.  B.  was,  however,  from  home  when  I  called, 
and  I  was  therefore  obliged  to  be  satisfied  with  looking  over  his  gardens— 
the  only  private  gprounds  that  I  saw,  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Warring- 
ton's, deserving  of  that  appellation  in  the  place. 
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L'Eternit^  est  nne  Pendule,  dont  le  balancier,  dit,  et  redit,  sans  oesse,  oes  dcnz 
mots  seulement  dans  le  silence  des  tombeaux, 

Toujours!  Jamais! 
Jamais!  Toujours! 

Jacques  BRn>AiKE. 

In  an  ancient  castle,  in  the  sunny  province  of  Picardy,  there  once  lired 
a  little  child.  *^  He  was  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  was  a 
widow."  They  were  a  sad  and  lonely  pair,  for  the  gentle  lady's  heart 
was  howed  with  sorrow,  and  the  fair  child,  though  he  loved  his  mother 
fondly,  wanted  youDg  hearts  to  echo  hack  his  gladness  ;  so  his  laugh  was 
seldom  heard  in  the  castle*s  halls,  and  his  fair  head  drooped  lower  and 
lower  as  the  weary  days  rolled  on. 

In  a  comer  of  the  dark  corridor  near  his  mother's  room  there  stood 
an  ancient  clock — so  ancient  that  none  knew  how  long  it  had  stood  in 
that  gloomy  spot,  or  whose  hand  had  placed  it  there. 

Its  ehony  case  was  curiously  carved,  and  inlaid  with  brass  and  ivory;  and 
its  g^eat  brass  feet,  like  lion's  claws,  rested  on  four  broad  steps  of  polished 
marble,  which  reflected  the  dark  form  and  the  bright  face  far  below. 
Now,  the  young  child,  in  his  yearning  for  companionship,  and  hia  want 
of  somethmg  to  love,  had  conceived  a  great  reverence  and  afiection  for 
the  old  clock.  Day  after  day  he  would  creep  to  the  foot  of  the  marble 
steps,  and  gaze  with  innocent  wonder  at  the  quivering  hands  that  crept 
so  softly  round  the  silver  face,  and  listen  to  the  gentle  voice  murmuring 
mysteriously  within.  At  length  it  seemed  to  his  childish  £a.ucy  that  the 
lonely  clock  was  glad  of  his  companionship— that  the  face  grew  brighter, 
and  the  ticking  louder,  as  he  approached  ;  like  the  bounding  pulses  of  a 
friend,  when  a  loving  heart  draws  near.  Often,  when  some  childish  grief 
hung  heavy  at  his  heart,  he  would  fly  for  consolation  to  this  sure  rej'uge. 
and  with  his  pretty  head  pillowed  upon  his  arm,  and  his  soft  hair  flowing 
over  the  marble  steps,  would  He  at  its  foot  till  the  gentle  ticking  lulled 
him  into  sleep;  while,  if  perchance  some  unwonted  pleasure  had 
filled  his  little  soul  with  glee,  he  still  turned  here  for  sympathy,  so  that 
at  last,  not  a  joy  or  sorrow  had  the  child  but  he  must  share  it  with  his 
aged  friend  ;  and  many  an  hour  he  passed,  sitting  on  the  marble  steps, 
tracing  with  his  tiny  Angers  the  strange  figures  inlaid  upon  its  surface, 
and  talking  all  the  while  in  a  soft,  low  whisper,  that  sounded  like  the 
cooing  of  a  dove.  At  length,  as  time*  passed  on,  and  thought  grew 
riper  in  the  young  child's  brain,  he  fanced  he  could  trace  out  woraa  in 
the  unceasing  murmur  of  its  mysterious  voice. 

One  day  he  climbed  in  sport  to  the  top  of  the  marble  steps,  and, 
standing  on  tiptoe,  he  pulled  open  the  creaking  door,  and  stood  tiiuis- 
fixed  with  surprise  and  fear  at  the  wonders  disclosed  to  view.  This, 
then,  was  the  throbbing  heart  that  beat  so  loudly  at  his  approach — more 
loudly  then  than  ever  ! — this  was  the  gloomy  cave  where  dwelt  th«  un- 
known voice!  He  knelt,  and  gazed  with  trembling  awe;  and  as  he 
knelt,  it  seemed  to  him  agsdn  as  if  the  old  clock  whispered  mysterioos 
words ;  and  listening  yet  more  closely,  as  the  huge  pendulum  swung  to 
and  fix),  he  clearly  traced  the  words,  *'  Toujours !  Jamais !" 


THE  OLD  CLOCK.  427 

But  dark  clouds  were  winging  their  way  to  the  castle  halls.  The 
weight  of  woe  upon  his  gentle  mother's  soul  grew  heavier  and  heavier, 
till  at  length  it  bowed  her  to  the  earth ;  and  one  morning,  when  he 
&w6ke,  they  unclasped  his  arms  irom  where  they  had  been  twined 
around  her  neck,  and  told  him  she  was  dead !  Alas  I  for  the  lonely  child ! 
there  was  no  warm,  pitying  breast  to  lay  his  weary  head  on  now ;  no 
soft,  pale  hand  to  wipe  away  the  gushing  tears ! 

That  breast  was  cold  and  still  for  ever,  and  the  gentle  hand  lay,  paler 
yet,  beside  the  stiffening  corpse. 

Night  after  night  the  child  crept  to  his  dead  mother's  side,  and  laying 
his  soft,  wan  cheek  against  the  pallid  hand,  wept  for  the  bitter  tears  of 
hopeless  sorrow.  The  menials  around  him  had  no  pity  for  his  grief; 
they  forced  him  from  her  side  at  last,  and  bore  her  to  her  g^ve. 

Oh,  then  his  yearning  heart  felt  lone  indeed!  While  the  daylight 
lasted,  he  kept  down  the  choking  sobs ;  but  when  the  dark  night  fell  upon 
the  earth,  he  left  his  little  bed,  and,  lighted  by  the  glimmering  lamp  that 
hung  aloft,  he  crept  to  his  mother's  room,  that  he  might  look  once  more 
on  the  place  where  she  had  lain.  But  they  had  fastened  up  the  door  that 
none  might  enter,  and  all  his  efforts  were  in  vain. 

As  he  paused,  the  recollection  of  the  fond  words — now  hushed,  alas ! 
for  ever — which,  in  days  gone  by,  would  have  greeted  his  lightest  foot- 
step, smote  on  his  heart,  till  he  moaned  in  an  agony  of  woe  too  deep  for 
tears. 

Just  then,  however,  as  he  turned  away  to  seek  his  lonely  chamber,  a 
sound  struck  upon  his  ear — ^low,  faint,  and  broken,  like  the  reproachful 
voice  of  a  forgotten  friend ;  and  when  he  rabed  his  drooping  head,  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  old  clock  was  looking  down  upon  him  with 
a  pitying  smile,  and  that  its  g^at  heart  was  beating  in  responsive  echos 
to  his  own.  Then  he  ran  with  yearning  love,  and  flung  himself  at  its 
feet. 

"  Oh,  friend !  dear  old  friend !"  he  cried,  between  his  sobs,  "  tell  me 
but  one  thing,  if  thou  canst.     VVill  my  sweet  mother  be  happy  now?" 

And  the  soft  voice  answered  him,  "  Toujours !  Toujours !" 

**  And,  oh !  old  friend,  in  her  fjEur-off  home,  will  she  never  forget  her 
lonely  boy  ?" 

"  Jamais ! — jamais !"  said  the  voice  once  more.  And  at  the  instant — 
for  it  was  midnight — the  clock  pealed  forth  its  chimes  for  the  departing 
hour,  so  glad  and  cheering  a  peal  as  the  child  had  never  heard  before.  Jt 
seemed  to  chase  away  his  sorrow,  and  to  fill  his  soul  with  visions  of  glad- 
ness yet  to  come.  And  as  he  listened  with  clasped  hands  and  suspended 
breatn,  floating  amidst  the  sweet  sounds  of  music  around  him,  he  fancied 
he  could  hear  his  mother's  loving  voice,  whispering,  in  gentle  tones, 
'*  Jamais!  Jamais!" 

Then  he  raised  his  eyes  with  joyfril  gratitude  to  the  old  dock  s  face, 
and  he  saw  that  both  the  hands  were  pointing  heavenward,  as  if  to  remind 
him  of  the  happy  resting-place  to  n^ch  her  soul  had  fled.  Then  he 
stretched  his  little  hands  towards  heaven  too,  and  suddenly  the  holy 
prayers  which  she  had  taught  him  came  rushing  into  his  mind,  and 
witn  trembling  lips  he  repeated  them  again  and  again,  till,  as  he  prayed 
to  God  to  love  him,  and  to  take  him  home  at  last^  his  tean  ceased 
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flowing,  and  he  fell  asleep  with  his  head  upon  the  inarhle  steps,  and  a 
sweet  smile  resting  upon  his  parted  lips. 

Years  rolled  away,  and  many  a  knell  the  ancient  clock  had  rung  for 
days,  and  hours,  and  souls  departed,  and  the  child  retui-ned — ^a  man! 

Warfare  and  toil  had  marred  the  fair  young  face,  had  furrowed  the 
careless  hrow,  and  strewn  the  flowing  locks  with  grey,  while  sin  and  care 
had  set  their  seal  upon  the  bounding  heart,  till  it  was  well-nigh  turned 
to  stone. 

The  warrior  trod  with  heavy  clank  through  the  lonely  halls,  and 
thoughts  of  bygone  days  were  busy  in  his  breast. 

He  mounted  the  marble  staircase,  crossed  the  dark  corridor  with  hasty 
strides,  and  paused  at  last  before  his  mother's  door. 

His  hand  is  on  the  lock ;  but  see,  it  trembles !  From  a  distant  comer 
comes  a  well-known  sound — a  whisper,  like  the  welcome  of  a  changeless 
friend — and  with  tottering  and  uncertain  steps  the  soldier  turns  and 
stands  once  more  before  the  aged  clock.  What  tides  of  memory  rush 
o'er  him  now !     Once  more  he  was  a  c^ild ! 

Once  more  his  heart  was  pure,  and  free,  and  warm  with  holy  love ! 
And  memory  led  him  on,  till  echoing  upwards  from  the  sepulchre  of  the 
past,  he  seemed  to  hear  again  his  own  soft  babbling  voice. 

"  Oh  !  in  her  far-off  home  will  she  never  forget  her  lonely  boy  ?" 

And  once  again  the  words  seemed  floating  around  him — '*  Jamais ! 
Jamais !" 

He  stood  there  like  a  cidprit  before  his  judge  ;  his  hands  were  clasped, 
and  his  head  hung  down  upon  his  heaving  breast. 

''  Oh,  clock !  old  clock,"  he  said,  at  length,  while  big  tears  coursed 
silently  down  his  furrowed  cheeks,  '*  how  changed !  how  worthless ! 
how  degraded !  Say,  can  a  mother's  heart  love  on,  when  sin  and  folly 
have  so  stained  my  soul  ?" 

But  still  the  faithful  friend  said  on — "  Toujours  !  Toujours  I" 

"  Oh !"  cried  the  warrior  then,^and  his  proud  frame  shook,  *^  time  was, 
old  clock,  when  I  have  knelt  and  prayed  upon  these  marble  steps,  ^ow, 
did  I  raise  these  blood-stained  hands  to  God,  just  Heaven  would  sorely 
frown  upon  my  prayer  ?" 

Solemnly  came  the  answer  forth — "  Jamais  !  Jamais  I" 

When  the  hour  of  midnight  tolled,  the  warrior  still  knelt  before  the 
marble  steps,  his  hands  were  clasped  in  prayer,  and  his  eyes  were  nused 
in  trusting  confidence  to  heaven.  Well  might  the  aged  clock  ring  oat  a 
gladsome  peal  that  night,  for  it  rang  a  jubilee  over  the  soul  of  a  pemtent 
sinner,  and  the  echoes  that  answered  to  its  music  were  not  alone  of  eartL 


That  ancient  castle  is  long  since  crumbled  to  decay,  and  the  Ycice  of 
the  aged  clock  is  hushed  for  ever ;  but  those  who  wander  near  the  joins 
still  may  see  the  monument  that  marks  the  burial-place  of  the  godly 
hermit,  who  lived  and  died  in  this  deserted  spot — once  the  proud  master 
of  those  lordly  halls. 

On  the  rude  stone  that  covers  his  remains  is  carved  the  figure  of  a 
clock,  and  beneath  it  you  sUll  may  trace  the  words — "  Toujours !  Jamais !" 
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If  it  be  true  that  some  men  are  bom  to  greatness  while  others  have  it 
thrust  upon  them,  still  the  converse  of  the  proposition  is  established  oa 
equally  valid  grounds.  Before  later  events  induced  me  to  reconsider  my 
opinion,  I  ever  fancied  myself  strangely  predestined  to  become  the  shuttle- 
cock of  the  eldest  daughter  of  the  Fortune  family,  and  might  join  with 
honest  Panza  in  saying,  '^  had  mitres  been  suffered  to  rain  ^m  heaven 
on  my  head,  not  one  of  them  would  have  fitted." 

In  my  very  name  I  was  singularly  unfortunate.  Smith— can  anything 
be  conceived  more  adapted  to  floor  a  man  and  keep  him  down  when 
levelled  than  such  a  patronym  ?  Did  any  of  that  huge  family  ever  climb 
the  rugged  path  that  leads  to  eminence  ?  If  they  attempted  it,  they  were 
either  certain  to  o'erleap  theirsel'  and  fall  o'  the  other  side,  or  else  their 
first  care  was  to  disguise  the  name  of  which  they  felt  so  heartily  ashamed; 
thus-^Smithe,  Smyth,  Smythe,  or  I  even  fancy  I  have  seen  it  spelt 
Smitjhe.  Who  would  be  bold  enough  to  deny  that  the  "  crop,"  so  un- 
deservedly bestowed  on  the  hero  of  Aliwal,  stands  in  some  peculiar  and 

intimate  connexion  with  that  horrid But  I  will  do  violence  to  my 

feelings,  and  refrain  from  entering  on  a  subject  on  which  I  am  ever  too 
apt  to  grow  eloquent. 

My  good  old  father — ^peace  be  with  his  manes ! — ^was  the  happy  and  con- 
tented vicar  of  the  salubrious  village  of  Hobhole-cum- Wrangle,  situated  in 
the  midst  of  Lincoln's  marshy  fens.  From  my  birth  up  he  seemed  to  an- 
ticipate g^at  things  of  me,  and  honoured  me  with  the  praenomen  of  Edwin 
Fitzalan.  The  first,  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion,  had  its  rise  from  one  of 
his  stock  quotations,  "  In  truth  young  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy,"  which, 
with  another  equally  well  known,  expressing  the  rapid  g^wth  of  surprise 
at  the  amount  one  small  cranium  was  able  to  carry,  formed  the  Alpha  and 
Omega  of  his  poetic  wares.  But  here  I  must  correct  myself:  he  also  ad- 
mired Horace  almost  as  much  as  he  did  port  wine,  and  had  a  predilec- 
tion for  a  rhyming  skit,  called  the  "  New  Bath  Guide,"  not  through  its 
intrinsic  merits,  but  be<»use  in  his  hot  youth,  when  Greorge  III.  was  king, 
he  had  been  fortunate  enough  to  know  some  of  the  Bath  heroes  preserved, 
as  in  amber,  therein. 

Now,  though  it  is  true  I  could  have  no  objection  to  these  high-sound- 
ing names  per  se,  yet,  when  connected  with  Smith,  they  only  resembled 
the  gold  lace  attached  to  the  actors'  bedraggled  skirts  whom  I  used  to 
gaze  upon  at  our  annual  statutory  fair. 

My  father  took  charge  of  my  education  for  the  first  few  years ;  and,  I 
may  say  without  egotism,  I  did  full  credit  to  his  exertions.  Our  village 
was  a  retired,  out-of-the-way  place,  and  he  had  little  call  for  his  inter- 
ference either  in  a  clerical  or  magisterial  capacity.  The  only  person  who 
caused  him  any  serious  trouble  was  the  landlord  of  our  one  inn,  who, 
whenever  he  got  drunk  and  quarrelsome,  would  rip  up  the  beds,  shake 
th«  feathers  ont  of  window  on  the  heads  of  passers-by,  and  stick  out  a 
broom  as  an  intimation  that  he  wanted  a  new  wife.  But  this  worthy, 
after  a  while,  quitted  us  to  seek  a  larger  scope  for  his  peculiar  talents  m 
London,  and  my  father  was  rejoiced  at  being  able  to  devote  the  time  thus 
gained  to  the  furtherance  of  my  education. 
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When  he  considered  me  sufficiently  stufFed  with  Latin  and  Greek,  he 
sent  me  as  a  hoarder  to  a  neighbouring  colle^ate  school,  in  order  that  I 
might  gain  one  of  the  numerous  scholarships  attached  to  the  foundation. 
This  I  may  consider  the  turning-point  of  my  destiny.  Being  soon  at  the 
head  of  tne  school,  I  naturally  associated  with  boys,  or  radier  roan,  wbott 
knowledge  of  the  world  appeared  to  my  viridity  stupendous.  Their  tsiet 
of  college  life,  retailed  to  me  at  second-hand  as  they  had  received  then 
&om  their  elder  brothers,  seemed  to  open  to  my  enraptured  view  visioiii 
of  fairy  land  all  ^^  green"  and  gold,  and  I  became  all  impatience  to  throw 
off  the  trammels  of  home,  and  launch  into  a  world  of  pleasure,  where  I 
would  prove  myself  no  fool  by  following  old  Martin  Ludier'a  advicse, 

Wer  nicht  liebt  Wein,  Weib  und  Gresang, 
Der  bleibt  eiu  Narr  sein  Leben  lang. 

The  long  expected  day  soon  arrived,  and  still  but  a  child  in-  years^  bat 
a  man  in  precociousness,  I  passed  my  examination,  and.  became  entitled  tor 
a  scholarship  of  sixty  pounds  a  year  at  St.  Crispin's  College,  Oxfords  The 
necessary  arrangements  were  speedily  made  ;  the  tailor  called  into  reqoir 
flition,  and  my  first  tail-coat  brought  home  in  time  for  me  to  panade  it  in 
our  church,  while  mounting  the  reading-desk  in  order  to  deliver^  **  witk 
proper  emphasis  and  good  discretion/'  the  lessons  of  the  day.  My  £itiisr 
being  laid  on  the  shelf  by  a  severe  attack  of  gout,  was  unahle  to  aecom* 
pany  me  on  my  first  flight  into  the  world,  and  therefore  aent  me  off  with 
a  number  of  introductory  letters  to  college  dons,  his  former  acquaintaneet 
(and  which,  by  the  way,  I  never  left,  because  it  was  deemed  slow  to  asto-' 
oiate  with  men  of  talent),  and  fifteen  pounds,  the  first  instalment  of  the 
annual  allowance  he  intended  to  add  to  my  stipendiuro.  He  stated,  that 
in  his  '*  common  room  days  (poor  innocent !  nous  avoiu  change  kmi 
eela)  such  a  sum  was  amply  sufficient  to  defray  all  expenses,  and  leave  a 
handsome  surplus  as  pocket-money."  Of  course  he  read  me  many  exhor- 
tations on  the  folly  of  running  into  debt,  to  which  I  dutifully  listened,  and 
really  intended  to  obey,  as  I  thought  myself  possessed  of  a  gold  mine  in 
the  sum  I  was  for  the  nrst  time  in  my  lire  enabled  to  call  my  own-. 

In  those  days  railways  were  not,  and  I,  therefore,  went  to  Binninghaiii, 
and  thence  to  Oxford,  by  the  coach,  which  was  tooled^  by  that  Black 


Crispin's  satn  et  saufi  After  subsenbing 
the  Thirty-nine  Articles  in  the  diape  of  three  pounds  odd^  my  coSeg» 
life  may  be  said  to  have  commenced.  I  soon  decided'  on  a  set  of  eham* 
beis  next  the  sky,  partly  because  the  furniture  was  in  remailcably  good 
condition — ^which  was  far  from  the  case  in  other  rooms  I  visited)  wfaieh 
had  been  tenanted  by  '^  rowing"  men — (N.B.  This  wood  is  decived  frooL 
^^row,"  explained  by  the  Lexicog^pher  to  mean  a  great  noise  tn  distuii^ 
ance) — and  partly  through  the  advice  of  the  old  scout  that  it  was  exip^ 
dient  to  rise  as  high  as  possible,  and  so  axrert  the  danger  of  ^^  hay 
being  made  in  my  rooms,"  which,  though  I  did  not  undacstaod^  imnrsTd 
to  menace  some  latent  eviL 

I  was,  however,,  soon  to  become  acquainted  practicaliy  witb  tiie  mean-- 
ing  of  this  phrase.  I  had  gone  out  to  take  a  walk  round  Chnat  Chivdi 
meadows  in  all  the  dignity  of  my  new  cap  and  gowa^  wheos  I  nthiiad 
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away  the  time  till  Merton  bells  remioded  me  of  afternoon  chapel.  A 
true  freshman,  I  rushed  to  my  rooms  dreadfully  alarmed  at  the  prospect 
of  being  late,  and,  on  opening  the  door,  stood  utterly  petrified  with 
astonishment.  When  I  had  cpiitted  them  some  two  hours  previously, 
they  had  been  Tery  decently  furnished,  and  now  there  was  not  a  single 
article  m  either  of  my  two  apartments,  save  a  huge  pile  on  the  floor, 
which  I  found,  on  examination,  to  be  composed  of  my  sheets  carefully 
wrapped  round  large  lumps  of  coal.  This  was  the  St.  Crispin  method  of 
making  hay. 

However,  after  a  little  while,  I  became  acquainted  with  a  very  jolly 
set  of  fellows,  and  became  initiated  into  life,  that  is,  the  universi^  sort 
Breakfast  and  supper  parties,  wines  and  lunches,  filled  up  most  of  the 
spare  time,  accompanied  by  visits  to  ^*  the  High,"  and  lessons  in  the  art 
ot  going  tick.  The  stock  of  classics  I  brought  with  me  from  school 
answered  all  the  purposes  of  the  lecture-room,  and  as  long  as  I  attended 
there,  and  at  chapel,  no  one  troubled  himself  as  to  the  way  in  which  I 
spent  the  remaining  nine-tenths  of  the  day. 

When  I  come  to  look  back  on  this  portion  of  my  existence,  I  blush 
with  shame  at  the  thought  of  the  melancholy  way  in  which  it  was  spent. 
I  am  sure,  now,  I  could  not  by  any  possibility  sit  out  a  ^^  wine."  Heavens ! 
what  insufferably  dull  affairs  they  were !  A  heap  of  bad  port,  raw  ices, 
and  rank  cigars,  were  consumed,  together  with  a  delectable  beverage  our 
scout  was  pleased  to  call  *'  co£R&e."  On  very  great  occasions — such  as  a 
man  passing  his  little  or  great  go — healths  would  be  drunk,  with  the 
accompaniment  of  "  He*8  a  jolly  good  fellow,"  harmony  being  completely 
ignored ;  and  some  very  fast  young  man  would  indulge  us  with  a  flash 
song,  which  had  been  en  vogue  perhaps  two  years  before  at  the  Coal 
Hole,  but  which  delighted  us  as  much  as  the  greatest  novelty. 

During  my  first  few  terms  I  had  determined  to  read  moderately  hard, 
and  would,  probably,  have  done  so,  could  I  have  indulged  myself  with  any 
agreeable  recreation.  I  had  been  very  fond  of  cricket  when  at  school, 
and  on  reaching  the  university  looked  about  for  some  club  which  I  could 
join.  But  the  outlay  of  "ready"  necessary  before  becoming  a  member 
of  either  of  the  two  then  flourishing,  drove  me  to  turn  to  those  amuse- 
ments which  could  be  procured  for  nothing,  that  is,  on  credit,  and  com- 
prising rowing  in  the  summer,  hunting  in  the  winter,  and  riding  and 
driving  all  the  year  round.  I  believe,  however,  in  the  present  day,  a 
favourable  change  has  taken  place  in  this  respect :  the  columns  of  Bells 
life  are  now  filled  with  matches  between  colleges,  which  lead  me  to 
conjecture  that  this  harmless  amusement  has  been  patronised.  In  my 
day,  die  members  of  one  of  the  cricket  clubs  used  to  wear  green  cutaways 
with  g^lt  buttons,  and  lined  with  white  silk — an  expense  to  which,  I 
trust,  the  common  sense  of  the  present  practical  age  has  put  a  stop. 

In  deference  to  my  father's  wishes,  I  also  became  a  member  of  the 
Unron,  which  your  gentlemen  of  the  old  school  regard  as  die  mental 
pakestra  for  sueking  politicians ;  bat  I  soon  cut  it,  through  sheer  disgust 
at  tlie  mawkish  insipidity  it  was  my  hard  fate  to  hear.  I  really  believe 
they  talked  greater  nonsense  than  they  do  in  St  Stephen's,  though  my 
readers  may  fimcy  that  establishment  nuSU  seeundus  in  that  regara.  £i 
my  time,  I^iseyism  was  coming  into  bud,  and  fierce  were  tile  debates  as 
to  AneWCaithoiicism,  varied  now  and  then  by  the  all-entrancing  suljecty 
'^StuS  Cioarwett  have  a  statue?"  The  Conmgsby  o£  tfie  day  wofM  mm 
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and  then  invoke  *Hhe  sainted  image  of  the  murdered  Charles,"  call  old 
Noll  a  triple-dyed  villain,  and  so  on.  It  was  a  pity  that  he  paid  so 
much  attention  to  the  common  weal,  for  he  got  plucked  for  his  little  go ; 
and  latest  accounts  represent  him  as  tending  sheep  in  Australia,  and  pro- 
bably charming  the  woods  by  his  own  verses  ^'  On  seeing  a  Picture  of 
Charles  II.  after  the  Battle  of  Worcester,"  which  he  went  to  the  expense 
of  having  printed  for  private  circulation,  though  in  the  hurry  of  his  de- 
parture he  forgot  to  pay  the  printer. 

It  seems  to  me  a  great  pity  that  youths  are,  by  the  very  nature  of 
college  life,  forced  into  expenses  which  they  would  not  dream  of  incurring 
elsewhere.  The  university  authorities  would  do  well  to  alter  their  system 
before  the  promised  revelations  of  the  Commission  compel  a  change.  In 
my  time,  and  I  fancy  at  the  present  moment  it  is  the  same,  the  studeut 
was  an  anomaly — if  I  may  use  the  term — a  man-boy.  At  one  moment 
treated  like  a  schoolboy,  and  punished  like  one  by  impositions  which  a 
barber  or  a  bookseller  gets  done  for  half-a-crown;  at  another,  allowed  to 
do  just  as  he  please,  as  long  as  he  keep  out  of  the  proctor's  clutches.  I 
will  not  speak  of  running  into  debt,  for  this  is  impossible  of  cure  as  long 
as  tradesmen  exist;  and  besides,  the  latter,  take  tnem  as  a  body,  are  as 
honourable  and  fair-dealing  men  as  can  be  found  on  a  long  day's  march ; 
but  I  would  propose  a  proper  settlement  of  the  status  of  the  student,  let 
him  be  either  a  man  or  a  schoolboy,  not  an  amalgamation  of  both. 
Talking  of  tradesmen,  I  remember  a  freshman  getting  into  a  violent 
passion  because  a  grocer  refused  to  take  his  order.  He  went  into  the  shop, 
and  requested  ten  pounds  of  green  tea,  at  8s.  6d.  a  pound,  to  be  sent  to  his 
rooms.  The  tradesman  very  properly  refused  to  do  so,  and  evinced  a 
moral  courage  which  would  be  very  desirable  in  the  rest  of  his  eatifrens. 
But  this  will  show  the  magnificent  ideas  entertained  by  boys  just  finesh 
from  their  mother  s  apron-string,  and  revelling  in  the  luxury  of  un- 
bounded credit. 

A  truce,  however,  to  moralising.  I  dare  say  a  few  of  the  adventures 
which  happened  in  my  time  will  be  more  acceptable  to  my  readers.  At 
one  of  the  head  colleges,  a  man  much  like  Pendennis's  friend  Blundell 
Blundell  managed  to  gain  admission,  and  like  him,  introduced  gambling 
to  a  considerable  extent.  Unfortunately  for  him,  a  proctor  happened  to 
be  a  member  of  the  college,  and  he  received  information  of  the  goings  on. 
He  was  a  very  stem  man,  and  his  course  of  action  was  soon  decided.  He 
contrived  to  make  his  way  into  the  room,  concealed  himself  behind  a 
screen,  and  took  down  the  names  of  all  engaged.  The  next  day  he  ex- 
pelled the  guiltier  parties,  and  rusticated  the  weaker  vessels,  who  were,  in 
fact,  more  sinned  against  than  sinning.  The  rest  of  the  college  did  not, 
however,  feel  satisfied  with  this  display  of  summary  jusdee^  and  swore 
most  horrible  revenge.  On  the  next  Saturday  night  the  college  was 
startled  by  the  most  diabolical  shouts  and  screams,  and  the  dons,  on 
flying  to  their  windows,  were  horrified  at  beholding  an  immense  bonfire, 
composed  of  all  the  fijre-wood  in  college,  burning  in  the  centre  of  the 
*^  Quad./'  and  a  demon  dance  going  on  round  it.  The  dons  dressed 
themselves  in  all  speed,  and  flew  down  stairs  in  order  to  put  a  stop  to  the 
nocturnal  revels,  but,  like  Sterne's  starling,  they  couldn  t  get  out,  every 
door  had  been  previously  screwed  up,  that  is  to  say,  long  gimblets  had 
been  driven  in  as  far  as  possible,  and  the  handles  then  knoclred  off  with  a 
coal-hammer.    They  therefore  were  fiun  to  xetum  to  (iheir  windowSi  iutf 
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be  spectators  instead  of  participators.  The  conspirators,  after  pfiiinting 
the  doors  and  statues  of  a  bright  yermilion  colour,  retired  to  their 
couches.  The  most  absurd  part  of  the  proceeding  was,  that  most  of  the 
dons  were  also  rectors  of  outlying  parishes,  and,  on  the  Sunday  morning, 
many  of  them  were  forced  to  descend  ladders  in  order  to  get  out  of  college 
in  time  to  serve  their  churches.  Many,  however,  would  not  trust  their 
precious  carcases  to  such  frail  staircases,  and  the  college  was  turned  into 
a  workshop  for  nearly  the  whole  of  the  day  by  the  noise  of  the  carpenters, 
who  were  busily  engaged  in  cutting  out  the  gimblets — the  only  way  of 
withdrawing  them. 

Another  event  that  caused  a  marked  sensation  during  my  time,  was 
the  fact  of  a  proctor  gettmg  what  is  classically  termed  a  "jolly  good 
hiding."  One  of  our  men  was  reading,  during  term,  at  a  village  some 
eight  miles  off,  and  would  persist  in  driving  into  town  in  a  t-andem, 
partly  through  the  wish  of  being  looked  upon  as  fast,  partly  because 
there  was  a  fine  of  five  pounds  on  being  caught  in  the  fact.  The 
proctor  had  long  been  on  the  look-out  for  him,  and  one  night 
actually  set  out  in  a  fly,  with  his  myrmidons,  and  entrenched 
himself  in  a  dry  ditch  near  the  turnpike-gate.  Sharp  eyes,  however, 
had  been  kept  on  his  movements,  and  a  stableman  was  despatched  to 
meet  Mr.  Brown  (as  we  will  call  him),  and  warn  him  of  the  impending 
danger.  By  cutting  across  country  he  managed  to  outstrip  the  proctor, 
and  met  the  tandem-driving  animal  (the  definition  once  given  of  an 
Oxford  man)  about  a  mile  the  other  side  of  the  pike.  A  hurried  consul- 
tation was  held  between  the  pair,  and  they  had  almost  come  to  the  deter- 
mination of  unhooking  the  leader,  and  trusting  to  night  to  escape  the 

proctor,  when  the  X mail  came  rolling  up.     The  driver  was  an  old 

friend,  and  soon  settled  the  dilemma.  He  changed  coats  with  the  gowns- 
man, and  bade  him  tool  the  mail  in,  while  he  determined  to  follow  with 
the  tandem  a  short  distance  behind.  The  scheme  was  perfectly  successful. 
Brown  got  safely  past  the  proctor,  handling  the  ribbons  as  if  brought  up 
to  the  profession.  When  coachy  came  up  with  his  trap,  out  rushed  the 
proctor  with  his  merry  men.  shouting  "  Siste  per  fidem  ;'*  to  which  a 
rough  voice  replied,  **  Let  go  that  leader  you  precious  fool,  or  I'll  make 
you.**  Still  the  proctor  held  on  with  a  frantic  grasp,  and  Jehu,  who  was 
no  respecter  of  persons,  double-thonged  him  to  his  heart's  content.  No 
serious  result  came  from  it,  as  the  proctor  was  only  too  glad  to  keep  the 
affair  dark  ;  but  of  course  the  story  oozed  out. 

One  more  tandemising  adventure  occurs  to  me  in  which  I  shared. 
Four  of  us  went  out  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  at  a  "  mill"  between 
the  Norwich  Bantam  and  the  Hardbakeman,  which  came  off  one  hot 
summer  afternoon,  just  before  the  end  of  term.  After  witnessing  a 
display  of  ruffianism,  which  Belts  Life  was  good  enough  to  call  manly 
British  courage,  we  took  a  considerable  amount  of  that  liquid  whicn 
gladdeneth  the  heart  of  man,  and  makes  a  fool  of  him  in  the  bargain, 
and  consequently,  on  our  return  about  six  o'clock,  we  would  not  suffer 
the  ministering  stableman,  who  was  waiting  for  us,  to  take  off  the 
leader,  but  boldly  resolved  on  driving  into  town.     As  we  were  pelting  up 

C street  we  saw,  to  our  horror,  a  Pro,  who  was  just  setting  out  on 

his  postprandial  visit  of  inspection,  and  coming  fast  toward  us.  Had  he 
nailed  us,  rustication  at  least  would  have  been  our  fate.  We  had  scant 
time  for  reflection,  but  still  sufficient.    We  dashed  into  the  entrance- 
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gates  of  the  Seven  Sisters,  an  old-fashioned  inn  where  humeri  moet  did 
eoDgregate.  On  one  side  of  the  passage  was  the  ordinary,  on  the  other 
the  stairs  leading  to  the  upper  rooms.  Three  of  ns  rushed  up  these 
stairs,  and  managed  to  make  our  way  over  the  leads  into  an  adjoimDg 
house ;  the  other  of  our  party  was  not  so  fortunate ;  being  hard  pressed, 
he  had  not  time  to  cross  the  yard,  hut  flew  into  the  room  where  ihe 
fiirmers  were  assembled,  and  hid  himself  under  a  pile  of  great  coats. 
The  Pro  soon  popped  his  head  into  the  room,  but  the  farmers  were 
•tanch  to  the  backbone,  and  had  not  seen  anybody.  The  difficulty  was 
for  him  to  join  us.  This  was,  however,  effected  by  an  artinl  feint^  wfai<^ 
summoned  the  Pro  to  the  back  of  the  house,  and  gave  him  time  to  cat 
across  the  passage.  The  Pro,  thus  far  baulked,  left  one  of  the  marshal's 
bulldogs  in  charge  of  the  trap,  determined  to  And  out  to  what  stable  it 
belonged,  and  so  obtain  a  due  to  us.  But  in  this  he  was  uDSuccessfiil, 
&r  about  four  in  the  momiog  the  man  was  seduced  away  by  a  glass  of 
brandy-and-water,  and  ere  his  return  cart  and  horses  had  disappeared. 

I  will  not  fatigue  my  readers  by  any  further  details  of  so-called  fun, 
but  will  resume  the  thread  of  my  story. 

In  my  fifteenth  term  the  crown  was  set  upon  my  misdeeds  by  the 
death  of  my  father,  who  had  long  been  ailing,  and  the  consequent  loss 
of  my  allowance.  Creditors  began  to  press,  and  I  was  glad  to  pass 
through  the  schools  in  a  great  hurry,  and  accept  an  g&bt  made  me  by  my 
college  tutor  of  a  situation  as  domestic  usher  in  a  gentleman's  fiimily. 
Mr.  Dobson — such  was  my  new  master's  honoured  patronymic — was  the 
senior  partner  of  the  eminent  firm  of  Dobson  and  Huggins,  merchants  of 
far-famed  London  town,  and  rejoiced  in  a  countr}'  house  near  Streatham. 
His  whole  family  consisted  of  five  daughters,  in  an  ascending  scale  of 
ugliness,  and  two  sons,  respectively  aged  twelve  and  fourteen ;  the  two 
cubs  it  was  my  task  to  lick  into  shape. 

I  cannot  say  that  I  was  imcomfortable  in  my  new  position,  although  it 
was  a  strange  change  from  the  riotousness  of  college  life.  The  daughten 
were  very  good-natured,  though  frightfully  learned,  and  prone  to  examine 
their  brothers  as  to  their  progress,  especially  in  history  and  geography, 
two  depaitments  which  I  had  not  hitherto  found  it  necessary  to  count  ia 
the  repertoire  of  my  accompUshments ;  for,  albeit  perfSsctly  acquainted 
with  all  the  heroes  of  antiquity  and  Lempri^re's  dictionary,  I  must  can- 
dxdly  confess  the  whole  amount  of  my  knowledge  of  modem  history  had 
been  derived  from  so-termed  historical  romances.  I  managed,  however, 
to  cover  my  ignorance,  and  set  to  work  diligently  at  a  study  which  I  had 
heretofore  looked  upon  as  contemptible,  because  useless  for  universi^ 
honours. 

One  small  anecdote  will  suffice  to  lay  the  senior  Dobson'a  character 
before  my  readers  better  than  any  catcUogne  raisotinSe  of  his  manifold 
perfections.  On  the  occasion  of  the  annual  boat  race  I  plucked  up 
sufficient  courage  to  ask  him  for  a  holiday,  but,  rather  to  mj  surprise, 
he  replied  that  this  was  not  in  the  bond ;  he  had  engaged  me  at  a  liberal 
salary,  and  could  not  afford  to  make  me  a  present  of  a  whole  day,  which 
would  cost  him,  at  an  estimate,  seven-and-sixpenoe.  With  gres^tjierti  I 
proposed  to  pay  him  the  sum  ;  but  to  that  he  demurred,  as  he  could  not 
procure  a  tutor  for  his  sons  at  a  moment's  notice,  nor  for  so  short  a  space 
as  one  day,  and  his  sons  could  not  afford  to  lose  the  time ;  in  fine,  1  did 
jQOt  get  the  holiday. 
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I  stayed  neariy  two  yean  with  the  family,  when  Mr.  Dobson,  in  « 
prudent  spirit,  thought  his  sons  old  enough  to  enter  the  counting-house, 
and  the  idea  of  saving  the  expense  of  two  clerks,  as  well  as  a  totoc, 
determined  him  on  giving  me  my  eongi, 

I  had  saved  some  money  in  my  ci^city,  and  therefore  thought  i 
would  see  a  little  life.  But  a  month's  stay  in  town  soon  compelled  me 
to  look  out  for  fresh  employment.     T^  I  soon  proeured. 

The  Honourable  Lancelot  Fitzochne  had  lately  taken  unto  himself  m 
wife,  en  seeondes  noees^  the  daughter  of  an  old  roue  peer,  and  had  been 
rewarded  for  his  audacity  by  an  appointment  as  ELB.M.  Envoy  to  the 
Court  of  Henry  the  Seventy-seventh,  by  Grace  of  God  ruling  Prince 
of  Reutz-Kreutz-Schleits-Lobenstein-Ebersdorff-Gera,  &c  As  portion  of 
his  ambassadorial  suite,  he  required  a  tutor  for  the  only  ofispnng  of  his 
first  marriage,  and  I  was  selected  for  the  post 

I  was  ordered  to  join  the  family  at  Reutz,  &c.,  and  soon  reached  tbs 
capital  of  that  flourishing  principality  by  help  of  the  Batavier  steam- 
boat. I  might  here  have  a  glorious  opportunity  of  favouring  my  readers 
with  at  least  four  pages  of  *'  Mes  Impressions  du  Voyage,"  but  I  am  s 
conscientious  man.  The  Rhine  of  course  disappointed  me.  I  never 
knew  any  one  yet  who  was  satisfied  with  the  nrst  view  of  that  ^Either 
stream ;  but  then,  on  the  other  hand,  1  was  delighted  with  the  wine,  and 
revelled  in  the  '^  Baierisdi  Bier."  I  have  certainly  tasted  better  salmon 
than  we  had  at  the  table-dlidte ;  but  then  the  coffee  was  superb ;  so, 
taking  everything  into  consideration,  I  cannot  say  my  first  impressions 
were  unfavourable. 

Affcer  joining  the  Herrechaft,  a  few  days  convinced  me  of  two  facts  ; 
^le  first,  that  mine  was  a  very  anomalous  status, — as  I  afterwards  disco* 
vered,  below  the  Jager  and  above  the  butler ;  the  second,  '^  horresco  re* 
ferens,"  a  continental  abode  was  requisite  to  gloze  over  her  ladyship  s 
peccadilloes.  In  England,  and  in  the  sphere  in  which  I  had  liitherto  re- 
sided, ^e  would  have  been  considered  no  better  than  she  should  be  ;  but 
here  she  only  followed  the  example  set  her  by  the  court  and  courtiers — 
Heaven  forgive  me,  I  had  almost  written  courtesans.  Yet,  with  all  this, 
she  bore  a  most  unblushing  front,  and  her  husband,  who,  in  point  of  fisust, 
was  only  le  mart  tie  sa  femme,  consoled  himself  for  her  backsliding  by 
dutifuUy  following  the  same  road  :  consequently  the  menage  was  main- 
tained on  the  most  comfortable  and  harmonious  system. 

My  right  honoturable  pupil  of  course  took  advantage  of  this  state  of 
things,  and  though  young  in  years  was  old  in  iniquity.  We  might  now 
and  then  grind  a  page  of  Virgil  together,  but  he  either  allowed  his  atten- 
tion to  be  drawn  away  by  the  peerage — the  only  book  he  was  well  ao- 
quaintod  with,  and  from  which  he  dehghted  constantly  to  copy  his  armo- 
rial bearings— or  else  the  Jager  would  march  in  with  a  haughty  bow  of 
condescension  to  inform  us  that  the  "  Gnadige  Frau  was  waiting  for  his 
young  excellency  to  take  a  drive  to  court/' 

Beddes  his  other  sins,  he  was  continually  getting  into  scrapes,  for  which 
I  was  made  the  scapegoat.  One  morning,  I  remember,  the  town  was 
frighted  from  its  propriety  by  finding  that  the  whole  of  the  chains  orna- 
menting the  Parade  Plats  had  disappeared— of  course  by  the  honourable 
youth's  agency.  After  a  long  and  diligent  search  everywhere  else,  they 
were  eventually  found  in  the  stream  running  along  the  bottom  of  toe 
field.     Or  else  he  would  prowl  about  the  town  till  he  found  a  sentinel 
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adeep  on  his  post,  and  then  his  delight  would  be  to  fire  ofFhis  musket  for 
him,  causing  the  whole  residency  to  fancy  the  French  were  coming.  In 
short,  he  was  such  a  nuisance^  that  I  retAy  believe  the  prince  was  sincerely 
glad  when  the  revolution  of  '48  broke  out,  and  drove  the  Fitzochres  to 
re-seek  the  shores  of  their  own  fEitherland. 

This  event  was  a  sad  floorer  for  me,  for  it  temporarily  ruined  me.  The 
prince  could  not  contrive  to  make  both  ends  meet  without  permitting 
gambling-rooms  in  his  residency,  and  I  fancy  the  old  rogue  was  a  partner 
in  the  concern.  I  had  lent  my  pupil  all  my  savings  at  various  times, 
which  he  had  left  behind  him  at  the  rouge  et  noir  table.  On  the  break 
up  of  the  establishment  I  found  myself  minus  the  sum ;  for  his  father, 
with  that  Brutus- like  expression  which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume 
toward  every  one  save  his  wife,  revised  to  pay  up,  for  he  did  not  consider 
it  his  duty  to  encourage  his  son  in  his  profligate  career  by  paying  his 
debts. 

However,  thank  the  Gods  I  it  is  impossible  to  starve  in  a  country  where 
living  is  so  cheap  as  in  Germany,  and  I  contrived  to  rub  along ;  I  cannot 
say  exactly  how.  I  used  to  translate  Englbh  novels  into  Grerman,  with 
the  assistance  of  a  literat,  who  licked  the  crude  mass  into  shape,  and  re- 
ceived in  consequence  five-sixths  of  the  honorarium.  I  gave  English 
lessons  at  sixpence  an  hour,  played  the  interpreter,  wrote  advertisements, 
and  lived  serenely  in  the  midst  of  the  surrounding  troubles.  I  had  even 
some  thoughts  of  setting  up  as  member  of  the  Frankfort  parliament ;  but 
before  I  could  make  up  my  mind,  that  auc^ust  assembly  was  dissolved,  and 
I  modestly  retired  once  more  into  my  nothingness. 

One  fine  day  my  services  were  called  into  requisition  as  interpreter  for 
an  American,  who  had  contrived  to  embroil  himself  with  the  guard  by 
smoking  in  front  of  the  palace,  and  the  free  and  enlightened  had  added 
to  his  offence  by  knocking  down  a  gendarme  or  two.  By  a  deal  of 
special  pleading  I  managed  to  save  him  from  durance  vile,  and  in  grati- 
tude he  left  me  a  file  of  old  English  newspapers — a  present  which  can 
only  be  properly  appreciated  in  a  foreign  land.  While  perusing  them, 
my  eye  accidentally  fell  on  an  advertisement,  stating  that  '^  Ekiwin 
Fitzalan  Smith,  late  of  So-and-So,  might  hear  of  something  to  his  advan- 
tage by  applying  forthwith  to  Messrs.  Cheatham  and  Docket,  of  Fur- 
nival's  Inn."  How  I  blessed  my  father  for  giving  me  two  such  Christian 
names  !  There  could  be  no  mistake  in  the  fact  that  I  was  the  individual 
meant,  and  I  lost  no  time  in  making  my  whereabouts  known  to  the  firm. 
I  soon  received  a  reply  from  them,  with  a  twenty  pound  enclosed,  stating 
that  a  maternal  uncle  had  lately  arrived  from  the  Mauritius,  and  desired 
my  presence,  as  I  was  the  only  one  of  the  family  who  had  never  bothered 
him  for  money.  This  was,  however,  no  £Euilt  of  my  own,  fur  had  I  known 
where  to  find  him,  I  have  no  doubt  I  should  not  have  left  him  quiet  so 
long. 

The  rest  of  my  tale  may  be  soon  told.  I  managed  to  kill  the  old 
gentleman  in  a  few  months  ny  sheer  kindness,  and  found  he  had  left  me 
a  comfortable  fortune  of — but,  hold !  as  the  minor  melodramatist  would 
say — I  must  not  be  too  confidential,  for  fear  the  Commissioners  of  Income- 
tax  may  surcharge  me.  Suffice  it  to  state,  I  can  live  comfortably,  enjoy 
old  wine  and  new  books,  ask  a  friend  to  dinner,  and  find  time  to  favour 
my  readers  with  these  my  '<  Confessions." 
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PANTING  HEART,  LIE  STILL. 

BY   CHARLES   ANTHONY. 

Panting  heart,  lie  still ; 
Tliy  time,  thy  time  sliall  come. 

Soon  thou  shalt  take  thj  fill 
Of  other  things  than  gloom  ; 

Thou  shalt  be  free  to  do  and  will — 

Then,  panting  heart,  lie  still. 

Cold  death,  pale  and  grim, 
Tliy  strugglings,  heard,  to  live. 

When  trembled  ev'ry  limb. 
And  I  no  hope  could  give. 

Dejected,  bleeding,  pale,  and  wan, 

Yet  still  tliou  battled  on. 

Warfare  with  the  world. 
Brave  heart,  begun  with  thee. 

Ere  others  from  them  hurled 
Their  youth's  simplicity ; 

Yet  we  the  struggling  flag  unfurled. 

And  hoping,  onward  whirled. 

Panting  heart,  lie  still  ; 
This  breast  I  feel  thee  beat : 

Art  telling  of  each  ill, 
Tiiis  world  of  deep  deceit, 

Has  heaped  upon  us  day  by  day, 

While  toiling  on  our  way  r 

If  so,  take  thy  fill : 
A  rotten  world  of  cant 

Its  brimming  cup  doth  spill ; 
Its  piety  is  rant. 

Truth  and  love  are  imagery, 

All,  all  is  vanity. 

Pomp  and  bloated  pride 
Stalk  fortli  in  ev'ry  grade  ; 

While  justice  is  belied, 
Corruption  is  arrayed 

In  naunting  robes  and  tinsel  bright. 

And  sheds  a  sickly  light. 

Art  thou  asking  me 
When  we  to  scenes  more  bright. 

Over  the  dark  blue  sea. 
Shall  take  our  happy  flight, 

When  thou  shalt  beat  with  stronger  life 

At  leaving  care  and  strife  ? 

If  so,  panting  heart, 
Thou*rt  weak  to  brave  the  storm. 

Make  strong,  ere  we  depart. 
This  thin  and  sickly  form : 

Grim  death  poor  me  might  smiling  greet. 

Then  thou  wouldst  cease  to  beat. 

Panting  heart,  lie  still  ; 
Thy  time,  thy  time  shall  come, 
Soon  thou'shalt  take  thy  fill 
Of  other  things  than  gloom  ; 

Thou  shalt  be  free  to  do  and  will — 
Then,  panting  heart,  lie  still. 
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THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON. 

The  first  outbreak  of  England's  sorrow  for  the  loss  of  her  hero  is  past, 
and  although  her  tears  will  shortly  flow  again  when  all  that  remains  of 
the  renowned  warrior  and  statesman  shall  be  consigned  to  the  tomb,  the 
poignancy  of  the  nation's  grief  has  yielded  before  the  calm  contemplation 
of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  long  and  illustrious  career. 

Mourn  him  we  mus^  for  his  was  too  bright  a  ray  to  be  quenched  with- 
out being  followed  by  wide-spreading  darkness ;  but  our  mourning  will 
be  mingled  with  none  of  the  bitterness  which  accompanies  the  decease  of 
too  many  of  the  world's  greatest  men.  Unlike  the  foremost  of  his  con- 
temporaries— from  Pitt  and  Fox  to  Canning  and  Peel — the  Duke  of 
Wellington  had  achieved  the  whole  purpose  of  his  life ;  his  mission  was 
ended,  there  remained  nothing  that  could  be  added  to  his  fame,  and,  long 
as  he  lived,  that  fame  suffered  no  diminution.  His  was  no  progress  sud- 
denly checked  in  mid-career,  his  powers  of  mind  sunk  beneath  do  exhaus- 
tion, he  left  behind  him  no  half-executed  task  to  be  accomplished  by 
others.  Sagacious,  he  foresaw  the  result  of  all  his  calculations,  and  stead- 
fast, he  persevered  till  his  work  was  crowned  with  success.  How  of^en, 
in  turning  the  page  of  history,  do  we  exclaim,  *^  Had  this  been  done,  its 
author  would  have  gained  an  immortality  ?"  But  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, in  all  that  he  attempted,  vast  as  was  the  field  of  his  labours,  left 
nothing  to  be  done.  Therefore  it  is  that  our  natural  regret  for  his  death 
should  gradually  be  effaced  by  the  pride  which  we  take  in  his  life. 

To  pursue  that  life  through  all  its  eventful  phases,  each  a  new  transit 
to  a  brighter  glory,  is  not  the  purpose  for  which  we  have  addressed  our- 
selves to  the  subject  which  now  occupies  us.  The  most  careless  news- 
paper-gleaner, no  less  than  the  most  attentive  and  studious  reader,  is 
familiar  with  the  splendid  achievements  by  which  "the  g^reatest 
commander  whom  England  ever  saw"  won  his  undying  name.  From 
the  walls  of  Seiingapatam  to  the  plains  of  Waterloo,  from  the  supreme 
moment  of  victory  to  the  tranquil  hour  of  death,  all  the  public  acts  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington  are  as  "  household  words"  to  his  admiring  country- 
men. His  biography  has  already  been  written  by  a  hundred  pens — and 
minutely  to  track  his  course  from  Angers  to  Walmer  would,  at  the 
present  moment,  be  only  a  work  of  supererogation.  What  we  propose 
in  these  pages,  is  rather  to  exemplify  his  career  by  his  character,  and  to 
illustrate  the  latter  by  collecting  into  one  view  the  most  remarkable 
anecdotes  which  it  has  been  our  fortune  to  meet  with. 

There  are  few  works  that  have  earned  for  their  author  greater  or  more 
deserved  reputation  than  "The  Wellington  Despatches."  They  are  the 
unobtrusive  record  of  the  principle  by  which  the  Duke  was  invariably 
governed,  and  show  without  effort  the  exact  picture  of  his  mind,  and  the 
motives  of  all  his  actions.  "  There,*'  says  an  eloquent  political  writer, 
whose  words  we  quote — "  there  will  be  found,  in  constant  action,  an  in- 
tellect for  whose  grasp  nothing  seems  too  great,  nothing  too  small ;  a 
mind  unaltered  and  undaunted  in  every  shade  of  fortune  ;  in  ever^'thing 
a  subordination  to  principle ;  the  exaotest  measurement  of  means  and 
ends  ;  labour  without  limit,  but  no  labour  in  vain  ;  the  essential  points 
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■eized  always,  and  the  reet  put  aside  as  surplusage  ;  what  is  imposaihle 
■et  apart  from  what  is  merely  difficult,  with  the  highest  instinct  of 
genius." 

It  is  in  *'  The  Despatches,"  therefore,  that  we  find  the  truest  exposition 
of  the  Duke's  character,  and  to  them  we  shall  presently  turn,  to  exhibit 
some  of  the  most  striking  qualities  which  distinguished  the  man  whom 
we  have  all  so  highly  honoured.  But,  first,  let  us  present  the  unani- 
moosly-expreased  opinion  of  the  leadiog  public  journals  on  what  was  es- 
sentially the  watchword  that  guided  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  conduct 
under  every  circumstance  of  his  Hfe. 

**  His  whole  career,"  says  the  Times,  "  shines  with  the  steady  light  of 
day.  It  has  nothing  to  conceal,  it  has  nothing  to  interpret  by  the  ^xible 
organs  of  history.  Everything  in  it  is  manly,  compact,  and  clear  ; 
shaped  to  one  rule  of  pubUc  duty,  animated  by  one  passion — the  love 
of  England,  and  the  service  of  the  Crown^ 

^'  The  leading  and  pervading  idea  of  the  Duke's  mind,"  says  the  Morn' 
ing  Chronicle^  '^  was  the  sense  of  duty.     In  the  common  meaning  of  the 
word,  the  Duke  was  not  a  man  of  prejudice.     He  might  have  a  distinct 
and  very  impregnable  personal  sense  of  what  was  right  and  reasonable^ 
but  he  sdways  accepted  facts  and  a  changed  position,  and  worked  in  de- 
ference to  tnem.     He  might  think  the  bargain  a  bad  one,  and  he  might 
say  so  in  language  idiomatic  and  intelligible  to  a  fault ;  but  he  always 
made  the  best  of  the  bargain.  He  was  just  as  likely  to  have  served  under 
Richard  Cobden,  had  the  Queen's  service  demanded  it,  as  he  did  serme 
with  the  wc^thless  indigenous  Generals  of  Spain.     He  asked,  and  with 
BO  little  bitterness,  *•  How  was  the  Queen's  government  to  be  carried  on  V 
and  yet  he  knew  it  to  be  right,  and  honest,  and  loyal  to  help  to  carry  it 
on,  and  to  keep  in  office  the  very  men  whose  principles  had,  as  he  cou- 
ndered,  made  all  government  an  impossibility.  And  shallow  talkers  think 
this  an  evidence  of  inconsistency  ;  or  they  point  to  it  as  a  proof  of  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  selfish  desire  to  appropriate  power.     The  nobler, 
and  we  believe  the  truer,  view — the  reconciling  and  the  mellowing  esti- 
mate— is  to  believe  that,  in  all  such  cases,  Arthur  Wellesley  saw  but 
plain,  intelligible  duty.     If  the  University  of  Oxford  deemed  him  likely 
to  be  a  good  and  useful  chancellor,  he  accepted  the  office  because  it  was, 
«r  because  he  thought  it  was,  his  duty.     So  with  his  premiership — so  with 
his  Tarious  offices  and  commands,  subordinate  or  paramount.     He  would 
liave  defended  London  against  the  Chartists,  or  have  taken  an  Afghan 
eommand,  or  have  mustered  the  Kentish  Fencibles,  or  have  bored  through 
the  drudgery  and  foppery  of  the  Trinity  Board,  or  have  presided  at  an 
tmcongenial  Oxford  Encomia — or,  if  nobody  else  had  been  ready,   he 
woald  have  sailed  in  the  Channel  fleet,  or  have  become  a  poor-law  guar- 
dian— all  on  the  same  simple,  if  uninquiring,  principle  of  duty.      He 
fought  the  Spanish  campaigns,  not  because  he  had  confidence  in  Down- 
iDg'Street,  or  in  his  commissariat,  or  in  his  recruits  or  allies,  but  because 
it  was  his  definite  personal  work.     He  went  to  the  Chapel  Royal  in  the 
grey  morning,  because  be  knew  it  to  be  right ;  and  he  was  present 
at  every  levee — and  was  ever  the  earliest  and  the  foremost  at  every  cere- 
monial and  pageant,  at  drawing-room,  and  at  Opera  and  wedding — be- 
cause it  was  expected  of  him,  and  he  thought  it  hu  duty  not  to  disappoint 
legitimate  expectation.     In  others  this  apparent  love  of  the  numstrari 
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digito  would  have  easily  degenerated  into  the  eommon-plaoe  paftdon  for 
distinction  ;  but  in  the  Duke  of  Wellington  it  was  sustained  by  A  hiek 
and  elevating  principle.  The  Duke  was  above  vulgar  vanitj.  One  who 
recognises  duty  in  minute  particulars,  and  who  answers  all  calls,  however 
trifling  or  onerous,  on  that  true-hearted,  self-devoting  sense  of  duty,  mutt 
obviously  make  himself  prominent,  and  fill  the  public  eye." 

On  the  same  theme  the  Daily  News  observes  :  ^*  The  English  people 
are  not  so  ready  as  other  nations  to  worship  a  soldier  merely  as  a  great 
military  commander.  But  everything  about  Wellington  wowed  that 
the  predominant  feeling  in  his  military  career  was  that  of  the  duty  tMek 
teas  being  performed  by  the  work  in  progress.  The  English  admired 
and  respected  him  for  that  element,  more  even  than  for  his  commanders 
qualities.  They  felt  that  if  he  was  a  gpreat  man  among  them,  he  had  a 
man's  genuine  right  to  be  so ;  and  that  it  was  because  he  was  a  great 
roan,  that  he  was  a  g^at  soldier.  He  had — combined  in  himself — m  a 
singular  degree,  the  national  qualities  on  which  the  English  people  pride 
themselves— clear  practical  honesty  of  intellect,  patience,  probity,  6delity 
of  character.  He  had  the  qualities  which  make  En^ishmen,  not  per- 
haps more  personally  attractive  at  first  sight,  but  wblch  make  them  a 
historical  people,  and  will  keep  their  name  alive  in  the  latest  annals  <tf 
the  world.  He  had  the  qualities  which  found  colonies— -establish  oom- 
merce — which  make  great  towns,  and  roads,  and  canals — which  make 
men  suffer  hardships,  submit  to  labour,  and  which  make  them  '  pay.' 
You  should  calculate  him  like  a  planet.  The  comparatively  trivial  cir- 
cumstance which  we  all  felt  to  be  so  characteristic  of  him— we  mean  his 
formal  punctuality  in  answering  all  manner  of  notes,  and  which  people 
smiled  at  as  the  characteristic  ways  of  some  old  and  loved  friend- — ^was 
itself  a  significant  symbol  of  his  whole  life.  He  always  did  what  ought 
to  be  done,  because  it  was  his  business.  He  destroyed  an  army  or  took 
a  town  with  the  same  punctuality  with  which  he  arrived  at  a  dinner- 
party, and  marched  into  a  territory  as  he  would  have  done  into  the 
Horse  Guards.  What  else  was  he  there  for  ? — you  may  fancy  to  be  his 
first  question.  It  has  been  admitted  that  war  was  never  conducted  to 
purely,  so  decently,  with  so  much  regard  to  the  considerations  of  the 
Bodal  rectitude  of  civilisation,  as  under  him.  Who  has  done  such  work, 
and  come  away  with  hands  so  clean  ?  What  soldier  coukl  you  ever  be 
so  safe  in  expecting  to  achieve  the  ^  came,  saw,  and  conquered*  with 
the  most  perfect  certaiuty  ?  The  work  to  be  done  was  with  him  the 
primary  consideration,  ,/br  the  sahe  of  duty  and  England ;  and  he  ex- 
pected rigid  subordination  in  others  to  him,  as  he  acted  with  rigid  sob* 
ordination  to  principles  himself." 

*<  Duty,^*  6aya  the  Herald,  "  was  the  gruiding  star  of  the  Duke  of 
Wellington's  career.  His  ambition  was  to  serve^  not  himself^  but  Hi 
country  and  his  sovereign.^* 

The  Examiner,  whose  general  summary  of  the  Duke'a  character  was 
worthy  of  the  subject,  remarks :  <*  The  idea  of  the  Duhe  ^  WelUngtm^s 
life  was  duty.  All  that  the  ancients  held  necessary  to  constitute  tiie 
hero,  the  gifts  of  nature  and  the  accidents  of  fortune,  met  in  him.  B^ 
it  was  in  the  path  of  duty  he  found  the  glory  which  has  made  his  name 
immortal.  He  held  himself  the  servant  of  the  EngUah  erown^  and  had 
no  thought  or  aim  that  were  not  centred  thereJ* 
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Bat  it  was  not  unoDgst  ourselves  only  that  this  ooncurreDt  opinion 
prevailed. 

''  The  only  dominant  passion  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington,"  says  the 
Pttris  ConstUutionnel,  ^'  was  the  lave  of  his  country^*^  made  manirest  by 
the  expression  of  *^  daty ;"  and  this,  observes  the  MsembUe  Rationale, 
"  was  the  only  rule  he  admitted,  or  imposed  on  others." 

We  might  multiply  these  examples  ad  infinitum  ;  let  us  select  but  one 
mort,  from  the  geueral  orders  issued  to  the  army  by  the  Queen  on  the 
appointment  of  Lord  Hardinge  to  the  command-innchief.  This  exalted 
testimony  runs  as  follows : 

^^  The  discipline  which  he  exacted  from  others,  as  the  main  foundation 
of  the  military  character,  he  sternly  imposed  upon  himself;  and  the 
Queen  desires  to  impress  upon  the  army,  that  the  greatest  commander 
whom  England  ever  saw  has  left  an  example  for  the  imitation  of  every 
soldier,  in  taking,  as  his  guiding  principle  in  every  rekUion  of  life,  an 
energetic  and  unhesitating  obedience  to  the  call  ofduty.*^ 

Through  good  report  and  evil  report,  at  whatever  sacrifice  of  personal 
feeling,  the  Duke  of  Wellington  steadfastly  adhered  to  this  grest  principle. 
Nor  was  he  content  with  making  '*  duty  "  the  rule  of  his  own  conduct, 
but  strove,  on  all  occasions,  to  impress  it  upon  others.  We  find  traces  of 
this  a»  far  back  as  the  period  of  tiie  Duke's  services  in  India ;  for  on  the 
occasion  of  a  letter  of  remonstrance  addressed,  in  1803,  by  Colonel 
Murray  to  General  Nicholls,  the  Duke,  then  Colonel  Wellesley^  comments 
upon  it  in  these  terms : 

*^  An  officer  in  the  service  of  a  government,  let  his  rank  be  what  it 
may,  has  no  right  to,  and  cannot  with  propriety,  address  such  sentiments 
as  that  to  government,  even  supposing  that  they  are  merited^  and  had 
been  excited  in  his  mind  by  a  long  course  of  injurious  treatment  by 
such  government,^* 

Fortified  by  this  strong  sense  of  duty,  the  Duke  was  utterly  indifferent 
to  undeserved  censure.     Here  are  instances  : 

Writing  to  his  brother  from  Badajos,  in  November,  1809,  he  says: 

**  With  respect  to  the  blame  that  will  be  transferred  to  us  for  the  mis- 
fortunes which  there  is  reason  to  apprehend  will  be  the  result  of  these 
operations,  I  am  too  much  accustomed  to  receive  blame  for  the  actions  of 
others,  to  feel  much  concern  on  the  subject,  and  I  can  only  endeavour  not 
to  deserve  any  for  my  own." 

And  again,  while  at  Vera,  in  1813  : 

**  There  is  no  end  of  the  calumnies  against  me  and  the  army,  and  I 
should  have  no  time  to  do  anything  else  were  I  to  begin  either  to  refute, 
or  even  to  notice  them.  Very  lately  they  took  the  occasion  of  a  libel  in 
an  Irish  newspaper,  reporting  a  supposed  conversation  between  Castanos 
and  me  (in  which  I  am  supposed  to  have  consented  to  change  my  religion 
to  become  King  of  Spain,  and  he  to  have  promised  the  consent  of  the 
grandees)^   to  accuse  me  of  this  intention ;   and  then  those  fools  the 

Duques  de and  •  •  •,  and  the  Vicomte  de ,  protest  formally 

that  they  are  not  of  the  number  of  the  grandees  who  had  given  theur 
consent  to  sueh  an  arrangement!!!  What  can  be  done  with  such  libels 
and  such  people  excepting  despise  them,  and  continuing  one's  road  with- 
out noticing  them  ?" 

Every  feature  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  character  was  coherent 
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Its  basis  was  so  firm  that  all  his  actions  were  but  a  natani  coroUazy. 
Hence  his  resolution  and  perseverance  under  difficulties. 

**  I  believe,"  he  sajs,  in  a  letter  from  Pombal,  of  the  2nd  of  Jannarj, 
1810,  "  there  never  was  any  officer,  but  certainly  never  a  Britiab  offievr,. 
placed  in  so  difficult  a  situation  as  I  am  in.  Everybody  looks  for  BntiriL 
assistance  in  everything,  and  conceive  that  I  have  all  at  mj  command, 
and  have  only  to  say  the  word  to  supply  all  wants  and  satisfy  all  demands. 
The  fact  is,  however,  that  I  have  not  more  than  enough  fi)r  my  own 
army,  and  have  received  the  order  of  the  GoTemment  to  give  nothiiig. 
You  see  the  dash  which  the  Common  Council  of  London  have  made  at 
me !  I  act  with  a  sword  hanging  over  me,  which  will  fall  upon  me, 
whatever  be  the  result  of  affairs  here.  But  they  may  do  what  thof 
please,  I  shall  not  give  up  the  game  here  as  long  as  ii  can  be  played  J* 

Whatever  was  inevitable,  no  matter  how  little  welcome,  the  Doke 
nerer  hesitated  to  accept,  as  freely  as  if  it  were  an  offered  boon.  It  waa 
bis  creed,  as  it  was  that  of  Lady  Macbeth,  that  ^  Things  wi^nt  reme^ 
abould  be  without  regard  ;*'  and  he  gave  a  striking  proof  of  Ma  ia  the 
very  outset  of  his  Indian  career,  when  illness  prevented  him  from  jcnning' 
the  expedition  to  Malabar.  Writing  from  Bombay  oa  tiie  1 1th  of  Apnl^ 
1801,  he  says : 

*<  When  I  shall  be  well,  God  knows !  but,  in  the  mean  time,  I  cannot 
join  the  armament.  I  see  dearly  the  evil  consequences  of  all  thb 
to  my  reputation  and  future  views ;  but  it  cannot  be  helped,  and  to  things 
of  that  nature  I  generally  contrive  to  make  up  my  mind.*' 

It  was  long  the  custom  for  people  to  suppose,  because  of  the  Dnke's 
strictness  of  discipline,  his  dispassionate  mind  and  equable  tempo; 
that  he  was  insensible  to  the  softer  feelings  that  stir  the  human  hart. 
The  "  Despatches"  have  happily  shown  how  entirely  this  notion  was 
unfounded.  The  evidence  which  they  afford  cannot  be  too  often  repn>» 
duced. 

Colonel  Gurwood  tells  in  a  note,  appended  to  a  despatch  of  the  jear 
1800,  the  following  interesting  anecdote  : 

*'  Among  the  Nizam's  baggage  was  found  Salabut  Khan,  a  son  of 
Dhoondiah  (who  was  killed),  an  infant  of  about  four  years  old.  He  wm 
taken  to  Colonel  Wellesley's  tent,  and  was  afterwards  most  kindly  and 
liberally  taken  care  of  by  him.  Sir  Arthur,  on  his  departure  from  Lidia^  left 
some  hundred  pounds  for  the  use  of  the  boy  in  the  hands  of  Colond  John 
Hely  Symons,  the  judge  and  collector  of  Seringapatam.  When  Colonel 
Symons  retired  from  service,  the  Hon.  A.  Cole,  the  resident  at  the  court 
of  Mysore,  took  charge  of  him,  and  had  Mm  placed  in  the  Rajah's  servbe. 
He  was  a  fine,  handsome,  intelligent  youth.  Salabut  Khan  died  of 
cholera,  in  1822." 

In  the  annexed  letter,  addressed  to  R.  Borough,  Esq.,  from  Lonrinba, 
18th  of  August,  1808,  the  kind  feelings  of  a  generous  and  compeaiionate 
heart  are  evidenced  in  a  manner  best  calculated  to  convey  the  Goosola? 
tion  the  Duke  desired  to  give. 

"  I  do  not  recollect  tlie  occasion  upon  which  I  have  written  with  man 
pain  to  myself  than  I  do  at  present  to  communicate  to  you  the  death  ol 
your  gallant  brother-in-law.*    He  frll  in  the  attack  of  a  pass  in  the 

*  Lieatenant-Golonel  the  Hon.  G.  A.  F.  Lake,  29th  Regiment. 
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mountains  at  the  head  of  his  regiment,  the  admiration  of  the  whole; 
army ;  and  there  is  nothing  to  be  regretted  in  his  dei^  excepting  the 
untimely  moment  at  which  it  has  afflicted  his  family,*  and  has  deprived 
the  public  of  the  services  of  an  officer  who  would  have  been  an  omament 
to  his  profession,  and  an  honour  to  his  country.  It  may  at  the  moment 
increase  the  reg^t  of  those  who  lose  a  near  and  dear  relation,  to  leasat 
that  he  deserved  and  enjoyed  the  respect  and  affection  of  the  world  at 
large,  and  particularly  of  the  profession  to  which  he  belonged  ;  but,.  I 
am  convinced,  that  however  acute  may  be  the  sensations  which  it  may  at 
first  occasion,  it  must  in  the  end  be  satisfactory  to  the  i&tmily  of  suck  a 
man  as  Colonel  Lake  to  know  that  he  was  respected  and  loved  by  the; 
whole  army,  and  that  he  fell,  alas  I  with  many  others,  in  the  achievement 
of  one  of  the  most  heroic  actions  that  have  been  performed  by  the 
British  army." 

The  Duke's  letters  to  Lord  Aberdeen  and  the  Duke  of  Beaufort^  after 
"Waterloo,  where  the  former  lost  his  brother,  and  the  brother  of  the  latter 
(the  present  Lord  Raglan)  was  severely  wounded,  have  been  cited  so 
recendy,  that  we  abstain  from  giving  tiiem  here.  Let  us  rather  present 
some  public  examples  of  that  humanity  which  was  so  noble  an  auzitiarj 
to  the  great  commander's  victories. 

His  views  of  the  means  to  be  adopted  for  ameliorating  the  distress  of 
the  lower  orders  in  Ahmednugg^r,  are  dictated  no  less  by  judgment  than 
the  kindest  feeling. 

'^  The  delivery  of  the  provisions  gratis  i%  in  my  opinion,  a  very  defec- 
tive mode  of  providing  against  the  effeets  of  fimunei.  It  is  liable  to* 
abuses  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  but  particularly  in  India.  *  •  • 
Those  who  suffer  from  famine  may  properly  be  divided  into  two  classes :. 
those  who  can,  and  those  who  cannot  work.  In  the  latter  class  may  be 
included  old  persons,  children,  and  the  sick  women,  who,  firom  their 
former  situation  in  life,  have  been  unaccustomed  to  labour,  and  ase. 
weakened  by  the  effects  of  fomine.  Those  of  both  sexes  who  can  work, 
ought  to  be  employed  by  the  public  ;  I  shall  point  out  the  work  on  whick 
I  should  wish  them  to  be  employed,  and  in  what  manner  paid.  The 
latter  ought  to  be  taken  into  a  hospital  and  fed,  and  receive  medical  aid 
and  medicine  at  the  expense  of  the  public.  Subsistence  will  thus  be 
provided  for  all,  and  none  will  come  to  Ahmednugger  for  the  purpose  of 
partaking  of  the  food  which  must  be  procured  by  dbeir  labooiv  or  to  ob- 
tain which  they  must  submit  to  the  restraint  of  a  hospitaL" 

And  strictiy  parallel  with  these  orders  are  the  directions  which  he  gave 
to  Colonel  Stevenson  when  in  camp  at  Angah,  on  the  \Sth  ofJwne^  1803r 

''  If  the  garrison  should  refuse  to  give  up  the  fort  on  any  grounds,  you 
must  attack  it,  and  get  possession  of  it  by  force  ;  but  I  request  you  to> 
give  strict  orders  tiiat  the  place  may  not  be  plundered,  and  that  no  d&sorder 
may  he  committed  by  our  troops  who  may  he  employed  on  this  servicB^ 

A  striking  instance  of  the  Duke's  sohcitude  that  no  cruelty  should  be 
shown  to  the  French  prisoners  by  his  Portuguese  aUies^  is  contained  in  the 
general  order  issued  by  him  at  Oporto,  in  1809.     It  runs  thus : 

*'  Inhabitants  of  Oporto !  The  French  troops  having  been  ezpeUed 
from  this  town  by  the  superior  gallantry  and  discipline  of  the  army  undor 

*  General  Lord  Lake,  the  father,  had  died  early  in  the  year. 
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my  command,  I  call  upon  the  inhabitants  of  Oporto  to  be  meraful  to  the 
wounded  and  prisoners.  By  the  laws  of  war  they  are  entitled  to  my 
protection,  which  I  am  determined  to  afford  them ;  and  it  will  be  worthy 
of  the  generosity  and  bravery  of  the  Portuguese  nation  not  to  revenge 
the  injuries  which  have  been  done  to  them  on  these  unfortunate  persons, 
who  can  only  be  considered  as  instruments  in  the  hands  of  the  more 
powerful,  who  are  still  in  arms  against  us.  *  *  *  I  give  notice,  that 
I  consider  any  person  who  shall  injure  any  of  the  wounded  or  prisonecs 
as  guilty  of  the  breach  of  my  orders." 

How  averse  the  Duke  was  to  '*  punishment,"  and  on  what  grounds  alone 
he  resorted  to  it,  appear  in  the  following  brief  extract  from  a  letter  to 
Major  General  Lambert,  after  entering  in  France,  in  1813  : 

**  I  consider  all  punishments  to  be  for  the  sake  of  example,  and  the 
punishment  of  military  men  in  particular  is  expedient  only  in  cases  where 
the  prevalence  of  any  crime,  or  the  evils  resulting  from  it,  are  likely  to 
be  injurious  to  the  public  interests." 

Against  the  chiefest  of  these  military  crimes  he  always  expressed 
himself  in  the  strongest  terms ;  witness  his  letter  to  General  Don  Manuel 
Freyne,  from  St.  Jean  de  Luz,  when,  in  spite  of  his  proclamation,  assur- 
ing safety  and  protection  to  the  French  peasants,  the  Spanish  soldiers 
gave  themselves  up  to  unrestricted  pillage  : 

^'  La  question,"  he  writes,  ^*  entre  ces  messieurs  et  moi  est,  s'ils  pil- 
leront  ou  non  les  pay  sans  Fran^ais.  J'ai  ecrit,  et  j'ai  hit  ecrire,  plusieun 
fois  k  General  Morillo  pour  lui  marquer  ma  desapprobation  sur  ce  si]jet» 
mais  en  vain ;  et  enfin  j'ai  ^t6  oblige  de  prendre  des  mesures  poor 
m' assurer  que  les  troupes  sous  ses  ordres  ne  feraient  plus  de  d^g&ts  dans 
le  pays.  Je  suis  flch6  que  ces  mesures  soient  de  nature  k  d^plaire  a  ces 
messieurs :  mais  je  vous  avoue  que  je  trouve  que  la  conduite,  qui  les  a 
rendues  n^cessaires,  est  bien  plus  deshouorante  que  les  mesures  qui  m 
sont  la  consequence.  •  *  *  J'ai  perdu  20,000  hommes  dans  cette 
campagne,  et  ce  n'est  pas  pour  que  le  G^n^ral  Morillo,  ni  qm  que  oe  soit, 
puisse  venir  piller  les  paysans  Fran9ais ;  et  ou  je  commande,  je  declare 
hautement  que  je  ne  le  permettrai  pas.  Si  on  vent  piller,  qu'on  nomme 
un  autre  a  commander ;  parceque,  moi,  je  declare  que,  si  on  est  sous  mes 
ordres,  tl  ne  faut  pets  piller, ^^ 

There  was  nothing  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  so  earnestly  desired 
as  the  g^ood  opinion  of  the  people  whom  he  took  under  his  protectioii. 
He  was  indifferent — as  we  have  seen — to  hostile  criticism ;  but  where  a 
real  responsibility  accrued  to  himself  by  the  misconduct  of  those  who 
served  under  him  he  was  deeply  sensitive.  See  how  he  treats  this  ques- 
tion when  some  English  officers  had  misbehaved  themselves  in  ihe  Lisbon 
theatre. 

'^  I  am  concerned  to  be  obliged  to  inform  you*' — he  was  writing  to 
Colonel  Penesche,  in  1809 — 'Uhat  it  has  been  mentioned  to  me  that  the 
British  officers  at  Lisbon  are  in  the  habit  of  going  to  the  theatres,  where 
some  of  them  conduct  themselves  in  a  very  improper  manner,  much  to  the 
annoyance  of  the  public,  and  to  the  injury  of  the  proprietors  and  of  the 
performers.  I  cannot  conceive  for  what  reason  the  omcera  of  the  British 
army  should  conduct  themselves  at  Lisbon  in  a  manner  which  would  not 
be  permitted  in  their  own  country,  is  contrary  to  rule  and  custom  in  thia^ 
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and  is  permitted  in  none  where  there  is  any  regulation  or  decency  of  be- 
haviour. 

"Officers  commanding  must  take  measures  to  prevent  a  repetition  of  such 
conduct,  or  I  must  take  such  as  shall  effectually  prevent  the  character  of 
the  army  and  of  the  British  nation  from  suffering  from  the  misconduct  of 
a  few." 

Before  we  take  leave  of  the  "  Despatches" — ^fragmentary  as  our  extracts 
from  them  have  been — ^we  must  instance  one  or  two  of  the  more  amusing 
characteristics  of  the  Duke.  How  much  dry  humour  there  is  in  the  fol- 
lowing letter  from  Paris,  in  1815,  to  the  Sous-Prefet  of  Pontoise,  who, 
in  the  plenitude  of  his  official  position,  had  refused  to  supply  the  army 
with  provisions : 

*' J'ai  ordonn^  qu  on  vous  fasse  prisonnier,  parceque,  ay  ant  envoy6  une 
requisition  k  Pontoise  pour  des  vivres,  vous  avez  r^pondu  que  vous  ne  les 
donnerez  pas,  sans  qu'on  envoie  une  force  militaire  assez  forte  pour  les 
prendre.  Vous  vous  ^tes  done  mis  dans  le  cas  des  militaires,  et  je  vous 
ma  prisonnier  de  guerre,  et  je  vous  envoie  en  Angleterre.  Si  je  vous 
traitais  comme  Tusurpateur  et  ses  adherens  ont  trait6  les  habitans  des 
pays  oil  ils  ont  fait  la  guerre,  je  vous  ferais  fusilier ;  mab  comme  vous 
Yous  ^tet  constitu6  guerrier,  je  vous  fais  prisonnier  de  guerre." 

The  sequel  to  the  history  of  this  warlike  sous-prefet  is  not  upon  record, 
but  as  there  is  nothing  to  show  that  he  was  actually  sent  in  chains  to 
England,  we  may  probably  be  right  in  inferring  that  he  gave  up  the  rdle 
of  Ajaz,  and  ceased  to  defy  the  lightning. 

The  quiet  sarcasm,  at  the  close  of  the  accompanying  extract,  is  nearly 
akin  to  the  preceding.  Though  anxious  to  shield  his  allies  from  every- 
thing approaching  to  outrage,  he  never  failed  to  support  his  own  troops 
in  the  exercise  of  their  just  rights,  and  on  the  question  of  billeting — 
always  a  vexatious  one — he  writes  as  follows  : 

"  Portugal  requiring  the  assistance  of  an  army  to  defend  the  country, 
the  Portuguese  must  submit  to  the  inconvenience  of  having  officers  and 
soldiers  billeted  on  their  houses,  and  I  only  hope  they  do  not  belieye  that 
we  quit  our  houses  in  England  for  the  pleasure  of  being  billeted  in  theirs 
in  Portugal." 

In  the  midst  of  the  serious  matters  which  occupied  him  while  at  Cadiz, 
in  1812,  the  subject  of  billeting  "  the  ladies"  of  the  army  came  in  for  a 
share  of  his  attention,  eliciting  a  letter  to  Marshal  Beresford,  in  which 
the  same  humour  is  apparent : 

"  In  regard  to  the  ladies,  they  have  certwnly  no  right  to  be  lodged  in 
billets,  but  it  would  be  cruel  to  deprive  them  of  that  accommodation.  I 
do  not  believe  I  can  authorise  their  having  this  advantage  by  an  order, 
and  the  point  can  be  settled  only  in  communication  with  the  Government. 
If  the  matter  could  be  allowed  to  go  on,  as  it  is  now,  I  would  >mte  a 
letter  to  Peacocke  to  be  circulated  among  the  ladies,  which  would  give 
them  a  little  advice  on  this  subject,  and  make  them  better  behaved" 

But  though  somewhat  disposed  to  coerce  even  ladies,  where  military 
duty  was  in  question,  the  Duke's  gallantry  was  never  for  a  moment  in 
doubt  While  in  Paris,  he  was  a  frequent  and  intimate  visitor  at  the 
house  of  Madame  de  Stael,  whose  wit  and  genius  he  appreciated  as  much 
as  that  enthusiastic  child  of  impulse  admired  his  very  opposite  talents. 
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She  delighted  in  drawing  from  him  accounts  pf  Englifth  customs,  aa^ 
with  the  greatest  good-humour  and  indulgence,  he  was  ready  at  all  timcf 
to  afford  her  the  information  she  desired.  On  one  occasion  she  requested 
to  know  if  it  was  really  the  fact  that  the  Lord  Chancellor  always  spoke 
to  the  sovereign  of  England  on  his  knees. 

^'  It  is  certainly  quite  true,"  replied  the  Duke. 

^^  But  how  does  he  do  it  ?"  exclaimed  Madame  de  StaeL 

'^  How  ? — why  he  speaks  to  the  king  on  his  knees,  as  I  tell  you." 

"  Yes ;  but  it  seems  so  smgular,"  persisted  the  lady ;  '*  I  wish  yc« 
would  tell  me  exactly  how  the  scene  takes  place." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  the  Duke,  laughing,  *^  if  you  will  have  it»  this  it 
precisely  the  way  he  manages  the  matter.*' 

And  so  saying,  he  threw  himself  on  his  knees  at  the  feet  of  the  de- 
Hghted  and  triumphant  Corinne,  who  was  accustomed  to  call  the  Duke^ 
when  she  spoke  <^  him,  "  a  man  of  an  ancient  character  and  modem 
genius." 

The  same  disposition  to  be  gallant,  but  which  was  unfortunately  nipped 
in  the  bud,  showed  itself  on  an  occasion  which  came  within  our  own 
personal  knowledge. 

Some  years  since,  a  young  lady  of  fashion  and  singular  musical  g^iui 
had  composed  an  Opera,  which  was  to  be  rehearsed  at  the  house  of  the 
music-seller  with  whom  she  dealt.  She  had  left  the  amngement  of  the 
affair  to  the  tradesman,  who  happened  to  be  a  peculiarly  presuming  pw- 
sonage,  and  conceived  the  idea  of  taking  advantage  of  tne  moment  bj 
appropriating  the  expected  guests,  who  were  invited  to  hear  the  Opera, 
as  his  own.  Accordingly,  he  resolved  that  his  wife  should  receive  the 
high-bred  crowd,  at  the  head  of  whom  would  be  the  Duke  of  Wellington, 
a  great  friend  of  the  young  lady.  On  the  appointed  evening,  Mrs.  > 
therefore,  dressed  in  blonde  and  marabouts,  was  discovered  seated  in  state 
in  her  drawing-room  above  the  shop,  before  a  large  tea-table  covered 
with  eatables.  As  one  afber  another  the  guests  arrived,  they  were  amaasd 
to  find  themselves  shown,  not  into  a  music-room,  but  into  an  elaborately 
ornamented  and  lighted  salouy  where  refreshments  were  instantly  oSered 
them. 

The  Duke,  who  was,  as  usual,  punctual,  but  had  been  detained  by  a 
ruse  of  the  young  lady  as  to  the  exact  hour,  from  her  wish  all  should  be 
ready  by  the  time  he  entered  the  room,  at  length  mounted  the  stairs ; 

and  as  he  put  his  foot  in  the  sahjif  Mrs. ,  who  had  waited  &r  the 

auspicious  instant,  exclaimed : 

"  Bring  the  hot  muffins !" 

'*  Muffins !"  said  the  Duke,  giving  a  keen  glance  round  him,  "  what 
have  I  to  do  with  muffins?"  and,  turning  on  his  heel,  descended  the 
stairs  in  a  moment,  and  was  lost  to  the  society.  In  the  hall  he  met  hii 
fiedr  friend,  who  was  always  late,  and  who  stood  in  astonishment  while  all 
her  fashionable  acquaintances  came  trooping  down  and  hurried  to  their 
carriages,  as  much  amused  probably  as  if  they  had  staid  for  the  Opera 
manquS, 

It  was  said  by  an  ancient  author,  that  "  Frenchmen  at  thor  first  onset 
were  more  than  men — ^at  their  second  they  were  less  than  women." 

The  Duke,  however,  while  he  was  always  ready  to  acknowledge  their 
merit,  was  never  known  to  dwell  on  their  weakness  or  their  fidiore.    On 
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ihis  point  Bome  very  apposite  iUustrationa  have  been  recently  given,  whick 
we  here  repeat. 

'^  The  Duke  was  never  heard  to  disparage  an  adversary.  Indeed,  hig 
generous  appreciation  of  the  merits  of  the  great  captains  he  had  encoun- 
tered and  mastered  once  provoked  the  bold  question,  how  he  accounted 
lor  his  own  triumph  over  such  men  ?  He  hesitated  for  a  moment  to 
peply,  and  the  interrogator  felt  all  the  temerity  of  the  question  he  had  pu% 
but  the  Duke  relieved  him  presently  by  qtuetly  saying,  *  Their  plans  may 
have  been  better  than  mine,  but  in  the  execution  of  every  large  plan 
there  is  likely  to  be  some  miscarriage,  and  I  think  I  had  the  knack  of 
readjusting  my  arrangements  to  new  circumstances  more  quickly  than 
they  had,  and  perhaps  for  the  very  reason  that  the  original  plan  was  not 
so  perfect^  and  the  mending  by  so  much  the  more  easy,  as  you  can  knot 
broken  rope  more  easily  than  leather  harness.' 

*^  The  Duke  spoke  with  great  respect,  or  rather  admiration,  of  the 
skill  of  Soult  in  orgpanising  troops  and  combining  their  movements,  but 
with  this  faculty  his  praise  stopped,  and  for  genius  in  war  he  gave 
the  palm  to  Massena  in  this  criticism  of  personal  experienoe :  '  When 
Massena  was  opposed  to  me  I  could  not  eat,  drink,  or  sleep.  I  never 
knew  what  repose  or  respite  from  anxiety  was*  I  was  kept  perpetually 
on  the  alert  But  when  Soult  was  opposed  to  me,  then  I  could  eat,  drink, 
sleep,  and  enjoy  myself  without  fear  of  surprise.  Not  but  that  Soult  was 
a  great  general.  Soult  was  a  wonderful  man  in  his  way.  Soult  would 
assemble  a  hundred  thousand  men  at  a  certain  point,  on  a  certain  day, 
but  when  he  had  got  them  there  he  did  not  know  what  in  the  world  to  do 
with  them.* 

'^  The  Duke  would  not  be  drawn  into  comparisons  disparaging  foreign 
armies  and  exalting  our  own  at  their  expense.  George  IV.  asked  him 
whether  the  British  cavalry  was  not  the  nnest  in  the  world*  The  Duke 
answered,  '  The  French  are  very  good,  sir.'  Unsatisfied  with  this  suffi- 
ciently significant  evasion  of  the  question,  the  king  rejoined,  '  But  our^s 
is  better,  Duke  ?'  '  The  French  are  very  good,  sir,'  was  again  the  Duke's 
dry  response.  No  vulgar  vaunt  of  superiority  could  he  obtained  firom  him. 

*^  The  Duke  had  the  simplicity  which  is  almost  uniformly  the  conco- 
mitant of  genius.  Some  time  ago  was  exhibited  a  model  of  the  battle  of 
Waterloo,  which  the  Duke  recommended  a  lady  to  visit,  saying,  *  It  is  a 
very  exact  model  of  the  battle  to  my  certain  knowledge,  for  I  was  there 
myself^  As  if  there  could  be  a  being  beyond  the  greenest  infancy  need- 
ing to  be  told  who  fought  the  battle  of  Waterloo.  It  was  for  the 
modesty  of  the  Duke  alone  to  ignore  his  own  all-pervading  fiEune." 

The  mention  of  Waterloo  calls  up  a  thousand  incidents  of  that  im- 
mortal field,  in  which  the  Duke  was,  of  course,  the  principal  actor.  The 
difference  oJF  opinion  between  the  Duke  and  Marshal  Blucher,  as  to  the 
treatment  of  Napoleon  if  he  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  alHes, 
deserves  to  be  recorded  as  widely  as  possible.  The  account  is  taken  firom 
the  memoirs  of  the  late  General  von  Muffling,  who  was  the  agent  of  all 
the  communications  between  the  head-quarters  of  Blucher  and  the  Duke 
of  Wellington  during  the  marok  of  the  allies  on  Paris,  after  the  return  of 
Napoleon  from  Elba. 

"  During  the  march  (after  the  battle  of  Waterloo)  Bluoher  had  once 
a  diance  di  taking  Napoleon  prisoner,  which  he  was  very  anxious  ta 
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do  ;  from  the  French  Commitsioners,  who  were  sent  to  him  to  projpose 
armistice,  he  demanded  the  delivery  of  Napoleon  to  him  as  the  fini 
condition  of  the  negotiations.     I  was  charged  hy  Marshal  Blucher  to 
represent  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington  tiiat  the  Congress  of  Vienna  had 
declared  Napoleon  outlawed,  and  that  he  was  determined  to  have  him 
shot  the  moment  he  fell  into  his  hands.     Yet  he  wished  to  know  from  the 
Duke  what  he  thought  of  the  matter  ;  for  if  he  (the  Duke)  had  the  same 
intentions^  the  Marshal  was  willing  to  act  with  lum  in  canying  them  into 
effect.     The  Duke  looked  at  me  rather  astonished,  and  hegan  to  dispute 
the  correctness  of  the  Marshal*s  interpretation  of  the  proclamation  of 
Vienna,  which  was  not  at  all  intended  to  authorise  or  incite  to  the  murder 
of  Napoleon  ;  he  helieved,  therefore,  that  no  right  to  shoot  him  in  case 
he  should  he  made  prisoner  of  war  could  he  founded  on  this  document^ 
and  he  thought  the  position  both  of  himself  and  the  Marshal  towards 
Napoleon,  since  the  victory  had  been  won,  was  too  high  to  permit  such 
an  act  to  be  committed.     I  had  felt  all  the  force  of  the  Duke's  ail- 
ments before  I  delivered  the  message  I  had  very  unwillingly  undertaken, 
and  was  therefore  not  inclined  to  oppose  them.     '  I  therefore,'  continued 
the  Duke,  '  wish  my  friend  and  colleague  to  see  this  matter  in  thelight  I 
do  ;  such  an  act  would  give  our  names  to  history  stained  by  a  crime,  and 
posterity  would  say  of  us,  they  were  not  worthy  to  be  his  conoueron ; 
the  more  so,  as  such  a  deed  is  useless,  and  can  have  no  object.'    Of  these 
expressions,  I  only  used  enough  to  dissuade  Blucher  from  his  intention." 
There  are  three  despatches  given  by  Muffling  in  the  appendix  to  his 
memoirs,  in  which  the  execution  of  Napoleon  is  urged  on  the  Duke  of 
Wellington  by  Blucher ;  they  are  signed  by  Gneisenau,  and  leave  no 
doubt  of  the  determination  to  revenge  the  bloodshed  of  die  war  on  the 
cause  of  it,  had  he  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  Prussian  commander. 
Blucher's  fixed  idea  was  that  the  Emperor  should  be  executed  on  the  veiy 
spot  where  the  Due  d'Enghien  was  put  to  death.     The  last  despatch 
yields  an  unwilling  assent  to  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  remonstrance^ 
and  calls  his  inter&rence  ^'  dramatic  magnanimity,    which  the  Prusdan 
head-quarters  did  not  at  all  comprehend.     Probably  very  few  Frenehmen 
are   aware  of   the  existence  of    this  correspondence,  or  that  it  is  an 
historical  ^t  Napoleon's  life  was  saved  by  his  rival,  whom  it  cost  no 
small  exertion  to  save  it 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  least-known  Waterloo  anecdotes : 
Speaking  of  the  tree  under  which  the  Duke  was  said  to  have  taken  op 
his  position  at  Waterloo,  some  one  mentioned  that  it  had  nearly  been  all 
cut  away,  and  that  people  would  soon  doubt  if  it  had  ever  existed.  The 
Duke  at  once  said  that  he  remembered  the  tree  perfectly,  and  that  a 
Scotch  sergeant  had  come  to  him  to  tell  him  that  he  had  observed  it  was 
a  mark  for  the  enemy's  cannon,  begging  him  to  move  from  it.  A  lady 
said,  "  I  hope  you  did,  sir.**  He  replied,  "  I  really  forget,  but  I  know  I 
thought  it  very  g^ood  advice." 

The  late  Lord  Dudley  and  Ward  visited  this  identical  tree  the  year 
after  the  battle,  and  found  it  pierced  with  at  least  a  dozen  balls.  He  ob- 
served, in  a  letter  to  the  Bishop  of  liandaff,  that  it  was  quite  marvellous 
how  the  Duke  escaped. 

But  his  escapes  were  not  tlie  least  remarkable  feature  of  the  Duke's 
career.     Wh^  the  word  "  Sanve  qui  pent*'  was  given  at  Waterloo^  the 
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Duke  joined  in  the  pursuit,  and  followed  for  some  miles.  Colonel 
Harvey,  who  was  with  him,  advised  him  to  desist,  as  the  country  was 
fi;rowing  less  open,  and  he  might  be  fired  at  by  a  straggler  irom  behind  a 
hedge.  The  Duke  exclaimed,  *'  Let  them  fire  away — ^the  battle  is  over, 
and  my  life  is  of  no  value  now.** 

Some  of  the  Duke's  guests  at  Strathfieldsaye  were  one  day  discussing 
the  circumstances  of  the  battle  in  his  presence.  It  was  not  nis  habit  to 
take  an  active  part  in  any  conversation  referring  to  his  own  campaigns. 
But  on  this  occasion  the  arrival  of  Blucher,  the  absence  of  Grouchy,  and 
other  similar  topics,  together  with  the  antecedent  probabilities  as  to  the 
issue  of  the  great  conflict,  bein?  freely  talked  of,  the  Duke  suddenly  said, 
'^  If  I  had  had  the  army  which  was  broken  up  at  Bordeaux,  the  battle 
would  not  have  lasted  for  four  hours."  This  forms  an  important  comment 
upon  the  eng^agement,  about  which  so  many  theories  and  speculations 
have  been  offered. 

Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  written  on  the  events  which  pre- 
ceded and  followed  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  we  question  whether  any  of 
the  accounts  contain  more  interest  than  that  which  we  are  about  to  g^ve, 
which  we  derive  firom  the  privately-printed  journal  of  a  firiend,  who  ar- 
rived at  Brussels  on  the  13th  of  June,  1815,  ^ve  days  before  the  battle  : 

"About  six  in  the  afternoon  (of  the  15th)  while  taking  our  coffee  in 
the  public  room  of  the  H6tel  de  HoUande,  an  officer  entered,  and  having 
seated  himself  in  the  next  box  to  us,  seemed  fully  as  desirous  of  proving 
communicative,  as  /  felt  inquisitive  to  know,  who  he  was,  and  whence  he 
came.  My  astonbhment,  then,  may  well  be  conceived  when  he  repre- 
sented himself  to  be  an  aide-de-camp  to  the  Prince  of  Orange  (I  under- 
stood), and  just  arrived  with  despatches  for  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  an- 
nouncing the  '  advance  of  the  French  upon  Charleroy,  about  thirty  miles 
from  Brussels,  and  their  victory  over  the  Prussians  there ! !'  But  if  I,  who 
knew  little  of  military  affairs,  felt  surprised  at  such  a  communication,  or 
the  improbabilities  of  so  sudden  a  movement  on  the  part  of  Napoleon, 
what  must  have  been  the  electric  effect  it  produced  on  the  minds  of  six  or 
eight  English  officers  who  surrounded  us,  and  who  affirmed  that  the  news 

must  be  impossible?     Indeed,  a   Colonel  ,  who  sat  nearest  me, 

quietly  insinuated  that  the  quantity  of  champagne  which  the  Belgian 
officer  had  placed  within  his  belt  was  beginning  to  affect  his  head.  Nay, 
more  ;  he  added,  that  were  such  information  in  the  Duke's  possession,  he, 

Colonel ,  should  be  one  of  the  first  to  know  it !     Now,  whether  this 

gentleman  was  copying  the  prudent  reserve  of  his  g^reat  master  in  such 
moments  (for  there  were  several  subalterns  present,  who  afterwards 
admitted  that  this  was  the  conduct  of  the  Duke  when  in  Spain)  lam  still 
doubtful.     Subsequent  facts,  however,   gave  to  this  latter  conclusion  a 

greater  air  of  probability  than  to  the  idea  that  Colonel was  ignorant 

of  such  a  messenger  having  reached  head-quarters. 

**  After  discussing  the  matter  with  my  communicative  *  ude-de-camp' 
for  nearly  an  hour  (while  the  surrounding  guests  seemed  comparing  us 
to  Trim  and  Uncle  Toby,  so  minutely  were  the  different  fortifications  de- 
scribed, and  so  correctly,  as  it  afterwards  proved,  did  he  detail  every  par- 
ticular of  the  late  battles),  I  proposed  a  walk  in  the  park,  to  which  the 
Belgian  assented,  remarking,  however,  as  he  went  out,  and  with  a  signi- 
&mnce  that  I  dare  say  some  of  the  poor  fellows  thought  of  in  their  last 
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moments — for  several  of  them  were  killed  or  wounded  the  next  day — 
*  Ah !  gentlemen,  you  may  laugh  now,  but  many  of  your  smiles  may  fo 
ehanged  to  groans  to-morrow.' 

'*  I  have  dwelt  a  little  upon  this  occurrence  because  it  seems  in  a  grert 
measure  to  refute  a  prevalent  opinion  in  England,  that  the  Duke  flf 
Wellington  was  taken  by  surprise  about  twelve  o'clock  in  the  night  of  the 
15th,  Uiough  at  the  Duchess  of  Richmond's  ball;  while  the  infaabi« 
tants,  and  perhaps  most  of  the  troops  in  Brussels,  toere  surprised  I  not 
only  admit,  but  even  expect  my  simple  narrative  will  almost  prove. 

*'  It  was  nearly  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  when  we  reached  thepobfic 
promenade  in  the  park,  and  one  of  the  first  persons  we  saw  was  the  Duke 
of  Welling^n,  habited  in  a  blue  great  coat  and  cocked-hat,  carrying  an 
umbrella,  although  the  weather  was  quite  fine,  and  leaning  on  the  arm 
of  the  Spanish  General  Alava,  both  of  them  evidently  engrossed  in  earnest 
conversation,  but  still  not  sufficiently  so  to  entirely  remove  our  doabts  ef 
the  Belgian's  report  being  somewhat  premature ;  and  I  think  I  see  his 
Grace  illustrating 

Those  still  and  mental  parts 

That  do  contrive  how  many  iiands  shall  strike 

When  fitness  calls  them  on. 

There  were  also  some  members  of  the  Duke  of  Richmond's  family  pvo- 
menading  leisurely  about  the  gardens,  and  moat  of  the  military  in  Bruseeb 
were  sauntering  along  the  square,  quite  imconcemed.  Two  brothers  «f 
the  Prince  of  Orange,  rather  smart-looking  young  officers,  appeared  £v 
more  deeply  engaged  by  the  lively  tone  the  band  was  there  playing  dm 
by  any  thoughts  of  the  martial  music  of  the  morrow. 

*'  Thus,  then,  ever^'thing  tended  to  increase  our  want  of  £bMl  m  tfat 
extraordinary  inteUigence  chance  had  brought  to  our  ears  ;  bnt  -vHien  wt 
■aw  the  company  proceeding  to  the  Duchess  of  Ridbmond'a  ball,  w«  ao 
longer  hesitated  to  return  to  our  quarters  and  join  in  the  laugh,  whieh 
was  too  easily  raised  by  some  of  the  subalterns  at  the  expense  of  onrii 
ginary  credulity. 

*^  Scarcely,  however,  had  the  clock  struck  twelve,  vrken  I  was 
from  my  slumbers  by  a  violent  knocking  at  the  door,  accoBopanied  fay 
cheering  exclamations  from  the  well-known  voices  of  my  two  fellow-^te- 
Tellers  of  'Get  up.  Smith,  directly  :  there's  the  devil  to  pay  in  the  towa! 
The  troops  are  all  repairing  to  the  rendezvous  I  The  bogles  are  aooad- 
ing  to  arms  in  every  direction,  and  it  is  believed  the  Frenok  are  at 
band ! !' 

*^  Well  might  they  conclude  with  such  an  opinion,  and  no  one  b^eted 
it  more  truly  than  myself.     However,  these  were  no  moments  for 


tion :  having,  therefore,  very  hastily  dressed  myself,  1  joined  my  c< 

lUai 


pan  ions  in  the  court-yard  below,  where  so  many  of  all  nations,  aJ 
and  all  colours,  had  assembled,  each  clamouring  to  know  what  was  the 
matter,  that  it  was  an  affair  of  some  difficulty  to  distinguish  whether  ^ 
were  surrounded  by  friends  or  fides. 

"  A  most  persevering  bagpiper  had  taken  bis  station  near  the  door  of 
our  hotel  (because,  as  we  conjectured,  it  was  the  quarter  where  ao  maoy 
Highlanders  were  billeted),  and  he  seemed  resolved  not  to  oeaae  playing 
till  his  countr^nnen  were  thoroughly  ronsed  to  anna.     How  well  he  rae- 
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oeeded  was  evident,  for  on  sallying  into  the  street  we  perceived  the  tartan 
dresses  coming  regularly  and  quietly  out  of  nuuiy  of  the  neighbouring 
houses,  and  proceeding  to  a  point  whither  our  curiosity  induced  us  to 
£dUow.  The  night  was  excessively  dark,  and  the  lamps  (if  there  had 
keen  any)  were  already  extinguished.  The  stillness  that  prevailed  as  we 
passed  through  the  streets  was  occasionally  disturbed  by  the  trampling 
of  horses,  already  led  out  to  be  caparisoned,  and  the  rattling  of  muskets 
or  sabres  *  now  fitting  for  the  fight.' 

^*  The  first  information  we  obtained  was  from  an  English  soldier,  to  whom 
we  became  suddenly  introduced  by  his  having  nearly  upset  us  as  he 
bolted  out  of  one  of  the  doors  we  were  passing,  with  his  musket  on  his 
shoulder,  and  a  heavy  knapsack  behind  him.  Nor  was  his  intelligence 
other  than  consolatory  to  us  poor  ignorant  amateurs  (for  such,  amid  so 
many  warriors,  I  fancied  we  looked  like),  as  he  stated  that  the  Duke  had 
ordered  the  drums  to  beat  to  arms  at  midnight,  and  the  troops  quartered 
in  Brussels  to  the  rendezvous  in  the  Place  Royale  by  three  in  the  morn- 
ing. Thus,  then,  we  ventured  to  infer,  that  if  the  French  were  really 
very  near,  his  Grace  could  hardly  have  afforded  so  much  leisure  to  pre- 
pare. Boldly,  therefore,  did  we  now  proceed  to  this  appointed  place ; 
and  never  while  1  exist  can  the  impressions  which  the  succeeding  three 
hours  created  there  be  effaced  from  my  memory." 

Our  journalist,  whose  simple  and  natural  style  is  alone  a  sufficient 
voucher  for  the  accuracy  of  his  narrative,  after  describing  the  muster  of 
the  troops,  thus  proceeds  : 

**  It  was  now  four  o'clock,  and  already  the  various  regiments  quartered 
about  Brussels  had  assembled  in  the  Place  Royale,  and  consisting  of,  I 
believe,  the  92nd,  32nd,  79th,  28th,  18th,  44th,  and  42nd,  besides  the 
artillery.  All  waited  in  awful  suspense  '  the  word,'  which  was  soon  given 
— to  march  !  and  even  now  my  blood  thrills  at  the  recollection  of  the 
sound ;  but  how  shall  1  describe  the  effect  produced  by  the  cheers  of  the 
crowd  which  had  assembled  to  see  the  departure  of  their  Mends,  their  re- 
latives, and  defenders  ?  My  pen  must  fail,  though  others  may  succeed  : 
I  will,  therefore,  only  observe  that  the  sun  was  just  appearing  above  the 
hotiton  as  the  march  began  ;  and  it  was  by  a  winding  descent  that  we 
beheld  those  brave  fellows  proceeding  with  a  cheerful  air  to  their  unknown 
destination. 

"  The  Highland  regiments  were  preceded  by  their  bagpipers,  and  the 
others  by  martial  music  from  their  bands — the  arms  of  all  glittering 
through  the  trees.  In  vain  did  the  sentries  endeavour  to  keep  back  the 
women  who  desired,  but  were  forbidden,  to  follow  their  husbands  to  the 
field.  Some  darted  forward  in  spite  of  the  bayonets,  and,  eluding  every 
effort  to  overtake  them,  continued  to  attend  the  army,  to  assist  in  battle, 
and  to  succour  in  distress,  those  to  whom  they  belonged.  Indeed,  several 
fell  victims  to  their  devotion,  being  shot  (let  us  hope  by  chance)  as  they 
too  heedlessly  passed  between  the  hostile  ranks.  In  poor  Reat's  words,  I 
thought — 

How  glorious  this  affection  for  the  cause 
Of  steadfast  valour,  toiling  gallantly. 

*'  By  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  of  the  16th  of  June  all  the  troops  had 
quitted  Brussels,  and 

Nought  but  a  solemn  stiUness  left 
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'*  The  Duke  followed  about  an  hour  afterwards,  and  at  nine  o*eloek  1  h\i 
a  stronger  inclination  than  my  companions  to  aocompany  two  other 
amateurs  to  or  near  the  scene  of  action.  In  Tain,  howerer,  were  all  my 
efforts  to  buy,  beg,  hire,  or  steal  a  horse  for  the  occasion,  every  one 
having  been  so  strictly  engaged  for  the  use  of  the  army,  that  my  mends 
had  some  difficulty  in  preserving  those  which  belonged  to  t^em.  As  it 
often  happens,  therefore,  what  I  then  thought  the  bane  of  all  any  repur 
tation  as  a  traveller,  I  have  since  considered  as  the  salvation  of  my  1^ 
and  property  as  a  man  ;  for  by  two  o'clock  the  firing  of  artillery  proved 
the  engagement  to  be  wanner  and  nearer  to  ns  than  would  have  suited 
my  convenience  and  taste.  Indeed,  so  loud  was  the  roaring  of  cannon^ 
that  my  fellow-travellers  insisted,  with  becoming  prudence,  on  our  secur- 
ing a  conveyance  to  take  us  to  Ghent,  where  we  arrived  that  evening, 
doubtful  if  the  French  might  not  (if  victorious)  get  there  by  a  thori  cot 
before  us.  Happily  we  found  no  such  hosts  there  to  receive  us  ;  bat 
Louis  XVIII.  was  still  at  his  old  asylum,  waiting,  nevertheless,  in  wadk 
awful  suspense  for  information,  and  so  much  better  prepared  (with  car* 
riages,  not  legs)  to  run  away  than  ourselves,  that  after  holding  a  council 
of  war,  in  which  I  was  again  outvoted  by  my  wiser  partners  in  the  trium- 
virate, it  was  resolved  we  should  proceed  by  the  baige  next  morning 
towards  Bruges,  not  only  because  that  was  on  the  high  road  to  Ostend, 
where  our  vessel  lay,  but  because,  on  further  inquiry,  we  found  King 
Louis's  destination,  in  case  of  need,  was  Antwerp,  and  that  his  mi^esty's 
horses  were  kept  harnessed  for  the  purpose  of  starting  at  a  moment^s 
notice,  with  a  cavalcade  of  attendants  that  might  impede  the  progress  of 
others  on  the  same  road,  besides  attracting  the  peculiar  attention  of  afl 
the  pursuers  on  that  route.  No  sooner,  however,  had  we  reached 
Bruges,  than  so  many  reports — 

Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures — 

had  overtaken  us  with  regard  to  the  success  of  the  allied  arnues,  that  we 
could  hardly  feel  ourselves  safe  until  actually  at  the  same  port  with  our 
little  sloop.  At  Ostend  we  accordingly  arrived  once  more,  on  the  mom- 
ing  of  the  ever-memorable  18th  of  June.  There  we  had  not  been  seated 
many  hours  before  we  were  shown  the  extract  of  a  letter,  said  to  have 
been  just  received  by  Colonel  Gregory  (commandant  at  Ostend),  ftom 
either  Louis  XVIII.,  or  the  Duke  of  Wellington  himself.  I  give  it  ver- 
batim : 

** '  Boni^arte  has  been  completely  defeated  at  Gemappe.  The  battle 
was  very  bloody.  General  Pack  is  killed.  The  Englisn  division  have 
suffered  severely.  The  Duke  of  Brunswick  was  killed  at  the  head  oi  the 
Brunswickers. 

** '  Mem. — The  Duke  writes  this  from  the  field  of  battle,  and  he  is  in 
pursuit  of  Bonaparte  with  General  Blucher.  The  Bdgiau  troops  con- 
ducted themfielves  remarkably  well.' 

'*  After  a  bulletin  so  apparently  official  and  decisive,  it  will  not  be 
wondered  at  that  Ostend  should  be  all  gaiety,  glory,  and  rejoicing,  or  thati 
in  the  pride  of  our  hearts  as  Englishmen,  we  should  courageouuy  resolve 
to  retrace  our  steps  towards  that  scene  from  whence  we  had  just  come  in 
fearful  doubts  of  any  such  result.  If  we  had  embarked  immediately,  we 
should  have  borne  the  first  intelligence  to  England.     How  fortunate  for 
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US  that  this  premature  intelligence^  foimded  on  the  events  of  the  IGth, 
was  confirmed  by  that  of  the  18th ;  else  we  should  most  surely  have  met 
the  retreating  and  the  conquering  armies  firom  which  we  had  taken  such 
prudent  measures  to  escape  ;  for  on  the  19th  of  June,  at  half-past  four, 
A.M.,  we  were  again  on  board  our  old  Treck  sckuyt  for  Bruges  and  Ghent^ 
We  reached  the  latter  place  at  five  that  afternoon,  and  there  learned  for 
the  first  time  that  the  grand,  the  bloody,  and  decisive  battle  in  which  the 
allies  were  victorious,  had  only  taken  place  the  day  before !  To  this  ac- 
count many  added  that  the  Duke  of  Wellington  had  nearly  been  defeated. 
Without  entering  much  into  these  particulars,  therefore,  we  cordially  «ym« 
pathised  in  the  general  joy  which  a  different  result  seemed  so  universally 
to  produce.  We  toasted  his  Grace  in  a  bumper  of  Burgundy,  and  then 
proceeded  to  take  a  peep  at  Louis,  who  was  doing  the  same,  doubtlesSy 
with  equal  sincerity. 

'*  A  diligence  being  about  to  set  off  for  Brussels  this  evening,  we  resolved 
to  make  up  for  our  former  retreat  (which,  compared  with  those  made  by 
other  amateurs  to  Antwerp  on  the  17Ui  inst.,  might  be  considered  a 
masterly  one),  by  being  among  the  first  to  contemplate  the  scene  of  action. 
Whether  the  poor  beasts  which  now  dragged  our  diligence  along  had  been 
jaded  by  their  recent  unusual  occupation,  or  whether  the  roads  were 
zendered  bad  by  unusual  traffic,  the  darkness  of  the  mght  did  not  per- 
mit us  to  observe  ;  but  we  were  twelve  hours  performing  a  distance  of 
thirty  miles,  and  the  sun  was  already  high  before  we  entered  Brussels. 
Alas,  how  changed  was  the  appearance  of  this  place  since  we  left  it ! 

'^  It  was  on  the  20th  of  June  we  arrived  at  the  barriers  of  Brussels^ 
where  we  met  several  carts  with  our  wounded  countrymen  or  their  pri- 
soners ;  but  we  could  scarcely  pass  some  of  the  main  streets  from  the 
crowds  of  both,  either  resting  against  the  walls,  or  slowly  moving  about, 
as  their  wounds  permitted.  Fortunately  the  weather  was  now  fine,  and 
the  warm,  fresh  air  far  more  f&vourable  to  invalids  than  close  rooms. 
Nevertheless,  we  und^tood  that  all  the  hospitals  were  overflowing,  and 
every  private  residence  was  occupied  by  them.  At  the  door  of  each 
house  that  we  passed  the  women  were  busily  occupied  preparing  lint  for 
the  wounds  of  their  suffering  guests  within ;  and  among  the  trees  near 
the  park  were  about  200  of  those  magnificent  horses  belong^g  to  the  Scots 
Greys,  which  were  considered  to  be  mortally  wounded,  but  did  not  look 
so,  or  seemed  conscious  of  their  own  state. 

"  On  reaching  our  old  quarters,  the  Hotel  d'Hollande,  we  found  the 
rooms  all  occupied,  and  the  court-yard  strewed  with  straw  for  the  accommo- 
dation of  wounded  soldiers.  Of  course  we  were  resolved  to  seek  a  lodg- 
ing elsewhere  rather  than  propose  to  be  admitted  where  we  might  possi- 
bly disturb  any  of  these  brave  fellows.  The  landlord's  daughters,  how- 
ever, who  were  very  civil  and  intelligent  (and  to  whom,  by  the  way,  I 
owe  a  tribute  of  thanks  for  an  offer  they  made  during  our  former  visit 
to  pass  me  off  as  their  cousin,  and  a  Belgian,  in  case  the  French  had 
taken  Brussels),  now  suggested  that  we  should  find  equal  difficulty  every- 
where else,  but  that  if  we  would  put  up  with  a  couple  of  old  rooms  fittine 
up  in  the  granary,  we  should  at  least  have  well-aired  beds  in  them.  Such 
a  bird  in  the  hand,  while  proffered  with  so  much  cirility,  was  irresistible, 
nor  had  we  reason  to  repent  accepting  it.  We  returned,  therefore,  to  our 
old  coffise-ioom  to  take  some  refreshment,  but  how  the  scene  was  changed 
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siiioe  we  left  the  Belgian  meesenger  and  the  sceptical  tubaltenie  there ! 
Now,  at  almost  ererj  table  sat  a  military  man,  with  a  bandaged  limb  and 
a  sickly  countenance,  taking  what  sustenance  the  natore  of  his  sufferings 
might  permit  One  young  Irishman  alone  seemed  unhurt ;  but  he  looked 
deeply  depressed,  having,  as  he  stated,  seen  the  last  of  the  three  brothers  who 
had  entered  the  army  with  him  at  the  commencement  of  the  Peninsdar 
war,  f&U  by  his  side  on  the  1 8th.  *  Ah,'  said  he,  ^  'twill  be  my  tarn  next* 

^*A  very  handsome  Hanoverian,  who  had  been  g^reatly  disfigured  by  a 
bock  sabre  cut  across  the  bridge  of  his  nose  on  the  IGtn,  made  light  of 
hie  wound,  and  derived  consolation  from  having  brought  down  the  nm- 
away  who  inflicted  it,  with  a  pistol.  The  young  German  rather  aaaosed 
us  by  going  over  to  the  milliner's  shop  opposite  three  or  four  times  aday^ 
for  the  pretended  purpose  of  bu3ring  bandages,  and  employing  tlie  youg 
women  to  dress  his  wounds,  while  he,  in  return,  most  probably  iimieled 
others  less  easily  cured.  Generally  speaking,  indeed,  the  womded  men 
seem  to  vie  with  each  other  in  bearing  their  agonies  with  fortitude ;  and 
we  actually  saw  two  British  soldiers  dbputing  the  precedence  of  vakwr 
ait  some  particular  moment,  one  of  whom  had  lost  a  leg^  and  the  oth« 
was  severely  wounded  in  the  arm ! 

*'  The  Duke  of  Wellington,  we  were  told  (for  amid  so  much  oooftisioB 
I  could  neither  ascertain  the  veracity  of  my  information,  any  more  than 
I  will  now  vouch  for  the  fidelity  of  my  own  relation  of  it,  notwidistaod- 
ing  I  desire  only  to  detail  what  I  did  see  and  hear),  had  returaed  Is 
Brussels  to  dine  with  those  of  his  staff  who  were  abie  to  join  him  on  tiis 
19th  (it  was  now  the  20th)  of  June.  Some  one  who  saw  him  said  that 
he  appeared  to  feel  much  grief  for  the  dead,  mingled  with  his  joy  for  the 
▼ictory,  and  that  he  acknowledged  the  Providential  interference  by  whiek 
he  himself  had  been  preserved  in  the  hour  of  battle.  We  heara,  also^ 
that  while  at  dinner,  a  French  Greneral  who  had  been  taken  prisoner,  ia- 
sisted  upon  seeing  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  that  he  might  communicate 
something  of  importance.  He  was  therefore  escorWd  by  a  guard  into  tbe 
presence  of  his  Grace,  when,  being  questioned  by  Colonel  Freemantle  i 
believe,  as  to  the  object  of  his  mission,  the  boasting  Frenchman  said  he 
could  speak  to  none  but  the  Commander-in-Chief  ! 

^*  The  Duke  being  then  pointed  out,  monsieur  thus  began  : — 

^  '  Sir :  I  appear  before  you  as  a  general  of  France,  who  daims,  oa 
behalf  of  himself  and  his  fellow  prisoners,  the  attendance  of  the  Bri^ 
furgeons,  besides  idl  the  medical  attendance  which  it  is  your  dmly  to 
bestow  upon  us.' 

*'  'Sir,'  replied  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  almost  without  looking  the 
insolent  general  in  the  face,  '  I  have  but  too  many  of  my  own  brave  fo^ 
lowers  who  are  yet  without  surgical  or  medical  attendance  ;  jou  may 
therefore  retire.' 

'^  His  generalship  did  so,  not  a  little  abashed  by  this  just  x«buke,  and 
those  for  whom  he  petitioned  soon  learnt  that  Britbh  clemency  towards 
the  vanquished  was  better  produced  by  the  natural  feelings  of  the  con- 
querors, than  through  the  intervention  of  those  leaders  who  had  so  long 
been  the  abettors  of  ferocity  in  other  countries." 

But  the  field  of  battle  itself  merits  description,  and  we  give  it  from  the 
lame  private  source. 

^  The  22nd  of  June  being  now  arrived,  our  curiosity  to  viait  the  field 
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of  battle  could  no  longer  be  restrained.  Having  bargained,  therefbvBy 
with  a  sort  of  backnej-coaobman  to  take  us  tbitber  in  one  of  tboee 
vebicles  wbicb  ply  about  Brussels  for  tbe  accommodation  of  passengers, 
we  breakfasted  at  seven,  and  shortly  afterwards  set  off.  With  what  agi- 
tated feelings  we  ,did  so,  I  leave  those  to  imagine  who  have  never  yet 
visited  such  a  scene  in  reality,  or  others  to  describe  who,  having  done  «o 
often,  can  now  remember  their  £rst  impressions.  After  passing  along  a 
paved  way  for  nearly  eight  miles,  skirted  on  each  side  by  the  Forest  of 
S<»gne,  we  arrived  at  the  village  of  Waterloo  about  twelve  o  clock,  the 
celerity  of  our  movements  being  gready  obstructed  by  the  almost  un- 
broken chain  of  carriages  of  every  denomination  which  were  bringing 
the  wounded,  the  dying,  and  the  dead,  from  '  tbe  ensanguined  plain.' 
The  road  was  rendcved  dreadfully  heavy  by  the  immense  ruts,  after  one 
of  those  torrents  of  ram  which  fell  on  the  17th,  and  was  so  invariably  th« 
faavbinger  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  greatest  victories  on  tlie  Penin- 
aula.  Every  inch  of  our  journey  was  nevertheless  too  interesting  to 
appear  tedious,  and  we  were  stall  sympathising  in  the  sufferings  of  those 
who  had  passed  us  when  our  posdlion  stopped  at  an  inn,  opposite  to  a 
neat  little  church,  which  became  the  sepulchre  of  numbers  of  valiant 
British  heroes.  Without  a  cigar  I  found  it  impossible  (so  great  was  the 
effluvia)  to  visit  tbe  interior,  where,  lying  on  the  straw,  we  found  a  few 
soldiers,  so  desperately  wounded,  that  on  our  return  in  tbe  evening,  alas  1 
three  of  them  were  no  more,  and  the  fourth  was  dying.  Had  we  been 
in  a  state  to  take  refreshment,  the  little  inn  (already  crowded  with  better 
daimaots  to  the  landlord's  attention),  could  not,  I  suspect,  have  afforded 
US  any,  and  we  should  have  thought  ourselves  wanting  in  humanity  to 
consume  a  grain  of  that  stock  which  was  evidently  but  little  enoufffa 
among  so  many.  Our  horses,  therefore,  being  fit  to  proceed,  we  readily 
attended  the  driver's  summons,  and  continued  along  tbe  main  road, 
afa-eady  strewed  with  broken  carriages,  &c.,  till  we  came  to  Mont  St. 
Jean,  two  miles  distant,  the  position  upon  which  we  were  informed  the 
English  had  fallen  back  after  the  engagement  at  Qnatre  Bras  on 
the  16th. 

**  On  the  doors  of  several  houses  as  we  passed  along  we  obserwed, 
written  in  chalk,  the  number  of  '  blesses'  it  contained,  and  sometimes  the 
name  of  the  regiments  to  which  they  belonged.  A  little  further,  and  we 
found  ourselves  en  the  great  arena  where  the  fate  of  Europe  was  decided. 
It  seemed  to  me  an  open  plain  of  about  twenty  miles  in  circumference, 
and  most  admirably  adapted  for  the  use  to  which  it  had  been  so  lately 
devoted.  Our  driver,  however,  assured  us,  that  but  a  week  sinoe  the 
lofty  com  was  waving  on  the  very  ground  where  the  marks  of  horsee* 
hoofs,  or  ruts  formed  by  the  numerous  waggons  that  had  passed  and  were 
still  passing,  could  alone  now  be  discerned.  Numbers  of  cairasses,  bayo- 
nets, broken  swords,  saddles,  caps,  and  feathers,  already  attracted  our 
attention,  soon,  alas!  to  be  occupied  by  still  noore  saddening  objects. 
The  almost  naked  body  of  a  soldier,  over  which  a  carriage  had  passed, 
lay  on  tbe  side  of  the  road,  and  not  far  off  were  severid  dead  horses,  look- 
ing more  horrible  to  us  from  their  positions,  being  on  their  badcf,  swollen 
and  heavy  with  the  rain,  and  their  legs  stiff  in  death. 

^  We  pursued  our  course  towards  La  Haye  Sainte.  It  woald  fat 
impossible  to  depict  the  countenances  of  the  poor  fellows  (chiefly  French) 
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who  were  lying  against  the  battered  walls,  moaning  in  thdr  mifleries. 
In  the  interior  we  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  heap  of  slain,  and  retired.  We 
were  not  yet  equal  to  such  appalling  sights. 

*^  Near  this  spot  we  observed  an  unusual  number  of  cuirasses  scattered 
around,  from  which  we  presumed  those  '  armour-bearers*  met  the  British 
Horse  Guards  hereabouts,  and  that  their  iron  cases  were  too  weigh^  for 
the  immediate  plmider  of  the  human  wolves  who  had  already  so  mde- 
oently  despoiled  the  dead  of  everything  else ;  and  at  a  little  distance  we 
plainly  saw  some  men  flaying  the  dead  horses  for  the  sake  of  their  skins, 
and  perhaps  their  flesh,  which  might  have  proved  even  nourishing  food 
for  many  a  starving  prisoner  at  this  critical  juncture. 

^<  Lost  in  the  contemplation  of  such  sights  as  these,  we  jogged  on  to 
the  still  more  memorable  &rm-house  called  '  La  Belle  AUiance.'  It  was 
a  little  above  this  spot  that  Napoleon  remained  during  a  great  part  of  the 
batUe,  and  in  the  hollow  in  front  there  must  have  been  a  desperate  con- 
flict, if  we  may  judge  from  the  immense  number  of  bodies  that  lay  heaped 
together.  Indeed,  the  very  ditches  were  filled  with  them,  and  they  were 
so  slightly  covered  by  the  dirt  thrown  over  them,  that,  mistaking  it  for 
plain  ground,  I  was  perfectly  electrified  as  I  found  my  own  foot  give  way 
(in  a  sort  of  bog)  to  see  another  start  up  !  It  was  fortunate  that  I  was 
moving  slowly,  and  had  advanced  no  further,  else  I  might  in  one  moment 
have  been  out  of  sight  of  my  companions,  and  buried  among  the  h^oei 
of  Waterloo  without  participating  in  their  glory.  My  curiosity  was  a 
little  blunted  by  this  event ;  so,  picking  up  a  tolerably  good  cuirass,  I  pot 
it  into  our  carnage,  and  resumed  my  safe  position  there,  hoping  to  bnng 
home  this  relic  and  memento  of  the  occurrence,  which,  however,  some  of 
the  Belgian  gens  dParmes  thought  (and  very  justly)  I  should  remember 
well  enough  without,  and  therefore  took  it  from  me  afterwards,  on  enter- 
ing Brussels. 

''We  now  found  our  way  more  than  ever  impeded  by  the  dead  bo^es  of 
horses  and  men ;  the  broken  or  plundered  ammunition  carriages,  too,  lay 
beside  the  road,  which  was  in  several  places  actually  strewed  with  hol- 
sters, bayonets,  and  pieces  of  cloth,  red,  white,  and  blue.  Just  here,  also^ 
I  was  particularly  struck  with  the  position  of  a  poor  fellow  who  lay  dead 
near  us,  with  his  face  to  the  ground,  and  his  arms  and  legs  extended  in 
such  a  manner  as  to  make  us  infer  that  he  died  in  agony,  or,  at  all  events, 
in  the  very  act  of  'biting  the  dust'  From  his  height  and  muscular 
figure  (already  nearly  stripped),  I  suspect  he  had  on  the  day  of  battle 
worn  a  large  cuirass,  which  lay  near  him,  shattered  either  by  the  balls 
of  the  enemy  or  the  hands  of  the  plunderers.  One  of  the  Prussiaii 
sentries  here  offered  us  a  cabriolet,  originally  belonging  to  a  Frmch 
officer,  for  26  francs;  but  doubting  his  right  to  effect  the  sale  (though 
the  carriage  was  evidently  worth  50/.  at  least),  and  being,  moreover,  un- 
able to  take  away  our  purchase  at  the  moment,  we  dedined  accepting 
this  tempting  offer.  The  same  difficulty,  however,  did  not  prevent  our 
purchasing  some  black-silk  stockings,  a  nne  cambric  shirt,  and  a  (Wato- 
loo)  blue  neckerchief ;  a  bargun  was,  therefore,  soon  struck,  and  the 
articles  were  divided  by  lot  amongst  us." 

The  temptation  is  strong  to  make  further  extracts  from  our  friend's 
journal,  but  we  must  return  from  the  battle  of  Waterloo  to  hun  who  was 
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its  hero.  The  followiog  anecdotes  we  give  at  random,  without  reference 
to  the  order  in  which  they  apply. 

A  correspondent  of  the  Examiner  has  furnished  the  following  anecdotes: 
"  As  a  hoy  he  went  to  Eton  with  his  brothers,  but  renudned  there  only 
a  short  time.  His  mother,  Lady  Momington,  then  took  him  abroad,  but 
finding  him  troublesome  in  the  carriage,  dropped  him  at  Douay.  Here, 
luckily,  there  was  an  artillery  school  and  arsenal,  and,  as  the  tO¥m  is  for- 
tified and  protected  by  a  fort  on  the  Scarpe,  and  was  also  taken  by  Marl- 
borough, &ese  circumstances  may  in  some  measure  account  for  lus  early 
military  studies.  Lady  Moming^n  did  not  see  him  for  two  years  afit^ 
this  separation,  and  when  he  returned  to  England  recognised  him  at  the 
Haymarket  Theatre,  saying,  '  I  do  believe  there  is  my  ugly  boy  Arthur.' 
*<  When  still  at  Eton,  I  have  been  told  that  Lord  Wellesley,  Lord 
Maiyborough,  and  the  Duke,  were  invited  to  pass  their  holidays  with 
Lady  Dungannon,  in  Shropshire,  and,  being  full  of  fun,  they  asked  each 
other  what  news  they  should  tell  when  they  arrived.  One  of  them  pro- 
posed that  they  shotdd  say  Ta  pure  invention)  that  their  sister  Anne  had 
run  off  with  the  footman,  tninking  it  was  likely  to  produce  some  sensa- 
tion. This  they  accordingly  did,  and  shocked  Lady  Dungannon  most 
dreadfully ;  they  entreated,  however,  that  she  would  not  mention  the  cir- 
cumstance to  any  one,  hoping,  as  they  said,  that  their  sister  might  come 
back  again.  Lady  Dungannon  now  excused  herself,  having  promised  to 
pay  a  visit  to  her  neighbour  Mrs.  Mytton,  and,  unable  to  keep  this  secret^ 
of  course  told  it  to  her.   On  her  return  she  nearly  killed  them  by  saying, 

*  Ah,  my  dear  boys,  ill  news  travels  apace.  Will  you  believe  it  ?  Mrs. 
Mytton  knew  all  about  poor  Anne.'  This  story  is  worthy  of  Sheridan, 
and  if  he  had  heard  it  he  would  certainly  have  introduced  it  into  one  of 
his  plays. 

"  The  Duke*s  manner  in  society  was  not  as  brilliant  as  Lord  Welles- 
le^'s,  and  he  seldom  spoke  except  to  those  who  were  immediately  about 
hun.  I  can  remember,  however,  his  describing,  apparently  with  great 
interest,  the  circumstance  of  a  young  ensign  who  nad  been  embarked 
with  troops  from  the  Cape,  and  who,  when  the  medical  officer  happened 
to  die  on  board  the  ship,  in  which  there  was  great  sickness,  had  taken 
upon  himself  the  duties,  instructing  himself,  and  acting  to  the  best  of  his 
abilities.  The  Duke  remarked  that  he  certainly  deserved  his  promotion ; 
admitting,  however,  that  it  was  very  difficult  to  advance  an  officer  out  of 
his  turn,  but  he  hoped  that  it  still  might  come  under  Lord  Hill*s  notice. 

"  On  the  day  that  intelligence  reached  Vienna  of  Napoleon's  escape 
from  Elba  it  happened  that  a  great  diplomatic  dinner  was  g^ven,  and,  as 
the  guests  arrived,  all  were  anxious  to  detect  by  the  Duke's  manner  if  he 
had  heard  the  news.  His  countenance,  however,  gave  no  sign  ;  but 
wiutine^  patiently  till  all  the  company  had  assembled,  he  said,  '  Gentle- 
men, have  you  heard  of  the  Emperor's  escape  ?'  Then,  approaching 
Prince  Talleyrand,  and  placing  his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  he  added, 

*  Quant  a  moi,  Monsieur  de  Talleyrand,  je  suis  soldat  du  Roi  de  France;' 
thus  promptly  declaring  his  resolution,  and  leading  the  minds  of  all  to 
that  luliance  which  proved  so  successful  in  all  its  results. 

*'  The  Duke  to  the  last  often  visited  Lord  Wellesley,  who  would  as 
frequently  keep  him  waiting ;  but  his  only  remark  was,  '  I  believe  my 
brother  thinks  ne  is  still  Governor-General  of  India,  and  that  I  am  only 
Colonel  Wellesley.' 
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^'  All  who  know  Apdey  House  must  have  seea  the  oelebcated  statue  of 
Napoleon  bearing  a  Fortune  upon  a  globe  in  the  right  hand,  a  tributt 
ofiten  paid  to  successful  commanders.  Lord  Bristol,  when  he  first  saw  the 
statue  in  Canova's  studio,  admired  it  excessivel j ;  his  only  eiiticism  was 
that  the  globe  appeared  too  small  for  the  figure.  Canova,  who  was  a 
great  admirer  of  Napoleon,  addressing  an  English  nobleman^  answered 
this  very  happily,  *  Vous  pensez  bien,  my  Lord,  que  la  GiaBde  Bretsgne 
n'est  pas  comprise.' " 

The  Ndval  and  Military  Gazette  has  also  furnished  its  qaota  of  anec- 
dotes of  the  Duke ;  firom  amongst  them  we  make  room  for  the  following: 

**  One  morning  a  clerk  in  the  Ordnance-offioe  was  called  upon  by  a 
gentlemen,  a  native  of  the  same  place  in  the  north  of  Scotland  with  himr 
self,  who  then  for  the  first  time  had  visited  England.  He  stated  that  be 
had  that  morning  arrived,  and  had  come  to  him  to  introduce  him  to  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,  he  being  impressed  Mrith  the  idea  that  his  friend  ia 
the  Ordnance-omce  was  in  such  a  position  as  could  at  any  time  conuBsnd 
an  interview  with  one  who,  if  not  then  Master-Gieneral,  had,  at  least,  £»r- 
merly  held  that  position.  *  I — I  introduce  you  to  the  Duke  ?  the  thing 
IB  out  of  the  question,  my  good  fnend ;  but  as  you  seem  so  bent  on  i^ 
and  have  come  up  from  Scotland  for  no  other  purpose,  possibly,  if  y<ra 
will  go  to  Apsley  House  and  make  known  the  purport  of  your  calluig^ 
the  porter  may  be  able  to  procure  you  an  interview.'  Disappointed,  but 
nothing  daunted,  the  old  Scotch  gentleman  wended  his  way  up  St 
James's-street,  and  along  Piccadilly,  tmtil  he  arrived  at  the  house  dF  tlie 
great  captain.  On  the  gate  being  opened,  he  informed  the  porter  that  he 
desired  to  see  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  '  Have  you  an  appointment  witk 
the  Duke  ?'  inquired  the  faithful  sentinel.  '  No;  but  I  wish  particdadhr 
to  see  him.'  There  must  have  been  something  peculiarly  winnings  if  not 
commanding,  in  the  manner  and  appearance  of  the  veneiaUe  stranger, 
with  his  silver  locks  hanging  on  his  shoulders,  who  now,  withoni  intrs- 
duction,  without  a  previous  appointment,  with  much  eameatneis  was  ask- 
ing to  see  the  great  lord  of  the  mansion ;  for  the  porteiv  after  a  while, 
said,  '  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  your  card,  I  will  see  what  can  he  done.' 
In  a  few  minutes  the  porter  returned,  desiring  the  stranger  to  walk  intD 
the  house,  where  he  was  shown  into  a  room.  He  had  been  there  but  a 
short  time  when  the  Duke  came  in  with  the  caid  in  Hs  hand,  sayings 
'  Mr.  Robertson,  what  is  your  business  with  me  ?  I  can  afford  yoa  tea 
minutes.'  'Tour  Grace,'  said  the  patriarchal  visitor,  his  hot  beaming* 
with  intelligence,  and  his  countenance  brightening  with  satiafiiiction,  'I 
have  attentively  watched  your  Grace's  career  from  the  day  yoa  were  an 
ensign  up  to  the  present  hour.  I  am  now,  as  your  GSraoe  sees^  a  very  old 
man,  and  must  soon  leave  this  world ;  but  I  felt  that  I  oould  not  be 
gathered  to  my  fiathers  in  peace  without  having  beheld  your  Grace*  I 
arrived  from  Scotland  tiiis  morning  with  this  sole  object.  The  oxdy  wA 
I  had  on  earth  is  now  gratified,  and  to-morrow  morning  I  ahall  set  off  on 
my  way  home  again.'  '  Well,  Mr.  Robertson,'  said  ihe  Duke,  'next 
to  the  honours  I  nave  received  from  my  sovermgn,  this  is  eerteinly  the 
gpreatest  compliment  ever  paid  me.  I  am  now  oUiged  ta  ]ea?e  yoo,  but 
you  will  come  here  to  dinner  at  seven  o'clock,  and  to-morxow  I  am  going 
down  to  Windsor,  and  shall  be  lumpy  to  take  yoa  wiih  me.'  'No^'  re* 
plied  Mr.  Robertscm,  much  affected  by  the  interviewi  *  I  fattra  aeea  yo« 
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Grace — the  longing  of  my  h^^rt  is  gratified — I  want  nothing  else.'   And 
with  a  profound  bow  he  took  his  leave.'* 

There  was  nothing  more  characteristic  of  the  Duke  than  his  prompti- 
tude and  pimctuality  in  answering  letters,  no  matter  what  the  subject  to 
which  they  referred.  An  Irish  pi^r,  called  The  Banner  of  Ulster^ 
published  a  curious  one  the  other  day,  vouching  for  its  auth^iticity,  which 
we  see  no  reason  to  dispute.  It  was  addressed  to  a  g^Ueman  of  Belfiist, 
who  had  put  this  searching  question  to  the  Duke : 

<<  Belfast,  June  17, 1851. 
"  Field-Marshal  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 
**  May  it  please  your  Grace, — I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  requesting 
your  opinion — Was  *  Napoleon '  guilty  or  not  of  the  murder  of  his  pri- 
soners at  Jaffa;  and  if  there  is  any  military  law  or  circumstance  which 
would  justify  the  deed  ?  "  Yours,  respectfully, 

"  J.  H." 

The  reply  which  he  received  was  as  follows : 

"London,  June  23, 1851. 

"  F.M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr.  H. 
He  has  also  received  Mr.  H.'s  letter,  and  begs  to  inform  him  he  is  not  the 
historian  of  the  wars  of  the  Frendi  Republic  in  Egypt  and  Syria." 

Pages  might  be  filled  with  sindlar  epistles,  all  of  them  expressive  of 
the  straightforward  simplicity  with  which  he  disposed  of  questions  with 
which  he  had  no  concern,  or  which  possessed  no  interest  for  him.  We 
ourselves  remember  well  being  shown  a  letter  by  the  late  Mr.  George 
Bobins,  which  it  is  not  difficult  to  reproduce  from  memory  exactly  as  it  was 
written.  The  great  auctioneer  had  just  been  entrusted  with  the  sale  of 
the  Strawberry  HiU  property,  and  being  anxious  that  its  contents  should 
be  examined  at  the  private  view  by  all  the  leading  personages  in  the 
country,  sent  a  letter  of  invitation  to  the  Duke,  who  forthwith  returned 
the  foliowing  answer : 

"F.  M.  the  Duke  of  Wellington  presents  his  compliments  to  Mr, 
Creorge  Robins,  but  has  neither  the  lime  nor  the  inclination  to  see  Straw- 
berry Hill." 

It  was  like  knocking  down  the  auctioneer  with  his  own  hammer,  but  the 
indomitable  George  was  as  proud  of  the  letter  as  if  the  Duke  had  invited 
him  to  dinner. 

Apropos  of  dinners  :  before  we  close  this  desultory  article,  we  have  a 
story  to  tell  which  merits  insertion,  on  account  of  the  audacity  of  the 
narrator,  who  had  the  hardihood  to  string  together  a  series  of  the  most 
impossible  statements  concerning  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  pledge 
himself  at  the  same  time  for  their  veracity.  Their  inventor  was  a  certam 
money-lender,  well  known  about  town  a  lew  years  since,  who  exacted  as 
much  from  the  credulity  of  his  clients  as  he  aid  from  their  necessities. 

This  indrndiial  used  to  be  in  the  habit  of  asserting  that  he  had  dined 
with  the  Duke  of  Wellington.  The  circumstances  under  which  he  was 
so  honoured  would  be  told  by  him  after  this  fashion. 

*^  Ah !  wHo  is  that  riding  by  ?  Upon  my  honour,  it  is  the  Duke  of 
Wellington.  A  mat  man — very  great— -and  very  kind  and  affable  too. 
I  dined  with  his  Grace  last  week."^ 

« Indeed  P  would  ezckdm  the  needy  listener^  f^aA  to  get  the  money- 
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lender  into  a  good  humour  by  giving  him  his  head.  "  Indeed — ^how  wis 
that?' 

**  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  fellow.  It  is  as  true  as  the  Gospel ;  I  will 
take  my  oath ;  upon  my  honour !  Do  you  know  Lord  Henry  Jones  ? 
No  !  Well,  he  was  in  want  of  money,  just  as  you  are,  and  came  to  me. 
^  My  dear  Jones,*  I  say,  '  if  you  give  me  two  good  names  to  your  bill,  I 

fet  you  the  money  at  once  ;*  on  the  usual  terms,  you  know.  Lord  Jones, 
e  says,  *  Of  course  I  have  got  two  good  names,  or  I  shouldn't  come  to 
you  ;'  he  knows  my  habits  and  strictly  honourable  way  of  doing  business. 

*  Who  are  they  ?'  I  ask  him.  *  What  do  you  think,'  he  answers,  *  of 
Major  Brown,  of  the  Blues  ?'  *  Brown,  of  the  Blues,'  I  say,  ^  is  a  good 
man ;  he  will  do  for  one.  And  the  other  ?'  *  Well,  then,'  says  Lord 
Jones,  *•  The  Duke  of  Wellington.'  I  stare  a  little  when  I  hear  this,  but 
knowing  his  lordship's  honourable  connexion  I  accept  his  word  as  frankly 
as  you  take  mine.  *  The  Duke  of  Wellington  will  do  for  the  other,'  I 
tell  him  ;  *  come  here  to-morrow  at  ten  o'clock,  and  the  money  shall  be 
ready.'  Lord  Jones  goes  away  smiling,  I  take  up  the  bill;  it  is  backed 
already  by  Major  Brown,  and  nothing  remains  but  the  signature  of  the 
Duke.  I  order  my  cab,  and  tell  my  fellow  to  drive  me  to  Apsley  House. 
I  send  up  my  card,  and  say  I  wish  to  speak  to  his  Grace  on  some  busi- 
ness. The  servant  brings  me  word  that  the  Duke  will  be  hi^py  to  see 
me.     I  go  up — the  Duke  shakes  me  by  the  hand,  and  says,   *  Well,  Mr. 

G ,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ?' — quite  polite,  upon  my  honour  I  I  then 

tell  him  about  the  bill.  *  Oh !  is  that  all  ?'  says  the  Duke  ;  ^  here,  give 
me  the  paper  I  will  sign  it ;  directly.'  And,  upon  my  honour,  he  does! 
I  fold  up  the  bill,  put  it  in  my  pocket-book,  and  make  a  bow  to  hit 
Grace,  saying  how  much  I  am  obliged,  and  wishing  him  good  morning. 
But,  just  as  I  am  going,  the  Duke  looks  me  full  in  the  face,  aud  seong 
that  I  am  an  honourable  man,  he  says :  '  Mr.  G ^  have  you  any  en- 
gagement this  evening  ?'  I  say  that  I  have  none.  '  Well,  then,'  he 
says,  '  come  and  dine  with  me  to-day,  quite  in  a  friendly  way,  at  half-past 
seven.'  Of  course  I  do  not  say  ^  no,'  though  the  invitation  is  a  short 
one.  I  go  home,  put  on  my  best  waistcoat  with  blue  and  crimson  stripes, 
spotted  with  gold,  very  handsome,  upon  my  honour,  and  return  punctual 
to  the  hour.  There  is  a  very  good  dinner  ;  the  Duke  makes  himself  very 
lively  and  pleasant,  and  I  entertain  him  with  my  conversation.     When 

the  cloth  is  removed,  *  Now,  Mr.  G ,'  says  his  Grace,  ^  you  shall  have 

some  wine  such  as  perhaps  you  never  tasted.'  He  fills  my  glass  himself 
'  There  !'  he  says,  *  that  is  some  of  Napoleon's  port  wine,  which  I  took 
out  of  his  carriage  with  my  own  hands,  at  the  battle  of  Waterloo.  I 
never  give  it  but  to  my  most  particular  friends.'  I  am  stunned  wi^  his 
Grace's  kindness  and  condescension,  and  think  how  I  can  repay  it 
Suddenly,  after  we  had  drunk  about  four  bottles  of  this  fimious  port  wine, 
the  opportunity  offers.  I  observe  the  Duke's  eagle  eye  examine  my 
waistcoat.     '  That  is  a  very  handsome  waistcoat^  Mr.  G ^,'  he  says. 

*  Your  Grace  thinks  so  ?'  I  reply ;  *  you  shall  have  it.'  *  Oh,  Mr.  G ,' 

says  the  Duke,  trying  to  prevent  me  from  taking  it  off,  '/  did  not  men- 
tion it  for  that; *  But  I  can  no  longer  listen  :  I  jump  up  from  my 

chair,  throw  down  my  coat,  pull  off  my  waistcoat,  and  nand  it  to  his 
Grace,  who,  when  he  sees  me  in  earnest,  immediately  puts  it  on,  and 
looks  nearly  as  well  in  it  as  myself.  There,  my  dear  rollow,  that  is  the 
way  in  which  I  dme  with  die  Duke  of  Wellington  !" 


THE  LANCASHIRE   WITCHES 

%  l&omancc  of  ^cntiU  JporcBt. 

BY  W.   HARRISON   AINSWORTH,  ESQ. 


BOOKm. 
Chapter  VIII. 


HOW  KING  JAMES  HUNTED  THE  HART  AND  THE  WILD  BOAB  IN  HOGHTON 

PARK* 

Gaixofing  on  fast  and  furiously,  Richard  tracked  a  narrow  path  of 
green  sward,  lying  between  the  tall  trees  composing  the  right  line  of  the 
avenue  and  the  adjoining  wood.  Within  it  grew  many  fine  old  thorns, 
diverting  him  now  and  then  from  his  course,  but  he  still  held  on  until  he 
came  within  a  short  distance  of  the  chase,  when  his  attention  was  caught 
by  a  very  singular  figure.  It  was  an  old  man,  clad  in  a  robe  of  coarse 
brown  serge,  with  a  cowl  drawn  partly  over  his  head,  a  rope  girdle  like 
that  used  by  a  cordeher,  sandal  shoon,  and  a  venerable  white  beard  de- 
scending to  his  waist.  The  features  of  the  hermit,  for  such  he  seemed^ 
were  majestic  and  benevolent.  Seated  on  a  bank  overgrown  with  wild 
thyme,  beneath  the  shade  of  a  broad-armed  elm,  he  appeared  so  intently 
engaged  in  the  perusal  of  a  large  open  volume  laid  on  his  knee,  that  he 
did  not  notice  Hichard's  approach.  Deeply  interested,  however,  by  his 
appearance,  the  young  man  determined  to  address  him,  and  reining  in 
ma  horse,  said,  respectfully,  '*  Save  you,  father  !" 

^'  Pass  on,  my  son,"  replied  the  old  man,  without  raising  his  eyes, 
«  and  hinder  not  my  studies." 

But  Richard  would  not  be  thus  dismissed. 

"  Perchance  you  are  not  aware,  father,"  he  said,  '^  that  the  Idng  is 
about  to  hunt  witbin  the  park  this  morning.  The  royal  cavalcade  has 
already  left  Hoghton  Tower,  and  wiU  be  here  ere  many  minutes." 

"  The  king  and  his  retinue  wiU  pass  along  the  broad  avenue,  as  you 
should  have  done,  and  not  throng  this  retired  road,"  replied  the  hermit. 
"  They  will  not  disturb  me." 

^*  1  would  £Gun  know  the  subject  of  your  studies,  father  ?"  inquired 
Richard. 

"  You  are  inquisitive,  young  man,"  returned  the  hermit,  looking  up 
and  fixing  a  pair  of  keen  grey  eyes  upon  him.  '*  But  I  will  satisfy  your 
cuiiosity,  if  by  so  doing  I  shall  nd  me  of  your  presence.  I  am  reading 
the  Book  of  Fate." 

Richard  uttered  an  exclamation  of  astonishment. 

^  And  in  it  your  destiny  is  written,"  pursued  the  old  man  ;  ^'and  a 
sad  one  it  is.     Consumed  by  a  strange  ana  incurable  diaeas^  wiueh  may 
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at  any  moment  prove  fatal,  you  are  scarcely  likely  to  survive  the  next 
three  days,  in  which  case  she  you  love  better  than  existence  will  perish 
miserably,  being  adjudged  to  have  destroyed  you  by  witchcraft." 

**  It  must  indeed  be  the  Book  of  Fate  that  tells  you  this,"  cried 
Richard,  springing  from  his  horse,  and  approaching  close  to  the  old  man* 
"  May  I  cast  eyes  upon  it  ?" 

"  No,  my  son,"  replied  the  old  man,  closing  the  volume.  "  You  would 
not  comprehend  the  mystic  characters — ^but  no  eye,  except  my  own,  must 
look  upon  them.  What  is  written  will  be  fulnlled.  Again,  I  bid  yoa 
pass  on.  I  must  speedily  return  to  my  hermit  cell  in  the  forest." 
"  May  I  attend  you  thither,  father  ?*'  asked  Richard. 
"  To  what  purpose  ?"  rejoined  the  old  man.  "  You  have  not  many 
hours  of  life.  Go,  then,  and  pass  them  in  the  fierce  excitement  of  the 
chase.  Pull  down  the  lordly  stag — slaughter  the  savage  boar,  and,  as 
you  see  the  poor  denizens  of  the  forest  perish,  think  that  your  own  end 
18  not  far  off.     Hark !    Do  you  hear  that  boding  cry  ?" 

**  It  is  the  croak  of  a  raven,  newly  alighted  in  the  tree  above  us,"  re- 
plied Richard.  "  The  sagacious  bird  will  ever  attend  the  huntsman  in 
the  chase,  in  the  hope  of  obtaining  a  morsel  when  they  break  up  deer."  . 

"  Such  is  the  custom  of  the  bird  I  wot  well,"  said  the  old  man ; 
**  but  it  is  not  in  expectation  of  the  raven's-bone  that  he  croaks  now, 
but  because  his  fell  instinct  informs  him  that  the  living-dead  is  beneath 
him." 

And  as  if  in  answer  to  the  remark  the  raven  croaked  exultingly,  and,^ 
rising  from  the  tree,  wheeled  in  a  circle  above  them. 

"Is  there  no  way  of  averting  my  terrible  destiny,  father?"  cried 
Richard,  despairingly. 

"  Ay,  if  you  choose  to  adopt  it,"  replied  the  old  man.  "  When  I  said 
your  ailment  was  incurable,  I  meant  by  ordinary  remedies,  but  it  will 
yield  to  such  as  I  alone  can  employ.  The  malignant  and  fatal  influence 
under  which  you  labour  may  be  removed,  and  then  your  instant  restora- 
tion to  health  and  vigour  will  follow." 

"  But  how,  father — ^how  ?"  cried  Richard,  eagerly. 

"  You  have  simply  to  sign  your  name  in  this  book,"  rejoined  the  her- 
mit, *^  and  what  you  desire  shall  be  done.  Here  is  a  pen,"  he  added, 
taking  one  from  his  girdle. 

*'  But  the  ink  ?"  cried  Richard. 

**  Prick  your  arm  with  your  dagger,  and  dip  the  pen  in  the  blood,"  re- 
plied the  old  man.     **  That  will  suffice." 

"  And  what  follows,  if  I  sign  ?"  demanded  Richard,  staring  at  him. 

'*  Your  instant  cure.     I  will  give  you  to  drink  of  a  wondrous  elixir." 

"  But  to  what  do  I  bind  myself?"  asked  Richard. 

"  To  serve  me,"  replied  the  hermit,  smiling, — "  but  it  is  a  light  ser- 
vice, and  only  involves  your  appearance  in  this  wood  once  a  year.. — Are 
you  agreed  ?** 

**  I  know  not,"  replied  the  young  man,  distractedly. 

"You  must  make  up  your  mind  speedily,*' said  the  hermit;  "for  I 
hear  the  approach  of  the  royal  cavalcade." 

And  as  he  spoke,  the  mellow  notes  of  a  bugle,  followed  by  the  baying 
of  hounds,  the  jingling  of  bridles,  and  the  trampling  of  a  large  troop  of 
horse,  were  heard  at  a  short  distance  down  the  avenue. 
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"  Tell  me  who  you  are  ?"  cried  Richard. 

"  I  am  the  hermit  of  the  wood,"  replied  the  old  man.  "  Some  people 
call  me  Hohthurst,  and  some  hy  other  names,  but  you  will  have  no  diffi- 
culty in  finding  me  out.  Look  yonder !"  he  addea,  pointing  through  the 
trees. 

And  glancing  in  the  direction  indicated,  Richard  beheld  a  small  party 
on  horseback  advancing  across  the  plain,  consisting  of  his  father,  his 
sister,  and  Alizon,  with  their  attendants. 

"  'Tis  she !— 'tis  she  !"  he  cried. 

"  Can  you  hesitate,  when  it  is  to  save  her  T*  demanded  the  old  man. 

**  Heaven  help  me,  or  I  am  lost !"  fervently  ejaculated  Richard,  gazing 
on  high  while  making  the  appeal. 

When  he  looked  doA^n  again  the  old  man  was  gone,  and  he  saw  only  a 
large  black  snake  gliding  off  among  the  bushes.  Muttering  a  few  words 
of  thankfulness  for  his  deliverance,  he  sprang  upon  his  horse. 

"  It  may  be  the  arch  tempter  is  right,"  he  cried,  "  and  that  but  few 
hours  of  life  remain  to  me,  but  if  so,  they  shall  be  employed  in  en- 
deavours to  vindicate  Alizon,  and  defeat  the  snares  by  which  she  is 
beset" 

With  this  resolve,  he  struck  spurs  into  his  horse,  and  set  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  little  troop.  Before,  however,  he  could  come  up  to  them, 
their  progress  was  arrested  by  a  pursuivant,  who,  riding  in  advance  of 
the  royal  cavalcade,  motioned  them  to  stay  till  it  had  passed,  and  the 
same  person  also  perceiving  Richard's  purpose,  called  to  him,  authorita- 
tively, to  keep  back.  The  young  man  might  have  disregarded  the  in- 
junction, but  at  the  same  moment  the  king  himself  appeared  at  the 
head  of  the  avenue,  and  remarking  Richard,  who  was  not  more  than 
fifty  yards  off  on  the  right,  instantly  recognised  him,  and  shouted  out, 
"  Come  hither,  young  man — come  hither." 

Thus  baffled  in  his  design,  Richard  was  forced  to  comply,  and  uncover- 
ing his  head,  rode  slowly  towards  the  monarch.  As  he  approached, 
James  fixed  on  him  a  glance  of  sharpest  scrutiny. 

"  Odds  life !  ye  ha'  been  ganging  a  fine  gait,  young  sir,"  he  cried. 
**  Ye  maun  be  demented  to  ride  down  a  hill  i*  that  fashion,  and  as  if  your 
craig  war  of  nae  account.  It's  weel  ye  ha*  come  aff  scaithless.  Are  ye 
tired  o'  life — or  was  it  the  muckle  deil  himsel  that  drove  ye  on?  Canna 
ye  find  an  excuse,  man  ?  Nay,  then,  I'll  gie  ye  ane.  The  loadstane 
will  draw  nails  out  of  a  door,  and  there  be  lassies  wi'  een  Strang  as  load- 
stanes,  that  drag  men  to  their  perdition.  Stands  the  magnet  yonder, 
eh  ?"  he  added,  glancing  towards  the  little  group  before  them.  "  Gude 
faith  !  the  lass  maun  be  a  potent  witch  to  exercise  sic  influence,  and  we 
wad  fain  see  the  effect  she  has  on  you  when  near.  Sir  Richard  Hoghton," 
he  called  out  to  the  knight,  who  rode  a  few  paces  behind  him,  '*  we  pray 
you  present  Sir  Richard  Assheton  and  his  daughter  to  us." 

Had  he  dared  so  to  do,  Richard  would  have  thrown  himself  at  the 
king's  feet,  but  all  he  could  venture  upon  was  to  say  in  a  low  earnest 
tone,  "  Do  not  prejudge  Alizon,  sire.     On  my  soul  she  is  innocent." 

"  The  king  prejudges  nae  man,"  replied  James,  in  a  tone  of  rebuke, 
''  and  like  the  wise  prince  of  Israel,  whom  it  is  his  wish  to  resemble,  he 
sees  with  his  ain  een,  and  hears  with  his  ain  ears,  afore  he  forms  con* 
duaions.'^ 
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'<  That  is  all  I  can  desire,  sire,"  replied  Richard.  '^  Far  be  it  from  me 
to  doubt  your  majesty's  discrimination,  or  love  of  justice." 

<'  Ye  shall  hae  proofs  of  baith,  man,  afore  we  W  done,"  said  James. 
<'  Ah !  here  comes  our  host,  an  the  twa  lassies  wi'  him.  She  wi'  the 
lint-white  locks  is  your  sister,  we  guess,  and  the  ither  is  Alizon — and  by 
our  troth,  a  weel-fEiur'd  lass.  But  Satan  is  aye  delusive.  We  maun 
resist  his  snares." 

The  party  now  came  on,  and  were  formally  presented  to  the  monarch 
by  Sir  Ricliard  Hoghton.  Sir  Richard  Assheton,  a  middle-aged  gentle- 
man, with  handsome  features,  though  somewhat  haughty  in  expression, 
and  stately  deportment,  was  very  graciously  received,  and  James  thought 
fit  to  pay  a  few  compliments  to  Dorothy,  covertly  reg^arding  Alizon  the 
while,  yet  not  neglecting  Richard,  being  ready  to  intercept  any  signal 
that  should  pass  between  them.  None,  however,  was  attempted,  for  the 
young  man  felt  he  should  only  alarm  and  embarrass  Alizon  by  any 
attempt  to  caution  her,  and  he  therefore  endeavoured  to  assume  an  un- 
concerned aspect  and  demeanour. 

^<  We  ha'  heard  the  beauty  of  the  Lancashire  lassies  highly  com- 
mended," said  the  king,  *^  but,  faith  !  it  passes  expectation.  Twa  lovelier 
damsels  than  these  we  never  beheld.  Baith  are  rare  specimens  o'  Na- 
ture's handy  wark." 

^*  Your  majesty  is  pleased  to  be  complimentary,"  rejoined  Sir  Richard 
Assheton. 

^^  Nae,  Sir  Richard,"  returned  James.  '^  We  are  nae  g^en  to  flichter- 
ing,  though  aften  beflummed  ourseL  Baith  are  bonnie  lasses,  we  repeat 
An  sae  this  is  Alizon  Nutter — it  wad  be  Ailsie,  in  our  ain  Scottish 
tongue,  to  which  your  Lancashire  vernacular  closely  approximates,  Sir 
Richard.  Aweel,  fair  Alizon,"  he  added,  eyeing  her  narrowly,  "  ye  hae 
lost  your  mither,  we  understand  ?" 

The  yoimg  girl  was  not  discomposed  by  this  question,  but  answered, 
in  a  finuy  melancholy  tone,  ^'Your  majesty,  I  fear,  is  too  well  ac- 
quainted with  my  unfortimate  mother's  history." 

''  Aweel,  we  winna  deny  having  heard  something  to  her  disadvantage,*' 
replied  the  king — "  but  your  ain  looks  gae  far  to  contradict  the  reports, 
fair  maid." 

^^  Place  no  faith  in  them  then,  sire,"  replied  Alizon,  sadly. 

"  Eh !  what  I — then  you  admit  your  mother's  guilt  ?"  cried  the  king, 
sharply. 

^*  1  neither  admit  it,  nor  deny  it,  sire,"  she  replied.  "  It  must  be  for 
your  majesty  to  judge  her." 

"  Weel  answered,"  muttered  James ;  '*  but  I  must  na  forget  that  the 
deil  himsel  can  quote  Scripture  to  serve  his  purpose.  But  you  bold 
in  abhorrence  the  crime  laid  to  your  mother's  charge— eh?"  lie  added 
aloud. 

"  In  utter  abhorrence,"  replied  Alizon. 

*'  Gude — vera  gude,"  rejoined  the  king.  ^*  But  entertaining  this  feel- 
ing, how  comes  it  you  screen  so  heinous  an  offender  firae  justice  ?  Nae 
natural  feeline  should  be  allowed  to  weigh  in  sic  a  case." 

''  Nor  shoiud  it»  aire,  with  me,"  repli^  Alizon,  "  because  I  beliere  my 
poor  mother's  eternal  welfare  would  be  best  consulted  if  she  underwent 
temporal  punishment     Neither  is  she  herself  anxious  to  avoid  it." 
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"  Then  why  does  she  keep  out  of  the  way  ? — why  does  she  not  sur- 
render herself?"  cried  the  king. 

"  Because '*  and  Alizon  stopped. 

*^  Because  what?"  demanded  James. 

''  Pardon  me,  sire,  I  must  decline  answering  further  questions  on  the 
subject,"  replied  Alizon.  "  Whatever  concerns  myself,  or  my  mother 
alone,  I  will  state  freely,  but  I  cannot  compromise  others." 

**  Aha !  then  there  are  others  concerned  in  it  ?"  cried  James.  "  We 
thought  as  much.  We  will  interrogate  you  further  hereafter;  but  a 
word  mair.  We  trust  ye  are  devout,  and  constant  in  your  religious  exer- 
cises, damsel." 

*^  I  will  answer  for  that,  sire,"  interposed  Sir  Richard  Assheton.  ^'  Ali- 
zon's  whole  time  is  spent  in  prayer  for  her  unfortunate  mother.  If 
there  be  a  fault,  it  is  that  she  goes  too  far,  and  injures  her  health  by 
her  zeal." 

**  A  gude  fault  that,  Sir  Richard,"  observed  the  king,  approvingly. 

*'  It  beseems  me  not  to  speak  of  myself,  sire,"  said  Alizon,  "  and  I 
am  loth  to  do  so ;  but  I  beseech  yoiu*  majesty  to  believe  that  if  my  life 
might  be  offered  as  an  atonement  for  my  mother,  I  would  fireely  yield  it." 

''I*  gude  faith  she  staggers  me  in  my  opinion,"  muttered  James,  ''and 
I  maun  look  into  the  matter  mair  closely.  The  lass  is  far  different 
£rae  what  I  imagined  her.  But  the  wiles  o'  Satan  are  nae  to  be  compre- 
hended, and  he  will  put  on  the  semblance  of  righteousness  when  seekine 
to  beguile  the  righteous.  Aweel,  damsel,"  he  added  aloud,  **  ye  speak 
feelingly  and  properly,  and  as  a  daughter  should  speak,  and  we  respect 
your  feelings,  provided  they  be  sic  as  ye  represent  them.  And  now  dis- 
pose yourselves  for  the  chase." 

''  I  must  pray  your  majesty  to  dismiss  me,"  said  Alizon.  "  It  is  a 
sight  in  which  at  any  time  I  take  small  pleasure,  and  now  it  is  specially- 
distasteful  to  me.  With  yoiu:  permission  I  will  proceed  to  Hoghton 
Tower." 

^'  I  also  crave  your  majesty's  leave  to  go  with  her,"  said  Dorothy. 

''  I  will  attend  them,"  interposed  Richard. 

"Nae,  you  maun  stay  wi' us,  young  sir,"  cried  the  king.  "Your 
g^de  father  win  gang  wi'  'em.  Sir  John  Finett,"  he  added,  calling  to 
the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  speaking  in  his  ear,  "  see  that  they 
be  followed,  and  that  a  special  watch  be  kept  over  Alizon,  and  also  over 
this  youth — d'ye  mark  me — in  iact  ower  a'  the  Assheton  clan.  And 
now,"  he  cried  in  a  loud  voice,  "  let  them  blaw  the  strake." 

The  chief  huntsman  having  placed  the  bugle  to  his  lips,  and  blown  a 
strike  with  two  winds,  a  short  consultation  was  held  between  him  and 
James,  who  loved  to  display  his  knowledge  as  a  woodsman ;  and  while 
this  was  going  forward,  Nicholas  and  Sherborne  having  come  up,  the 
squire  dismounted,  and  committing  Robin  to  his  brother-in-law,  ap- 
proached the  monarch. 

"  If  I  may  be  so  bold  as  to  put  in  a  word,  my  liege,"  he  said,  "  I  can 
show  you  where  a  hart  of  ten  is  assuredly  harboured.  I  viewed  him  as 
I  rode  through  the  park  this  morning,  and  cannot,  therefore,  be  mis- 
taken. His  head  is  high  and  well  palmed,  great  beamed  and  in  good 
proportion,  well  burred,  and  well  pearled.  He  is  stately  in  height,  long, 
and  well  fed." 

YOL.  XXU.  2  P 
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*'Did  you  mark  the  slot,  sir?*'  inquired  James. 

*^  I  did,  my  liege,"  replied  Nicholas ;  '^  and  a  long  slot  it  was — the 
toes  great,  with  round  short  joint  bones,  large  shin  bones,  and  tbe  dew- 
claws  close  together.  I  will  uphold  him  for  a  great  old  hart  as  ever 
proffered,  and  one  that  shall  show  your  majesty  rare  sport." 

**  And  we'll  take  your  word  for  the  matter,  sir,"  said  James ;  '*  for 
Wre  as  gude  a  woodman  as  any  we  hae  in  our  dominions.  Bring  us  to 
bim,  then." 

''Will  it  please  your  majesty  to  ride  towards  yon  glade,"  said  M- 
dolas ;  '^  and  before  you  reach  it,  the  hart  shall  be  roused." 

James  assenting  to  the  arrangement,  Nicholas  sprang  upon  his  steed, 
and  calling  to  the  chief  huntsman,  they  galloped  off  together,  accom- 
panied by  the  bloodhound,  the  royal  cavalcade  following  somewhat  more 
slowly  in  the  same  direction.  A  fair  sight  it  was  to  see  that  splendid 
company  careering  over  the  plain,  their  feathered  caps  and  gay  mantlsB 
glittering  in  the  sun,  which  shone  brightly  upon  them.  The  morning 
was  lovely,  giving  promise  that  the  day,  when  further  advanced,  would 
be  intensely  hot,  but  at  present  it  was  fresh  and  delightful,  and  the 
whole  company,  exhilarated  by  the  exercise,  and  by  animated  conversa- 
tion, were  in  high  spirits ;  and  perhaps  amongst  the  huge  party,  which 
numbered  nearly  three  himdred  persons,  one  alone  was  a  prey  to  despair. 
fiut  though  Richard  Assheton  suffered  thus  internally,  he  bore  his  anguish 
with  Spartan  firnmess,  resolved,  if  possible,  to  let  no  trace  of  it  be 
▼idble  in  his  features  or  deportment ;  and  he  so  far  succeeded  in  con- 
quenng  himself,  that  the  king,  who  kept  a  watchful  eye  upon  him, 
remarked  to  Sir  John  Finett  as  they  rode  along,  that  a  singular  improve- 
ment had  taken  place  in  the  young  man's  appearance. 

The  cavalcade  was  rapidly  approaching  the  glade  at  the  lower  end  of 
the  chase,  when  the  lively  notes  of  a  horn  were  heard  firom  the  adjoimng 
wood,  followed  by  the  deep  baying  of  a  bloodhound. 

**  Aha!  they  have  roused  him,"  cried  the  king,  joyfully  placing  his 
own  bugle  to  Lis  lips,  and  sounding  an  answer.  Upon  this  the  whole 
company  halted  in  anxious  expectation,  the  hounds  baying  loudly.  The 
next  moment  a  noble  hart  burst  from  the  wood,  whence  he  had  been 
driven  by  the  shouts  of  Nicholas  and  the  chief  huntsman,  both  of  whom 
appeared  immediately  afterwards. 

''  By  my  faith  !  a  gp^eat  hart  as  ever  was  hunted,"  exclaimed  the  king. 
**  There  boys,  there ! — to  him !  to  him !" 

Dashing  afler  the  flying  hart,  the  hounds  made  the  welkin  nog  with 
their  cries.  Many  lovely  damsels  were  there,  but  none  thought  of  the 
cruelty  of  the  sport — none  sympathised  with  the  noble  animal  they  were 
ronning  to  death.  The  ci*ies  of  the  hounds,  now  loud  and  ringing,  now 
deep  and  doling,  accompanied  by  the  whooping  of  the  huntsmen,  roimed 
a  stirring  concert,  which  found  a  response  in  many  a  gentle  bosom.  The 
whole  cavalcade  was  spread  widely  about^  for  none  were  allowed  to  ride 
near  the  king.  Over  the  plain  they  scoured,  fleet  as  the  wind,  and  the 
hart  seemed  making  £ov  a  fell  forming  part  of  the  hill  near  the  TnaTiaJAn. 
But  ere  he  reached  it,  the  relays  stationed  within  a  covert  burst  forth, 
and  turning  him  aside,  he  once  more  dashed  fleetly  across  the  broad 
expanse,  as  if  about  to  return  to  his  old  lair.  Now  he  was  seen  plunging 
into  some  bosky  dell — and  after  being  lost  to  view  for  a  moment^  boond- 
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ing  up  the  opposite  bank,  and  stretching  across  a  tract  thickly  ooyered 
with  fern.     Here  he  gained  upon  the  hounds,  who  were  lost  in  the  green 


wilderness,  and  their  cries  were  hushed  for  a  brief  space — but  anon  thej 
buiat  forth  anew,  and  the  pack  were  soon  again  in  full  cry,  and  speeding 
over  the  open  ground. 

At  first  the  cavalcade  had  kept  pretty  well  together,  but  on  the  retom 
the  case  was  very  different,  and  many  of  the  dames,  being  unable  to  ke^ 
up  with  the  hounds,  fell  off,  and,  as  a  natural  consequence,  many  of  the 
gallants  lingered  behind  too.  Thus  only  the  keenest  huntsmen  held  on. 
Amongst  these,  and  about  fifty  yards  behind  the  king,  were  Richard  and 
Nicholas.  The  squire  was  right  when  he  predicted  that  the  hart  would 
show  them  good  sport.  Plunging  into  the  wood,  the  hard-pressed  beast 
knocked  up  another  stag,  and  took  possession  of  his  lair,  but  was  speedily 
roused  again  by  Nicholas  and  the  chief  huntsman.  Once  more  he  is 
crossing  the  wide  plain,  with  hounds  and  huntsmen  after  him— once 
more  he  is  turned  by  a  new  relay,  but  this  time  he  shapes  his  course 
towards  the  woods  skirting  the  Darwen.  It  is  a  piteous  sight  to  see  him 
now,  his  coat  black  and  glistening  with  sweat,  his  mouth  embost  with 
foam,  his  eyes  dull,  big  tears  coursing  down  his  cheeks,  and  his  noble 
head  carried  low.  His  end  seems  nigh,  for  the  hounds,  though  weary 
too,  redouble  their  energies,  and  the  monarch  cheers  them  on.  Again 
the  poor  beast  erects  his  head — if  he  can  only  reach  yon  coppice  he  is 
safe.  Despair  nerves  him,  and,  with  gigantic  bounds,  he  clears  the  inter- 
vening space,  and  disappears  beneath  the  branches.  Quickly  as  the 
hounds  come  after  him,  they  are  at  fault. 

"  He  has  taken  to  the  soil,  sire,"  cried  Nicholas,  coming  up.  "  To 
the  river — to  the  river !  You  may  see  by  the  broken  branches  he  has 
gone  this  way." 

Forcing  his  way  through  the  wood,  James  was  soon  on  the  hanks  of 
the  Darwen,  which  here  ran  deep  and  slow.  The  hart  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen,  nor  was  there  any  slot  on  the  further  side  to  denote  that  he  had 
gone  forth.  It  was  evident,  therefore,  that  he  had  swam  down  the  stream. 
At  this  moment  a  shout  was  heard  a  hundred  yards  lower  down,  pro- 
ceeding from  Nicholas,  and,  riding  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  the  kin^ 
found  the  hart  at  bay  on  the  further  side  of  the  stream,  and  nearly  up  to 
his  haunches  in  the  water.  The  king  reg^arded  him  for  a  momoxt 
anxiously.  The  poor  animal  was  now  in  his  last  extremity,  but  lie 
seemed  determined  to  sell  his  life  dearly.  He  stood  on  a  bank  projecting 
into  the  stream,  round  which  the  water  flowed  deeply,  and  could  not  be 
approached  without  difficulty  and  danger.  He  had  already  gored  several 
hounds,  whose  bleeding  bodies  were  swept  down  the  current ;  and,  though 
the  others  bayed  round  him,  they  did  not  dare  to  approach  him,  and 
could  not  get  behind  him,  as  a  high  bank  arose  in  his  rear. 

**  Have  I  your  majesty's  permission  to  despatch  him  ?"  asked  Ni- 
cholas. 

"  Ay,  marry  if  you  can,  sir,"  replied  James.  "  But  'ware  the  tynes  !— 
'ware  the  tynes ! — '  If  thou  be  hurt  with  hart  it  brings  thee  to  thy  Iner,* 
as  the  auld  ballad  hath  it,  and  the  adage  is  true,  as  we  oursefs  have 


seen. 


Nicholas,  however,  heeded  not  the  caution,  but,  drawing  his  wood- 
knife,  and  disencumbering  himself  of  his  cloak,  he  plunged  into  the 
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stream,  and  with  one  or  two  strokes  reached  the  bank.  The  hart 
watched  his  approach,  as  if  divining  his  purpose,  with  a  look  half  menac- 
ing, half  reproachful,  and  when  he  came  near,  dashed  his  antlered  head 
at  him.  Nimbly  eluding  the  blow,  which,  if  it  had  taken  effect,  might 
have  proved  serious,  Nicholas  plunged  his  weapon  into  the  poor  brute^s 
throat,  who  instantly  fell  with  a  heavy  splash  into  the  water. 

"  Weel  stricken  !  weel  stricken  !"  shouted  James,  who  had  witnessed 
the  performance  from  the  opposite  bank.  <*  But  how  shall  we  g^t  the 
carcase  here  ?" 

"  That  is  easily  done,  sire,"  rephed  Nicholas.  And  taking  hold  of  the 
horns,  he  guided  the  body  to  a  low  bank,  a  little  below  where  the  king  stood 

As  soon  as  it  was  dragged  ashore  by  the  prickers,  James  put  his  bugle 
to  his  lips  and  blew  a  mort.  A  pryse  was  thrice  sounded  by  Nicholas, 
and  soon  afterwards  the  whole  company  came  flocking  round  the  spot, 
whooping  the  death-note. 

Meanwhile,  the  hounds  had  gathered  round  the  fallen  hart,  and  were 
allowed  to  wreak  their  fury  on  him  by  tearing  his  throat,  happily  after 
sensibility  was  gone,  while  Nicholas,  again  baring  his  knife,  cut  off  the 
right  fore  foot,  and  presented  it  to  the  king.  While  this  ceremony  was 
performed,  the  varlets  of  the  kennel  having  cut  down  a  gpreat  heap  of 
green  branches,  and  strewn  them  on  the  ground,  laid  the  hart  upon  them, 
on  his  back,  and  then  bore  him  to  an  open  space  in  the  wood,  where  he 
was  broken  up  by  the  king,  who  prided  himself  upon  his  skill  in  all 
matters  of  woodcraft.  While  tliis  office  was  in  course  of  execution  a 
bowl  of  wine  was  poured  out  for  the  monarch,  which  he  took,  adverting, 
as  he  did  so,  to  the  common  superstition,  that  if  a  huntsman  should 
break  up  a  deer  without  drinking,  the  venison  would  putrify.  Having 
drained  the  cup,  he  caused  it  to  be  filled  again,  and  gave  it  to  Nicholas, 
saying  the  liquor  was  needful  to  him  after  the  drenching  he  had  under- 
gone. James  then  proceeded  with  his  task,  and  just  before  he  com- 
pleted it,  he  was  reminded,  by  a  loud  croak  above  him,  that  a  raven  was 
at  hand,  and  accordingly  taking  a  piece  of  gristle  from  the  spoon  of  the 
brisket,  he  cast  it  on  the  ground,  and  the  bird  immediately  pounced  down 
upon  it  and  carried  it  off  in  his  huge  beak. 

After  a  brief  interval  the  seek  was  again  winded,  another  hart  was 
roused,  and  after  a  short  but  swift  chase,  pulled  down  by  the  hounds,  and 
despatched  with  his  own  hand  by  James.  Sir  Richard  Hoghton  then 
besought  the  king  to  follow  him,  and  led  the  way  to  a  verdant  hollow 
surrounded  by  trees,  in  which  shady  and  delicious  retreat  preparations 
had  been  made  for  a  slight  sylvan  repast.  Upon  a  mossy  bank  beneath 
a  tree  a  cushion  was  placed  fur  the  king,  and  before  it  on  the  sward  was 
laid  a  cloth  spread  with  many  dainties,  including 

Neats*  tongues  powdered  well,  and  jambons  of  the  hog. 
With  sausages  and  savoury  knacks  to  set  men's  minds  agog — 

cold  capons,  and  pigeon  pies.  Close  at  hand  was  a  clear  cold  spring  in 
which  numerous  nasks  of  wine  were  immersed.  A  few  embers,  too,  had 
been  lighted,  on  which  carbonadoes  of  venison  were  prepared. 

No  great  form  or  ceremony  was  observed  at  the  entertainment.  Sir 
John  Finett  and  Sir  Thomas  Hoghton  were  in  close  attendance  upon  the 
monarch,  and  ministered  to  his  wants ;  but  several  of  the  nobles  and 
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gentlemen  stretched  themselves  on  the  sward,  and  addressed  themselves 
to  the  viands  set  before  them  by  the  pages.  None  of  the  dames  dis- 
mounted, and  few  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  take  any  refreshment. 
Besides  the  flasks  of  wine,  there  were  two  barrels  of  ale  in  a  small  cart, 
drawn  by  a  mule,  both  of  which  were  broached.  The  whole  scene  was 
picturesque  and  pleasing,  and  well  calculated  to  gratify  one  so  fond  of 
sylvan  sports  as  the  monarch  for  whom  it  was  provided. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  tranquillity  and  enjoyment  an  incident  occurred 
which  interrupted  it  as  completely  as  if  a  thunder-storm  had  suddenly 
come  on.  Just  when  the  mirth  was  at  the  highest,  and  when  the  flowing 
cup  was  at  many  a  lip,  a  tremendous  bellowing,  foUowed  by  the  crashing 
of  branches,  was  heai'd  in  the  adjoining  thicket.  All  started  to  their  feet 
at  the  appalling  sound,  and  the  king  himself  turned  pale. 

"  What  in  Heaven's  name  can  it  be.  Sir  Richard?"  he  inquired. 
"  It  must  be  a  drove  of  wild  cattle,"  replied  the  baronet,  trembling. 
'^  Wild  cattle  !*'  ejaculated  James,  in  great  alarm  ;  "  and  sae  near  us. 
Zounds!  we  shall  be  trampled  and  gored  to  death  by  these  bulls  of 
Basan.     Sir  Richard,  ye  are  a  fause  traitor  thus  to  endanger  the  safety 
o'  your  sovereign,  and  ye  shall  answer  for  it,  if  harm  comes  o'  it" 

^'  I  am  unable  to  account  for  it,  sire,"  stammered  the  frightened  baro- 
net.    "  I  gave  special  directions  to  the  prickers  to  drive  the  beasts  away." 
•*  Ye  should  na  keep  sic  deevils  i*  your  park,  man,"  cried  the  monarch. 
"Eh!  what's  that?" 

Amidst  all  this  consternation  and  confusion  the  bellowing  was  re- 
doubled, and  the  crashing  of  branches  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  and 
Nicholas  Assheton  rushed  forward  with  the  king's  horse,  saying,  "  Mount, 
sire,  mount,  and  away !" 

But  James  was  so  much  alarmed  that  his  limbs  refused  to  perform 
their  office,  and  he  was  unable  to  put  foot  in  the  stirrup.  Seeing  hicr 
condition,  Nicholas  cried  out,  ^'  Pardon,  my  liege,  but  at  a  moment  of  peril 
like  the  present,  one  must  not  stand  on  ceremony." 

So  saying,  he  took  the  king  round  the  waist,  and  placed  him  on  his 
steed. 

At  this  juncture  a  loud  cry  was  heard,  and  a  man  in  extremity  of 
terror  issued  from  the  wood,  and  dashed  towards  the  hollow.  Close  on 
his  heels  came  the  drove  of  wild  cattle,  and  just  as  he  gained  the  very 
rerge  of  the  descent,  the  foremost  of  the  herd  overtook  him,  and  lower- 
ing his  curled  head,  caught  him  on  the  points  of  his  horns,  and  threw 
him  forwards  to  such  a  distance  that  he  alighted  with  a  heavy  crash 
almost  at  the  king's  feet.  Satisfied,  apparently,  with  their  vengeance,  or 
alarmed  by  the  numerous  assemblage,  the  drove  instantly  turned  tail, 
and  were  pursued  into  the  depths  of  the  forest  by  the  prickers. 

Having  recovered  his  composure,  James  bade  some  of  the  attendants 
raise  the  poor  wretch,  who  was  lying  groaning  upon  the  ground,  evidently 
so  much  injured  as  to  be  unable  to  move  without  assistance.  His  garb 
was  that  of  a  forester,  and  his  bulk — ^for  he  was  stoutly  and  squarely 
built — had  contributed,  no  doubt,  to  the  severity  of  the  fall.  When  he 
was  lifted  from  the  ground,  Nicholas  instantly  recognised  in  his  blackened 
and  distorted  features  those  of  Christopher  Demdike. 

"  What!"  he  exclaimed,  rushing  towards  him.  "Is  it  thou,  villain  ?* 
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The  su£ferer  only  replied  by  a  look  of  intense  malignity. 

"  Eh !  what  —  a  ye  ken  wha  it  is  ?"  demanded  James.  ^  By  my 
saul !  I  fear  the  puir  fellow  has  maist  of  his  banes  Inroken.^' 

'^  No  g^at  matter  if  they  be/'  replied  Nicholas,  ^^  and  it  may  sare  the 
application  of  torture  in  case  your  majesty  desires  to  put  any  question  to 
him.  Chance  has  most  strangely  thrown  into  your  hands  one  of  the 
most  heinous  offenders  in  the  kingdom,  who  has  long  escaped  justice^  but 
who  will  at  length  meet  the  punishment  of  his  crimes.  The  villain  is 
Christopher  Demdike,  son  of  the  foul  hag  who  perished  in  the  flames  on 
the  summit  of  Peiidle  Hill,  and  captain  of  a  band  of  robbers." 

^*  What!  is  the  knave  a  warlock  and  a  riever?''  demanded  Jamaes,  re- 
garding Demdike  with  abhorrence,  mingled  with  alarm. 

<^  Both,  sire,**  replied  Nicholas,  '^  and  an  assassin  to  boot.  He  is  a 
diabolical  villain." 

*'  Let  him  be  taken  to  Hoghton  Tower  and  kept  in  some  strong  and 
secure  place  till  we  have  leisure  to  examine  him,"  said  James  ;  ^'  and  see 
that  he  be  visited  by  some  skilful  chirurgeon,  for  we  wad  nae  hae  him 
dee,  and  sae  rab  the  woodie." 

Demdike,  who  appeared  to  be  in  great  agony,  now  forced  himself  to 
speak. 

''I  can  make  important  disclosures  to  your  majesty,"  he  sud,  in 
hoarse  and  broken  tones,  ^*  if  you  will  hear  them.  I  am  not  the  only 
offender  who  has  escaped  from  justice,"  he  added,  glancing  vindictively 
at  Nicholas — "  there  is  another,  a  notorious  witch  and  murderess,  who  is 
still  screened  from  justice.     I  can  reveal  her  hiding-place." 

^*  Your  majesty  will  not  give  heed  to  such  a  villain*s  fabrications  ?" 
said  Nicholas. 

"  Are  they  £%brications,  sir  ?"  rejoined  James,  somewhat  sharply.  ^^  We 
maun  hear  and  judge.  The  snake,  though  scotched,  will  sUll  bite,  it 
seems.  We  hae  hangit  a  Highland  cateran  without  trial  afore  this,  and 
we  may  be  tempted  to  take  the  law  into  our  ain  hands  again.  Bear 
the  villain  hence.  See  he  be  disposed  of  as  already  directed,  and  take 
good  care  he  is  strictly  guarded.  And  now  gie  us  a  cross-bow,  Sir 
Richard  Hoghton,  and  bid  the  prickers  drive  the  deer  afore  us,  for  we 
wad  try  our  skill  as  a  marksman." 

And  while  Demdike  was  placed  on  the  litter  of  green  boughs  which 
had  recently  sustained  a  nobler  burden  in  the  &llen  hart,  and  in  this 
sort  was  conveyed  to  Hoghton  Tower,  James  rode  with  his  retinue 
towards  a  long  glade,  where,  receiving  a  cross-bow  from  the  huntsman, 
he  took  up  a  favourable  poeitioa  behind  a  large  oak,  and  several  h^ds  of 
deer  being  driven  before  him,  he  selected  his  quarries,  and  deliberatdy 
took  aim  at  them,  contriving  in  the  course  of  an  hour  to  bring  down  fbiff 
hi  bucks,  and  to  maim  as  many  others,  which  were  pulled  down  by  the 
hounds.     And  with  this  slaughter  he  was  content. 

Sir  Richard  Hoghton  then  informed  his  majesty  that  a  huge  boar, 
which,  in  sporting  phrase,  had  left  the  sounder  five  years,  bad  broken 
into  the  park  the  night  before,  and  had  been  routing  amongst  the  fern. 
The  age  and  size  of  the  animal  were  known  by  the  print  of  the  feet,  the 
toes  being  round  and  thick,  the  edge  of  the  hoof  worn  and  blunt,  the  heel 
large,  and  the  guards,  or  dew-daws,  great  and  open,  from  all  which 
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appearances,  it  was  adjudged  by  the  baronet  to  be  "  a  great  old  boar,  not 
to  be  refused." 

James  at  once  agreed  to  hunt  him,  and  the  hounds  being  taken  away, 
six  couples  of  magnificent  mastiffs,  of  the  Lancashire  breed,  were  brought 
forward,  and  the  monarch,  under  the  guidance  of  Sir  Richard  Hoghton 
and  the  chief  huntsman,  repaired  to  an  adjoining  thicket,  in  which  the 
boar  fed  and  couched. 

On  arriving  near  his  den  a  boar-spear  was  given  to  the  king,  and  the 
prickers  advancing  into  the  wood,  presently  afterwards  reared  the  enor- 
mous brute.  Sallying  forth,  and  freaming  furiously,  he  was  instantly 
assailed  by  the  mastiffs,  but,  notwithstanding  the  number  of  his  assail- 
ants, he  made  light  of  them,  shaking  them  firom  his  bristly  hide,  crushing 
them  beneath  his  homy  feet,  thrusting  at  them  with  his  sharpened  tusks, 
and  committing  terrible  devastation  among  them. 

Repeated  charges  were  made  upon  the  sava^  animal  by  James,  but  it 
was  next  to  impossible  to  get  a  blow  at  him  tor  some  time,  and  when  at 
length  the  monarch  made  the  attempt,  he  struck  too  low,  and  hit  him  on 
the  snout,  upon  which  the  infuriated  boar,  finding  himself  wounded, 
sprang  towards  the  horse,  and  ripped  him  open  with  his  tusks. 

The  noble  charger  instantly  rolled  over  on  his  side,  exposing  the  royal 
huntsman  to  the  fury  of  his  merciless  assailant,  whose  tusks  must  have 
ploughed  his  flesh,  if,  at  this  moment,  a  young  man  had  not  ridden  for- 
ward, and,  at  the  greatest  personal  risk,  approached  the  boar,  and 
striking  straight  downwards,  cleft  the  heart  of  the  fierce  brute  with  his 
spear. 

Meanwhile,  the  king  having  been  disengaged  by  the  prickers  from  his 
wounded  steed,  which  was  instantly  put  out  of  its  agony  by  the  sword  of 
the  chief  huntsman,  looked  for  his  deliverer,  and  discovering  him  to  be 
Richard  Assheton,  was  loud  in  his  expressions  of  gratitude. 

'*  Faith !  ye  maun  claim  a  boon  at  our  hands,*'  said  James.  ''  It  maun 
never  be  saia  the  king  is  ungrateful.     What  can  we  do  for  you,  lad?" 

"  For  myself,  nothing,  sire,"  replied  Richard. 

"  But  for  anither  meikle — is  that  what  ye  wad  hae  us  infer  ?"  cried  the 
king,  with  a  smile.  ''  Aweel,  the  lassie  shall  hae  strict  justice  done  her ; 
but  for  your  ain  sake  we  maun  inquire  into  the  matter.  Meantime,  wear 
this,"  he  added,  taking  a  magnificent  sapphire  ring  from  his  finger,  and 
if  you  should  ever  need  our  aid,  send  it  to  us  as  a  token." 

Richard  took  the  gift,  and  knelt  to  kiss  the  hand  graciously  extended 
to  him. 

By  this  time  another  horse  had  been  provided  for  the  monarch,  and 
the  enormous  boar,  with  his  feet  upwaixls  and  tied  together,  was  sus- 
pended upon  a  pole,  and  borne  on  the  shoulders  of  four  stout  varlets  as 
the  grand  trophy  of  the  chase. 

When  the  royal  company  issued  from  the  wood,  a  strike  of  nine  was 
blown  by  the  chief  huntsman,  and  such  of  the  cavalcade  as  still  remained 
on  the  field  being  collected  together,  the  party  crossed  the  chase,  and 
took  the  direction  of  Hoghton  Tower. 
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A  LEAP  FROM  THE  JOURNAL  OF  AN  ANGLER. 

'^  I  BELIEVE  that  fly-fishing  in  these  parts  is  quite  and  altogether  a  fal- 
lacy !"  exclaimed  my  friend  Fergus,  as,  tiirowing  down  his  rod  with  an  air 
of  disgust,  he  seated  himself  under  a  clump  of  old  elm-trees  that  shaded 
the  sloping  grassy  bank  of  the  river  he  had  been  so  asfiidaously  and  un- 
successfully whipping  for  the  last  two  hours,  and  putting  out  of  the 
question  the  occasional  escape  of  an  exclamation,  more  intense  than  re- 
peatable,  whilst  thus  engaged.  He  had  certainly  exhibited  an  amount  of 
patient  application,  little  to  be  expected  in  a  peraon  of  his  fiery  temper, 
under  such  circumstances.  Altogether  inexperienced  in  the  mysteries  of 
the  angle  myself — and  although  I  had  often  mused  lazily  through  old 
Izaak's  pages,  never  having  inclined  to  the  practice  of  the  gentle  craft,  or 
experienced  the  singular  impulsion,  so  unaccountable  to  the  uninitiated, 
that  effects  the  appearance,  day  after  day,  at  the  river  side,  alike  of  the 
grave  old  man  and  the  roystering  young  reprobates  of  the  village— I  had 
looked  on  his  piscatorial  proceedings  in  the  first  instance  as  a  compara- 
tively harmless  and  pardonable-enough  kind  of  absurdity,  but  I  could 
not  realise  his  infatuation  when,  with  a  ruthless  disregard  of  hia  netho' 
habiliments,  of  wet  feet,  and  the  prospect  of  the  inevitable  four-mile  walk 
home,  he  deliberatly  strode  into  the  river  with  the  evident  determination 
of  compelling  fate,  and  inveigling  some  trout  of  eccentric  frame  of  mind 
into  the  belief  that  his  steel-appendaged  artificial  deception  was  a  prefer- 
able description  of  victuals  to  any  of  the  myriads  of  natural  insects  that 
were  dotting  the  still  water  a  little  higher  up  the  stream.  It  was  there- 
fore with  a  certain  degree  of  ill-nature,  but  suppressed  exultation  at  Feigos's 
mortifying  want  of  success,  that,  in  reply  to  his  twice-repeated  '^  I  wonder 
what  the  devil  keeps  them  from  rising  ?"  I  remarked,  as  regarded  the 
inexcusable  behaviour  of  the  animals  in  question,  that  '^  Perhaps  they 
were  not  hungry." 

^*  But  I  am,"  said  my  chagrined  friend,  a  word,  as  is  often  the  case 
with  him,  causing  a  complete  diversion  of  his  ideas  into  another  channel. 
*'  By  Jove**  added  he,  ^*l  could  eat  a  Caffre  stuffed  with  asegais !  Whafs 
to  be  done  ?  feed  we  must ;  but  how  to  procure  edibles  ?  Halloa,  you 
younker,'*  he  shouted,  espying  a  young  smock-frocked  native  in  the  ad- 
joining pasture-field,  and  beckoning  the  gaping,  half-grown  rustic  he 
destined  as  our  Ganymede  for  the  nonce  to  approach. 

We  succeeded,  by  dint  of  persevering  inquiry,  in  ascertaining  through 
the  crass  young  bumpkin,  who  appeared  to  listen  with  eyes  and  mouth, 
and  talk  with  no  member  in  particular,  that  there  existed  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood a  village  where  that  nectar  and  ambrosia  of  hungry  sportsineD, 
bread,  cheese,  and  home-brewed  ale,  might  be  obtained  for  an  equivalent 
in  the  current  coin  of  the  realm  ;  and  after  repeated  injunctions,  and  not 
without  some  misgivings  at  the  last  moment  as  to  whether  he  understood 
them,  we  despatched  in  quest  of  the  delicate  hre, 

"But  where  is  Hervey  ?"  said  Fergus,  suddenly  recollecting  the  pro- 
fessional angler,  who  had  been  recommended  to  him  as  a  guide,  who  had 
assorted  his  tackle,  and  accompanied  us,  and  introduced  us  to  the  river  a 
few  hours  previously.  "  I  have  not  seen  him  since  we  left  the  rapid 
below  the  weir.     Can  he  have  had  any  sport,  think  you  ?" 


now  JIM  HABYET  GOT  WOUNDED  AT  WATERLOO.        473 

A  faint  shout  in  the  distance,  heard  through  the  still  air  of  the  summer 
eTening,  was  wafted  to  our  ears,  as  if  in  reply  to  the  interrogatory,  caus- 
ing me  to  look  inquiringly,  and  Fergus  to  bound  off  at  once  in  the 
direction  of  the  sound. 

Following  the  example  of  my  agile  friend,  but  in  a  more  leisurely 
manner,  and  at  length  surmounting  a  fence,  which,  from  the  execution  it 
did  on  my  unmentionables,  strongly  reminded  me  of  Cape  warfieire,  wait- 
a-bit  thorns,  and  crackers,  I  arrived  at  a  part  of  the  stream  where,  bend- 
ing suddenly,  it  formed  a  deep  pool  under  the  opposite  high  bank,  scarped 
by  the  eddying  winter-floods,  while  on  the  hither  side  it  left  exposed  a 
gradually  shelving  pebbly  strand,  where  stood  Fergus  and  our  ancient 
cicerone,  Harvey,  in  a  state  of  quiet  excitement,  watching  the  manoeuvres 
of  a  large  fish  which  was  straining  almost  to  fracture  the  slight  tackle 
with  which  the  latter  held  and  played  him. 

*'  There  he  goes  again,"  cried  the  pair,  as  the  agonised  object  of  their 
persecution,  with  a  dash  of  his  tail,  threw  himself  full  five  feet  out  of  the 
water,  his  deep,  yellow  sides  showing  like  burnished  gold  during  his 
momentary  emergence. 

*'  I  thought  so,''  said  Harvey,  his  rather  rubicund  nose  glowing  with  a 
still  livelier  tint  than  usual.  *'  He's  full  seven  pounds,  and  hooked  foul, 
near  the  tail.  He  may  fight  for  an  hour  to  come ;  and  if  he  g^ts  out  of 
the  pool  down  stream  something  must  break,  for  there's  no  getting  past 
them  trees  at  the  comer." 

But  the  poor  fish  did  not  see  his  best  chance  of  salvation,  seeming  to 
prefer  the  depths  in  which  he  had  been  probably  fattening  for  years,  to 
the  shallow  rapids  leading  fi<om  his  habitat. 

*'  By  Jove,  he  is  strong  as  an  ox!"  said  Fergus,  as  the  trout  darted 
from  one  end  of  the  pool  to  the  other,  and  the  reel  whirred  as  the  line 
ran  out. 

"  It's  all  along  of  the  way  he's  hooked,"  added  Harvey ;  *"'he's  lying 
at  the  bottom  now  as  heavy  as  a  stone.  I  wish  he  was  a  little  livelier  than 
he  is,  he'd  wear  himself  out  all  the  sooner  ;  but  I  am  afraid  to  force  him 
with  a  single  gut  roller,  and  that  none  of  the  newest,  nether." 

Another  floundering  plunge  on  the  surface,  making  quite  &  commotion 
in  the  dark  glassy  waters,  showed  the  still  undiminished  vigour  of  his 
sullen  adversary. 

"  I  see  no  end  to  it,"  pursued  Harvey,  "  unless  we  can  gaff  him.  If 
youll  screw  the  hook  into  the  landing-net  handle,  Fll  try  and  bring  him 

to  the  surface  nearer  the  shore,  and  then " 

But  a  different  termination  to  the  contest,  and  a  somewhat  more 
agreeable  one  to  the  fish,  than  was  anticipated  and  hoped  for,  rendered 
abortive  the  evil-intentioned  scheme  of  the  ardent  fishers.  Fergus  had 
scarcely  armed  himself  with  the  unrighteous -looking  lethal  weapon 
called  the  gaff,  and  stood  ready  to  assist  in  poor  trouty's  circumvention, 
and  give  the  coup  de  grace,  wnen  the  terse  line  suddenly  became  slack, 
the  bending  rod  straight  as  a  bulrush — ^the  fish  had  escaped,  to  my  great 
secret  satisfaction,  and  the  blank  dismay  of  Fergus  ana  Harvey.  The 
great  weight  of  the  trout  had  graduaUy  straightened  the  wire  of  the 
hook,  and  the  small  barb  having  in  consequence  lost  its  power,  a  wriggle 
and  a  twist,  and  his  liberty  was  effected. 

The  mortification  of  the  twain,  as  they  realised  their  disappmntment  in 
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all  its  plenitude,  was  ludicrous  in  the  extreme  ;  such  another  pair  of  woe- 
begone, unhappy-looking  Britons,  I  had  nerer  seen. 

^*  Such  a  fish,  full  seven  pounds,  and  to  lose  him  after  all,''  said  Harvej. 

"  The  devil  take  the  man  that  made  the  hook,"  added  JPergva. 

'^  Too  sofb  is  worse  than  too  hard,"  added  Harvey ;  ^  its  only  a  jerk  can 
break  that." 

**  Come,"  said  I,  gp^eatly  inclined  to  laugh  at  their  discomfiture,  but 
trying  to  console  them  by  looldng  at  lugubrious  as  if  I  participated  in 
the  disaster,  '^  next  time  you  may  have  better  luck.  You  know  there  is 
as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  came  out  of  it." 

But  even  these  reflections,  wise  and  nov^  as  they  are,  fiuled  to  enhfen 
their  rueful  oountenanoes ;  and  it  was  not  until  beings  mors  than,  once 
reminded  of  the  repast  that  awaited  us  that  the  tnrtful  qxirtBmen  re* 
luctantly  left  the  pool,  where  their  intended  victim  lay  assured  fi>r  the 
future  ag^ainst  their  delusive  wiles.    Whilst  wending  our  way  back  to  ^ 
place  where  we  had  oommissioned  the  incipient  agneultmut  to  retnm 
with  the  comestables^  I  may  as  well  descitbe  the  ootwaDd;.  man  of  tfaa 
piscatorial  professor,  Harvey.    He  was  apparently  about  siiaiy  year»iif  age, 
but  had  worn  well,  and,  although  some?^t  inchned  to  pannoti,  wae  active 
and  jaunty  stilL    He  had  been  a  soldier  in  his  younger  cbjs,  and  although 
thirty  years  must  have  w^-nigh  lapsed  since  he  stood  in  the  ranks,  ht 
still  retained  his  setting  up.     Of  middle  height,  but  broad-shouiderBd  aad 
strong-limbed,  he  had  at  one  time  been  the  model  of  an  infiuitiy  linesman; 
add  to  this  light  eyes  and  hair,  a  broad,  good-humoured  hee,  with  a  nose 
decidedly  Baidolphian,  and  the  picture,  barring  the  drapery,  ia  compkte. 
But  the  costume  of  an  old  soldier  is  invariably  the  same ;  a  frock-coat  is 
the  height  of  his  ambition,  and,  when  attained,  is  paraded  on  every 
occasion.     The  garment  in  question  that  bedecked  the  person  of  Jim 
Harvey,  formerly  of  her  Majesty's  69th  Foot,  once  sergeant  and  twice 
private,  was  of  dark  doth,  roomy  and  capacious,  matdbing^weU  in  eveiy 
respect  with  its  accompanying  waistcoat  and  continuations ;  and  but  for 
the  gut-lines  and  the  swarm  of  artificial  flies  that  adorned  his  longnupped 
beaver,  he  would  certainly  rather  have  been  taken  by  a:  stranger  ror  a 
comfortable  country  tradesman  than  a  devoted  disciple  of  Walton's.   We 
found  that  our  purveyor,  stolid  as  he  looked,  had  performed  his  commis* 
sariat  mission  very  satisfactorily,  and  now  stood  eyeing  ihe  delectable 
supplies,  and  probably  speculatmg  on  the  chance  of  the  large  stone-jar 
of  beer,  the  wedges  of  cheese  and  chunks  of  bread,  becoming^  his  own 
property  in  the  event  of  our  non-return ;  but  the  presence  of  our  party 
having  resolved  this  question  in  a  way  condusive  even  to  his  dmiiy- 
developed  agrarian  perceptions,  and  a  bright  half-crown,  the  remuneration 
for  his  services,  having  been  safely  bestowed  under  his  smock,  in  some 
secret  receptacle  for  Enables  wmch  appeared  not  a  little  difficult  of 
attainment,  our  bucolic  worthy  was  dismissed  rejoicing.     He  posffiUy 
might  have  capered  to  show  his  satisfisiction,  but  the  weig^  of  his  pon- 
derous hob-noded  boots  forbidding  a  saltatory  demonstration,  he  went 
off  at  a  quick  shamble,  as  Fergus  remarked,  '^  overweighted  like  a  pith 
dolL"     Like  men  making  the  most  of  their  opportunities,  wa  ware  soon 
busy  discussing  the  viands  before  us,  enjoying  taem  with  a  seat  that  the 
vie  de  Boheme  alone  procures,  until  time  aad  material,  in  due  course, 
produemg  satiefy,  cigars  weie  lighted,  and,  stratdied  on  the  sward, 
whilst  ruminating  luSf  asleep  on  the  tameness  of  English  spcnts  «4ien 
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compared  with  the  excitements  and  dangers  of  hmiter  life  in  less  civilised 
parts  of  the  world,  a  desultory  conversation  was  carried  on  between 
Fergus  and  Harvey  on  the  subject  of  flies  and  fish,  interrupted,  at  length, 
by  tne  former  abruptly  asking  Harvey  how  he  had  got  '*  marked  across^ 
the  £Eice,"  alluding  to  the  cicatiix  of  what  must  have  been  an  ugly 
wound,  and  whose  faint  white  line,  bordered  with  red,  extended  from  the 
upper  part  of  the  nose  across  the  right  cheek. 

"  It's  one  of  three  sabre  cuts  I  got  at  Waterloo,"  said  Harv^,  raising 
his  head  somewhat  proudly,  and  puffing  the  smoke  of  the  Havannan 
through  his  nostrils,  the  better  to  savour  its  unwonted  firagrance  tho- 
roughly. '^  And  here,"  added  he,  exhibiting  a  groove  on  the  outside  of 
his  left  arm ;  ^*  and  anodier  here,"  pointing  to  his  side,  ''  that  had  nearly 
wiped  out  my  number  altogether,  as  I  thought  at  the  time." 

'<  You  must  have  been  in  the  thick  of  it,"  said  Fergus. 

**  Well,  yes,"  replied  Harvey ;  **  the  69th  caught  it  pretty  tight,  but 
I  had  only  myself  to  blame  for  my  share  of  it." 

**  Tell  us  how  that  happened,"  said  I. 

"  Why,  you  see,  sir,"  said  Harvey,  settling  himself  as  if  for  a  stoiy  he 
liked  to  tell — *'you  see,  it  was  near  the  end  of  the  day,  although  the 
fighting  was  anything  but  all  over ;  yet,  we  had  been  out  skirmishing, 
and  the  bugles  had  just  sounded  our  recal  when  my  comrade  was 
knocked  over  by  a  musket-shot  in  the  breast.  My  comrade  and  I  had 
joined  the  69th  on  the  same  day ;  we  had  gone  through  the  campaign  in 
Holland  together,  and  when  both  of  us  were  sergeants  had  been  broke  by 
the  same  court-martial  for  the  same  offence — love  of  liquor  at  the  wrong 
time  that  was ;  so  Joe  Watkins  and  I  were  sworn  friends.  He  would  have 
run  any  risk  to  serve  me,  for  we  had  lived  together  like  brothers,  and  it 
was  not  a  little  danger  that  would  prevent  my  trying  to  help  him  when 
he  needed  it ;  so  you  see,  when  the  skirmishers  retreated,  I  ran  to  Joe  to 
see  where  he  had  got  it,  and  help  him  in  if  I  could ;  so  I  raised  him 
against  my  knee,  took  off  his  belts,  and  opened  his  coat.  '  Fm  hit  hard, 
Jim,'  says  he ;  '111  never  see  to-morrow.'  But  I  tried  to  encourage  him, 
and  get  him  on  his  feet,  although  I  felt  myself  diat  it  was  useless,  and 
that  he  had  not  very  long  to  live,  for  only  a  few  drops  of  blood  had 
trickled  from  the  little  blue  hole  in  his  left  breast,  and  he  spoke  as  if  he 
was  suffocating.  I  had  seen  many  a  fine  fellow  die  in  the  field,  but 
I  never  felt  for  any  of  diem  as  I  did  for  Joe  ;  so  I  lingered  beside  him, 
giving  him  drink  rrom  my  flask,  and  couldn't  make  up  my  mind  to  quit 
him  in  that  state,  till  I  found  it  was  too  late,  vrheaa.  I  saw  three  French 
cuirassiers  spurring  across  the  field  to  where  I  was  supporting  Joe. 
^  Them  three  chaps  look  as  if  they  were  coming  to  fetdi  me,  Joe,'  says  I. 
^  Leave  me,  Jim,'  says  he,  *  and  God  bless  you ;  you  can  do  me  no  good 
by  staying,  and  I  shouldn't  like  you  to  come  to  nurt ;  they're  too  many 
for  you.'  *  They  are  coming  to  fetch  me,  Joey,'  says  I.  *  Look  ou^. 
Jim,'  says  he, — '  look  out,  Jim.'  And  ihni  was  the  last  word  he  said, 
poor  fellow.  I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  cried ;  said  I  would  come  back  to 
him,  squeezed  his  hand,  and  sprang  behind  two  dead  gmi-h(»8es  that  hrjr 
close  by,  thinking  they  might  be  some  protection  to  me^  and  be  a  kind 
of  rampart  I  had  time,  too,  to  ram  home  a  cartridge  and  take  a  good^ 
sure  aim  before  diey  were  on  me.  I  was  thougn^  one  of  the  best 
marksmen  in  my  company  then,  and  felt  as  steady  at  the  moment  m 
though  on  parade  in  a  bairack-yard,  for  I  kn^  t&st  my  life  dis^ 
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pended  on  my  coolness ;  and  when  a  man  feels  that,  he*ll  do  his  best ; 
besides,  I  saw  I  had  one  good  chance  in  my  favour,  for,  lackily  for  me, 
they  had  outridden  one  another  a  good  deaL     Well,  you  see,  the  first 
chap  was  within  five  yards  of  me,  when  I  covered  him  sure  and  fired. 
The  bullet  struck  him  in  the  head,  near  the  eye  1  think,  and  he  gave  me 
no  more  trouble  :  he  threw  up  his  arms,  his  horse  swerved,  he  wavered 
from  side  to  side,  and  rolled  out  of  his  saddle,  about  twenty  yards  from 
me,  with  a  crash  hke  a  blacksmith.     His  comrade  was  just  within  reach 
of  me  as  he  fell :   this  second  one  was  a  big,  black-bearded  fellow  ;  he 
came  on,  with  his  white  teeth  set  and  his  sword  raised,  and  as  his  horse 
half  pulled  up  to  jump  over  the  dead  one  in  front  of  me,  I  thrust  the 
bayonet  of  my  piece  into  its  chest  up  to  the  muzzle.     The  poor  beast 
never  rose  at  the  leap,  but  its  fore-legs  seemed  to  double  under  it,  and  it 
rolled  over  the  dead  horse,  carrying  me  to  the  ground  before  it,  and 
falling  heavy  on  its  rider.     I  was  on  my  legs  again  immediately,  tug- 
ging at  my  musket  to  get  it  out  of  the  carcase,  but  as  ill-luck  would 
nave  it  the  bayonet  had  got  crossed,  or,  as  I  thought,  jammed  among 
the  bones  somehow,  and  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment  I  didn't  see  how, 
and  couldn't  free  it.     I  was  quite  defenceless,  and  thought  it  was  all  over 
with  me  when  the  third  one,  as  he  galloped  up,  reached  me  this  cut 
across  the  face.     I  gave  another  despairing  tug  at  my  musket,  but  with 
no  better  success  ;  it  felt  as  if  fixed  in  a  vice ;  when  the  Frenchman  gave 
me  his  second  across  the  arm  here.     Half  blinded  with  blood,  and  feel- 
ing savage  as  a  tiger,  1  quitted  my  piece,  turned  round,  and  sprang  at 
him,  trying  to  close  and  grapple  with  him  or  his  horse,  I  didn't  know 
which,  when  I  felt  the  point  of  his  long  sword  among  my  ribs,  and 
that's  a  sensation  that  brings  a  man  down  at  once.     All  this  didn't  take 
longer  in  the  doing  than  I've  taken  in  the  telling  it.     When  1  feU,  the 
Frenchman  galloped  off,  I  dai'e  say  thinking  that  he  had  settled  my 
accounts  out  and  out,  and  I  wasn't  sure  about  that  same  myself  at  first 
But  although  hurt  severely,  I  wasn't  quite  helpless  yet     I  lay  on  the 
ground  for  some  time  faint  and  giddy,  but  gradually  getting  better, 
staggered  to  my  feet  again  in  time  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  a  regiment 
of  our  own  cavalry  that  passed  at  a  quick  trot.     I  felt  weak,  but  had  all 
my  wits  about  me,  and  binding  up  the  wound  in  my  arm  the  best  way  I 
could  with  my  handkerchief,  I  set  about  to  recover  my  musket,  and  by 
pulling  in  the  right  direction  it  came  out  easily  enough.     The  second 
cuirassier  still  lay  groaning  or  swearing,  with  his  left  leg  under  the 
horse ;  I  think  his  leg  must  have  been  broken  in  the  £Bdl,  or  he  would 
have  been  able  to  disentangle  himself ;  but  I  did  not  think  of  that  at 
the  time.     When  he  saw  me  recover  my  weapon  he  made  fresh  efforts 
to  free  himself,  and  began  to  speak  fast,  asking  mercy  or  quarter,  as  I 
supposed.     His  face  was  pitiful  enough  now ;  but  I  recollected  it  look- 
ing very  different,  and  felt  savage  and  thirsty  for  his  blood.     '  You  shall 
have  the  kind  of  mercy  you  and  your  comrades  wanted  to  show  me,' 
said  I ;  and  I  put  the  bayonet  through  his  neck.     I  shall  never  forget 
the  look  he  gave  me  as  I  did  it !    When  in  hospital  afterwards,  all  throu^ 
many  a  long  feverish  night,  I  fancied  I  saw  his  upturned  eyes  looking 
at  me  from  the  ground  at  my  bedside.     I  felt  I  was  doing  wrong  as  the 
bayonet  was  passing  through  him ;  for  he  was  disarmed  and  helpless  in 
my  hands ;  but  he  was  dead  before  I  could  wish  it  undone  again ;  and 
God  forgive  me  if  I  wasn't  justified  in  taking  his  life. 
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'^  I  went  back  to  poor  Joe  Watkins  after  this,  and  foand  him  quite 
dead.  He  lay  on  his  face,  poor  fellow,  with  one  arm  over  his  head,  af 
if  he  was  asleep.  I  thought  the  dragoons  had  ridden  oyer  him,  but  if 
they  did,  they  hadn't  touched  him  as  he  lay.  I  looked  at  him  for  the 
last  time,  and  then  hastened  away  to  rejoin  my  regiment  if  possible, 
and  if  not,  to  get  to  the  rear  as  well  as  1  could ;  but  I  hadn't  gone  far 
when  my  giddiness  got  the  better  of  me :  I  stood  holding  on  by  a 
broken  gun-carriage  for  some  time,  and  then  fainted.  A  corporal  of 
the  69th  was  sitting  beside  me  when  I  came  to  again ;  he  had  been 
wounded  himself,  and  was  passing  to  the  rear,  when  he  recognised  me 
and  stopped.  He  told  me  the  battle  was  over  and  the  French  beaten 
out  of  the  field.  He  went  away,  promising  to  send  two  men  to  help  me 
in,  and  was  as  good  as  his  word,  otherwise  my  wounds  wouldn't  naye 
been  dressed  till  next  day,  and  that  might  have  been  too  late,  for  they 
didn't  stop  bleeding  till  I  got  into  the  doctor's  hands.  I  was  then  sent 
on  to  Brussels,  but  there  was  no  accommodation  therefor  us;  every  place 
was  already  full,  and  the  wounded  were  lying  in  the  passages,  and  even  in 
the  streets  in  some  places ;  so  I  was  boated  off  with  a  lot  more  to 
Antwerp,  where  I  remained  in  hospital  till  the  end  of  September, 
when  I  was  sent  to  England,  and  some  time  after  claimed  ifiy  discharge, 
and  came  home  here." 

'*  You  was  then  still  a  young  man,"  said  I;  *'  why  did  you  leave  the 
service  before  you  was  entitled  to  a  pension  ?" 

"  I  had  only  ten  years'  service,  and  claiming  my  discharge,  of  course  got 
no  pension,"  rejoined  Harvey;  ''  but  I  thought  I  had  had  enough  of  soldier- 
ing, and  although  I  may  have  sometimes  wished  myself  back  among 
my  old  comrades,  still  I  shouldn't  regret  having  left  the  69th,  for  my 
only  brother  died  whilst  I  was  in  hospital  at  Antwerp,  and  I  returned  to 
take  care  of  mother  and  his  farm,  till  she  died  and  the  children  grew  up 
to  manage  their  own  affairs." 

''  And  why  did  you  not  get  married  yourself  when  you  settled  down 
here  ?"  asked  Fergus. 

"  Ah!  sir,"  replied  Harvey,  "  I  never  had  a  call  that  way  but  once, 
and  the  lass  jilted  me ;  and  so  I  'listed,  and  never  loved  again,  except  as 
soldiers  do  that  love  and  march  away.  Besides,  sir,  marriage  would 
not  have  suited  my  ways  of  living  at  all :  as  it  is,  my  nephews  and  nieces 
are  all  well  to  do  in  the  world,  are  very  kind  to  me,  and  allow  me  to 
want  for  nothing.  And  then  you  know  1  have  the  fishing-tackle  shop 
in  the  village,  and  although  1  keep  it  as  much  for  amusement  as  profit 
still  it  helps  things  along,  and  maJces  me  feel  independent  like ;  and  few 
people  have  less  to  grumble  about  than  I  have ;  and  I'm  thankful,  too, 
for  I  know  it's  more  than  I've  deserved  or  worked  for." 

There  was  an  air  of  truthfulness  expressed  by  Harvey's  manner  as  he 
related  the  foregoing  episodes  in  his  life,  which  words  alone  could  not  have 
conveyed,  and  which  could  not  fail  to  impress  his  listeners  favourably, 
and  cause  one  to  like  the  worthy  old  fellow.  As  we  returned  to  our  quar- 
ters, therefore,  I  did  not  hesitate  about  aiding  Fergus  to  plan  another  ex- 
pedition for  to-morrow ;  and,  difiicult  as  it  is  to  "  teach  old  dogs  to 
dance,"  have  promised,  somewhat  rashly  perhaps,  to  make  my  debut  with 
rod  and  line  on  the  occasion.  If  there  is  truth  in  the  saying  '^  Fortuna 
favtifatuis^  the  result  should  be  prodigious. 
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The  fire  eontinaed  straggling  and  intennittent,  not  one  Cavalieri  how- 
ever, being  touched  behind  hiB  stone  rampart,  while  two  Puritani  fell 
apparently  wounded,  perhaps  dead,  and  were  instantly  borne  off  by 
tneir  friends  to  their  rear.  Now,  imitating  the  tactics  ot  their  enemies, 
in  perfect  sUence  they  advanced,  taking  advantage  of  every  bush,  stone, 
or  mequality  of  the  ground,  to  pour  a  volley  upon  their  enemies  or  to  save 
themselves. 

The  stripling's  impatience  could  be  kept  in  no  longer.  Bimng  on  one 
knee,  in  spite  of  all  the  entreaties  of  his  £Either,  who  lay  beside  him,  he 
placed  his  musket  on  a  low  ridge  of  rock,  and  fired  at  a  soldier  who 
had  attained  a  point  higher  than  that  on  which  they  were,  and  was 
about  to  dischai;ee  his  piece  with  fearful  effect.  Down  he  fell,  like  a 
prey  the  eagle  has  dropped  from  her  eyrie,  crashing  as  he  went,  till 
ne  fell  a  shapeless  mass  on  the  rocks  below.  A  oieer  &om  his  Col- 
lowers  &;Teetea  the  daring  champion  who  so  fearlessly  exposed  his  penon 
for  their  safety.  He  was  still  watching  the  result  of  ms  shot,  when  a 
well-aimed  bullet  cut  off  his  white  plume,  and  sent  it  floating  hebw. 
With  a  frown  his  father  pulled  him  down  into  the  covert. 

*'  Hash  youth,"  he  said,  *^  this  is  not  courage ;  it  is  ludr-brauied, 
vnreflecting  madness.''  Thai  turning  to  the  doctor,  who,  enseoofiad  sa£B 
behind  a  huge  mass  of  projecting  rock,  was  uiging  on  the  oombatani^ 
praising  the  best  shots,  condemning  the  bad,  instnu^ng  each  as  to  the 
peculiar  deficiency  of  his  aim,  and  shouting,  *'  They  rejcaoed  and 
gathered  thmnselves  together;  yea,  the  very  abjects  came  togefthsr 
aeainst  me  unawares" — '*  Silence,  good  doctor ;  your  shoots  draws  qb^  vb 
the  wanner  fire,  and  makes  ours  the  less  effective." 

The  rebuked  doctor  instantly  ceased  his  theolopcal  war-oiTi  and 
watched  the  fight  with  as  rueful  a  hce  as  any  old  bnigfaor  who  had 
jtroUed  into  Alsatia  would  a  bully *s  brawl,  ailvancing  up  Wk.md-d&^tac 
towards  him. 

"  I  swear  by  St  Carolos  de  Boromeo,  who  is  my  patron,"  whispered 
Sb  Charles  to  his  son,  who  lay  eyeing  the  enemy  as  the  golden  eagle  of 
Snowdon  might  the  hAcon  who  has  approached  too  near  his  eyiie^  ''I 
know  nothing  of  war's  stratagems  if  tne  villains  axe  not  going  to  throw 
some  planks  across  the  torrent  and  charge  us;  Were  our  party  stroog 
enough  to  hold  this  tete-de'porUj  I  would  send  a  party  of  me  round  to 
wade  the  stream  higher  up,  and  as  we  did  once  in  Flanders,  the  aound  of 
the  water  hiding  the  splashing  of  our  boots ;  but,  with  this  poor  handful, 
we  must  make  what  play  we  can.  Give  the  word  round,  Charles,  that 
when  they  are  past  that  first  white  rock  beyond  the  pu^t  they  fine  a 
▼oUey,  and  that  instantly  ten  of  the  best  ana  bravest  pikemen,  with  yoo 
at  thor  head"— the  young  man's  eyes  sparkled  with  fire— -^  bear  down 
upon  them.  Til  be  at  your  side,  and  the  rest  must  keep  their  pkoss 
loaded,  ready  to  fire  when  an  advantage  presents  itMl^  or  to  press  at 
our  back  wiien  need  is  the  sorest.  Let  onr  cry  be  *  God  and  our 
kbg.' " 
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He  icarcely  had  giren  the  directioiis  to  the  men,  ere  two  Puritan  hal- 
berdiers adTaoced,  preceded  by  one  or  two  skirmishers,  who  kept  up  a  warm 
fire  at  ererj  head  that  showea  itself  an  inch  above  the  defenees  that  nattoe 
was  so  lavish  of  in  that  wild  spot  With  the  ready  speed  of  habit,  im- 
pelled hy  a  sense  of  dtaager  and  a  desire  of  distinction,  they  threw  three 
broad,  Uiick  planks  from  a  flat  rock  of  the  bank  over  some  deep,  wide 
pools,  to  another  rock  immediately  contiguous  to  the  pulpit,  and  beyond 
which  a  man  might  wade  and  force  his  way  to  the  opposite  bank.  In  an 
instant  three  men,  with  pikes  ready,  advanced,  and  leapt  upon  it ;  a 
bullet  pierced  the  first ;  the  second,  turning  to  save  his  comrade,  was 
wounded  as  he  crouched  behind  the  rock.  There  was  a  moment's  pause. 
With  word  and  blow,  from  the  bank,  exposed  to  the  bullets  that  whistled 
round  him,  their  leader  urged  them  on.  As  if  stung  by  some  biting 
taunt,  four  more,  two  and  two,  rushed  past ;  they  cower,  they  reach^ 
they  pass  the  white  rock.  Widi  a  shout  that  rung  high  above  the  roar 
of  the  fifd],  the  Cavaliers  kapt  up  from  rock  and  bush,  and  bore  down  upon 
the  enemy,  to  meet  them  midway.  At  theb  head  ran  the  young  knight^ 
closely  followed  by  his  fi&ther,  waving  his  white  plumed  hat  in  one  hand 
and  Ins  drawn  sword  in  the  other.  With  a  dreadful  shock  they  met. 
With  push  of  pike,  and  blow  of  sword  and  butt  of  pistol,  curse  and 
shout^  and  groan  and  yell,  and  splash,  as  the  wounded  fell  to  drown,  or 
be  borne  away  by  the  frdl,  bleeding,  and  waving  their  bloody  or  ba  • 
grimed  hands  for  assistance,  till  they  came  to  the  edge  of  the  hiu^  eddied 
roond  for  a  moment,  and  were  then  swept  over  with  a  roar,  as  if  the 
water  exulted  proudly  in  its  triumph  over  weak  man. 

To  it  they  fought  foot  to  foot,  hand  to  hand,  with  clang  on  hehn 
and  corselet,  till  the  pools  ran  dark  with  gore ;  £Ematicism  and  party 
rage  urged  them  twofold  on,  and  infused  a  deeper  hatred  in  their 
hearts.  No  quarter  was  asked  or  given.  To  fall  was  to  die.  fimt 
though  the  Cavaliers  were  imdisciplined,  they  were  a  band  of  brotherB^ 
men  brought  up  on  the  same  estate,  headed  by  those  whom  they  had 
learnt  from  youth  to  respect,  to  love,  and  to  obey.  They  were  enraged 
at  being  thus  caught  like  foxes  in  a  net,  and  their  hearts  glowed  wiiii 
warm  affection  for  a  king  whose  very  misfortunes  rendered  him  but  the 
dearer  to  his  foUowers.  They  pressed  the  enemy ;  they  gained  the  planks ; 
hotter  grew  the  fire ;  as,  surrounded  by  the  enemy,  led  away  by  ihsir 
uncontrollable  and  gallant  temerity,  fought  Charles  and  his  mher,  who 
waited  on  him  like  a  g^oardian  angel  in  the  fray,  warding  off  blowi, 
throwing  himself  before  him  Uke  a  sliield,  directing  his  attention  to 
danser,  praising  him  when  he  struck  a  good  blow,  and  checking  his 
overfaasty  rashness.  Suddenly,  from  a  thicket  dose  to  the  water's  edge, 
leapt  two  Puritan  pikemen  upon  the  temporary  bridge,  and,  urging  for- 
ward their  companions,  retreating  before  the  impetuous  violenee  of  the 
young  gallant,  advanced  upon  him  with  their  pikes  full  be£Dre  their 
breasts.  In  a  daric  rank,  two  abreast  and  ten  deep,  they  drove  upon  him. 
Losing  his  footing  of  the  plank.  Sir  Charles  leapt  upon  the  nearest  rook 
and  slowly  retreated,  glaring  upon  his  enemies,  like  a  boar  at  bay  when 
he  diums  the  foam  and  shows  his  white  tusks  ere  he  rashes  at  the  hound. 
With  eager  solicitude,  forgetful  of  his  exposed  person,  and  of  ibe 
bullets  that  flattened  themseWes  upon  the  rocks  by  his  side,  he  waidied 
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his  son  slowly  retiring  and  making  for  the  nearest  covert  to  rally  lus 
men,  whose  biemdoleers  were  now  nearly  empty.  With  a  savage  hoond 
a  pikeman  drove  his  pike  at  the  bare  breast  of  the  young  knight ;  he 
parried  it,  and  returned  the  blow  with  a  fierce  thrust,  which,  glancing 
on  the  breastplate  of  his  antagonist,  a  dismounted  cuirassier  of  Haslerig^s 
reg^ent,  shivered  his  blade  to  the  very  hilt  With  the  broken  fragment 
the  heroic  youth  stabbed  his  antagonist  in  the  neck,  just  above  the  corse- 
let ;  he  fell,  still  alive,  but  grievously  wounded,  into  the  stream.  His 
companion,  before  the  youth  could  recover  himself,  rushed  forward  to 
avenge  his  comrade,  and  thrust  his  pike  deep  into  his  breast ;  and,  at  the 
same  moment,  a  pistol-bullet  of  the  officer,  who  had  watched  the  fray 
with  interest,  drove  into  his  brain.  He  fell  dead,  without  a  groan,  into 
the  arms  of  two  of  his  followers. 

To  bear  him  to  a  bank,  and  place  the  body  with  reverent  care  beneath 
the  bush,  where  but  a  short  hour  since  he  was  watchmg  with  a  bniii 
teeming  with  ambitious  hopes,  was  the  work  of  a  moment.  Then,  witli 
a  deep  howl  of  execration,  every  man  leapt  from  bush  and  from  behind 
rock,  forgetful  of  life,  and  bore  down  upon  the  triumphing  foe,  who  made 
the  air  ring  with  cries  of  "  Down  with  the  sons  of  Belial !"  "  Down  witb 
the  armies  of  the  Philistines." 

Every  eye  was  looking  for  the  slayer  of  their  gallant  young  leader, 
every  hand  clutched  his  weapon  firmer,  every  heart  throbbed  louder,  and 
longed  to  be  his  avenger.  But  God  had  already  sent  one.  Even  the 
doctor,  with  streaming  eyes,  seized  a  pike,  and  exclaiming,  ^*  He  that 
slayeth  by  the  sword  shall  perish  by  the  sword,"  brought  up  the  rear  in 
a  gallant  manner.  < 

Who  can  picture  the  father  ?  His  blood  froze  at  its  source,  his  eyes 
glazed,  as  if  he,  too,  had  felt  the  death-blow  his  son  had  received.  For  a 
moment  he  stood  thus,  and  then,  like  a  she-bear  robbed  of  her  cub,  he  leapt 
upon  the  Puritan ;  with  one  broad  back-handed  slash  he  cleft  his  jaws 
open  till  the  very  head  gaped  in  two,  and  he  fell  a  horrid  aping  of  death 
upon  the  body  of  his  fsillen  corporal,  who,  shot  through  the  brain,  had 
ftdlen  on  his  knees  and  blocked  up  the  path  to  which  he  had  led  hb 
fellows. 

With  a  shout  the  brave  men  rushed  upon  the  discomfited  enemy,  at 
the  moment  a  band  of  loyal  peasants,  armed  with  scythes  and  rude  pikes, 
rushed  down  from  the  hill  above,  and  halloaing  cheerily,  swelled  thdr 
ranks.  At  the  sight  of  the  new  allies,  bearing  down  like  yelling  demons, 
and  holding  torches  in  their  hands — for  the  moon  had  now  sunk — 
and  which  flashed  and  flamed,  and  threw  a  red  light  upon  the  woods,  they 
turned  and  fled.  Halting  as  they  gained  the  shelter  of  the  woods,  they 
formed  anew  under  the  direction  of  their  officers,  and  poured  a  dose 
but  ill-aimed  volley  at  their  new  assailants,  who  now,  clearing  the  planks 
of  the  dead,  were  prepared  to  defile  in  force  and  fight  for  the  possesion 
of  their  last  stronghold.  There  was  a  whispering  together  for  a  moment 
amongst  the  Puritans — of  those  at  least  of  them  who  were  not  buaed  in 
bending  over  the  wounded,  or  replacing  their  shattered  weapons  with  those 
of  the  dead.  And  presently  the  officer  whom  we  have  before  mentioned 
fastened  a  white  scarf  to  a  broken  pike-shaf^  and  advanced  towards  the 
bridge,  waving  it  in  the  air  as  a  flag  of  truce. 
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"  I  demand  a  parley,  with  your  leaye,**  he  cried,  '^  thou  of  the  white 
plume. 

There  were  low  growlg  of  rage,  as  Sir  Charles  prepared  to  advance  to 
meet  him  half-way.  ^^  Let*8  have  blood  for  blood,''  cried  one  mutinous 
feUow,  whose  blood  was  now  well  up.  With  portentous  face  of  chiding 
solemnity  the  doctor  pushed  them  back  with  finger  on  his  lips,  as 
already  the  two  leaders  had  met. 

"  Knowest  thou,"  said  the  Puritan,  without  one  indication  of  courtesy, 
although  a  slight  tone  of  pity  seemed  to  cover  his  words — "  knowest 
thou  that  thy  men  shed  their  blood  without  avail  ?  Harlech,  that  thou 
wouldst  have  relieved,  has  fallen  under  the  sword  of  that  holy  vessel, 
Obadiah  Fight-the-good-fight-of- Faith,  better  known,  may  be  it,  to  such 
as  thee  by  his  once  profane  name  of  John  Mytton ." 

"  Harlech  fallen  ?"  said  Sir  Charles,  even  in  the  depths  of  his  grief 
with  difficulty  repressing  his  astonishment  at  the  unexpected  news. 

**  Yea ;  finding  from  one  of  thy  malignants  who  joined  our  ranks  that 
relief  was  coming,  we  should  have  stormed  the  hold  at  eight  of  the  clock, 
but  they  surrendered  at  our  first  summons.  Resistance,  thenceforth,  is 
hopeless.*' 

"  Thou  trustest  too  much  on  this  poor  victory,"  said  Sir  Charles ;  "  half 
Wales  will  rise  at  our  summons." 

**  To  fight  for  a  prisoner  in  a  distant  island  ?" 

**  Prisoner  ?" 

*'  Yes,  Charles  Stuart,  whom  thou  callest  kinc^,  is  in  durance  in  the 
Isle  of  Wight ;  I  had  but  yesterday  a  despatch  from  my  lord  commis- 
sioner." 

"  Generation  of  vipers !"  said  the  doctor,  who  had  crept  up  to  the  back 
of  the  general  during  the  conference. 

''  Everywhere  the  Parliament  is  proclaimed,  and  Cromwell  lays  waste 
the  rebellious  provinces  with  fire  and  sword." 

"  Let  his  name  be  blotted  out  of  the  book  of  life,*'  chimed  in  the  doctor, 
^'  and  his  inheritance  let  another  take." 

''  Rather,  schismatic  sir,"  said  the  Puritan,  imbending  to  a  grim  ill- 
favoured  smile,  ^*  seemeth  he  likely  to  take  the  possessions  of  others. 
We  give  thee  twelve  hours  to  disperse  and  gain  the  sea-side  or  thy  own 
homes ;  after  that,  look  to  yourselves,  for  there  wiU  be  a  lion  in  the 
way." 

"  The  roaring  lion,"  stud  the  doctor,  "  the  devourer  of  souls." 

"  We  submit  to  your  conditions,'*  said  Sir  Charle?,  after  a  moment's 
pause  of  deep  mournful  thought,  visible  by  the  muscles  that  writhed  like 
things  of  life  upon  his  foreh^,  *'  since  better  may  not  be  granted  ;  and 
the  less  feel  I  for  my  followers,  since  I  myself,  to  whom  life  is  no  longer 
dear,  shall  surrender  more  than  them  all.  But  on  one  condition  alone  I 
yield :  that  our  deserter  be  surrendered  according  to  all  rules  of  warfare  on 
such  hard-plighted  treaties  as  these." 

The  officer  whispered  to  those  nearest  to  him,  and  within  a  minute 
they  reappeared,  dragging  between  them  Hard-riding  Dick,  his  hands 
bound  behind  him  with  his  own  belt,  his  face  wan  with  fear. 

"  Do  unto  him  as  seemeth  good  to  thee.  Farewell  !"  And  retreating 
to  the  shore,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice  to  his  followers,  the  Puritans  dis- 
appeared as  suddenly  as  they  had  come,  a  measured  tramp  alone  announc- 
ing their  departure.     Two  or  three  remained  behind,  still  lookiog  Bi,  per- 
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liaps  plundering  tlie  dying.  The  wounded  had  been  long  dnoe  ouiied  to 
places  of  safety :  these  stragglers,  too,  disappeared. 

"  Does  this  villain  deserve  death  ?"  cried  Sir  CharleSy  after  a  lon^  and 
teixihle  silence,  full  of  bitter  thoughts  of  the  past  and  acHrrowful  anttt^ 
tions  of  the  future. 

'<  He  does,"  cried  a  dozen  voices,  advan<»ng  their  pkas  aa  if  tbey 
would  crush  him  like  a  reptile. 

*'  Thou  hearest.the  judgement  of  the  oompanions  thou  haat  betrayed," 
said  Sir  Charles,  with  a  voice  of  slow,  suppr^Med  rage ;  ^  what  baat  thou 
to  say  why  thou  shouldst  not  sufifer  ?  while  the  Uood  of  bim  wbcun  thoa 
hast  slain  crieth  from  the  wet  earth." 

'*  God*s  curses  on  thee  all,"  said  the  wretch,  foaming  widi  rage  and  pale 
with  fear ;  '<  thy  son  struck  me  with  his  stim^girth,  and  swore  at  me 
£or  a  country  rogue,  because,  as  I  cleaned  my  horse,  I  sang  a  poahn." 

^*  And  was  it  for  such  a  trifle  as  this  that  dum  made  me  cihildleii 
among  men  ?  Take  the  white  scarf  from  the  dead,  reeve  it  on  yon 
gnarled  oak,  and  loop  it  round  his  neck." 

The  doctor  fell  on  his  knees,  and  exclaimed  with  an  impressive  voioe^ 
faltering  with  emotion,  ''  God  have  mercy  on  thy  soul !"  The  wretdi 
hung  a  quivering,  vibrating  corse,  a  thing  for  the  crow  and  the  moon- 
tain  falcon  to  feed  their  young. 

It  was  already  daybreak,  and  the  almost  heartbroken  &ther  bent  over 
a  new-made  grave.  They  scarcely  could  tear  him  from  the  corse,  as^ 
clasping  it  in  his  arms,  he  printed  his  hot  kisses  on  the  pale  bfow  of  the 
dead.  Hastily  they  lowered  it  in  the  grave ;  and  not  an  eye  was  dry  ^idiea 
the  doctor,  pulling  from  a  pocket  of  his  gown  a  mudi-tnumbed  prayer- 
book,  read  tne  beautiful  and  solemn  prayers  of  the  EAglish  Church,  mich 
seem  almost  to  forget  the  sorrow  of  the  living  in  the  hopes  of  a  joyfiil 
rising.  With  more  than  usual  solemnity  fell  these  words  upon  the  ear  m 
the  deep  roice  of  the  doctor  uttered  them.: 

*'  Man  that  is  bom  of  a  woman  hath  but  a  short  time  to  live,  and  is  full 
of  misery.  He  cometh  up,  and  is  cut  down,  iike  a  flovrer ;  he  fleeth  as 
it  were  a  shadow,  and  never  oontinueth  in  one  stay.  In  the  inidst  of  life 
we  are  in  death." 

And  never  was  amen  uttered  more  fervidly  than  when  the  priest  gave 
God  thanks,  and  proceeded  with  the  words  so  expressive  of  pious  resig- 
nation : 

'^  Almighty  God,  with  nHiom  do  live  the  spirits  of  them  that  depart 
hence  in  the  Lord,  and  with  whom  the  souls  of  tiie  faithful,  after  vmbj 
are  delivered  from  the  burden  of  the  flesh,  are  in  joy  and  feli<uty ;  we  give 
thee  hearty  thanks,  for  that  it  hath  pleased  thee  to  deliver  this  our  brevier 
out  of  the  miseries  of  this  sinful  world,  beseeching  thee,  that  it  may 
please  thee,  of  thy  gracious  goodness,  shortly  to  accompli^  the  numbnr 
of  thine  elect,  and  to  hasten  thy  kingdom." 

There  was  no  dismal  sound  of  mould  on  coffin-lid;  no  hollow  kneQ 
that  goes  well-nigh  to  crack  the  heartstrings.  With  a  scarf  bound  over 
his  face,  his  hands  crossed  upon  his  heart,  his  wound  eoivered,  his  broad- 
leaM  hat  pulled  over  his  fixed  and  open  eyes^  and  his  sword  dravm,  by 
his  right  mind,  they  buried  him  as  a  warrior  should  he  huried,  on  a  fiekl 
not  the  leas  noble  because  a  doaen  and  not  a  hundred  good  meo  yiaUsd 
the»  iheir  sods  Jbo  God. 
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With  ayerted  eyes  they  left  the  spot,  the  doctor  grieving  most  of  all. 
It  was  a  sad  sight  to  see  the  parting  of  faithful  serving-men  and  loved 
master. 

The  men  sped  home  to  resume  their  usnal  tasks,  and  conciliate  their 
new  lord  as  they  best  might.  Sir  Charles,  from  his  scanty  purser  gave 
them  each  a  broad  piece. 

The  doctor  he  took  with  him',  unwilling  as  he  was  to  be  an  en- 
combrance  to  so  kind  a  patron ;  and  in  spite  of  all  the  pious  frauds  he 
exerted  to  frame  excuses,  and  in  spite  of  his  plea  of  the  mtdcate  nature 
of  a  pamphlet  he  was  then  writing,  at  last  consented  to  accompany  him 
to  Caernarvon,  there  to  ship  for  France. 

If  we  can  credit  some  Royalist  authorities,  we  hear  that  he  attended 
the  levee  of  the  young  king,  but  at  last,  being  seized  with  a  quartan 
ague,  died  in  his  poor  lodgings  in  the  Quartier  Latin,  in  Paris,  where  he 
was  nursed  with  inde^Eitigable  attention  by  the  doctor. 

After  his  death,  the  doctor  remained  for  a  long  time  in  a  sort  of 
widowhood  from  his  books  quite  inconsolable ;  but  afiber  some  time,  becom- 
ing known  for  his  learning,  he  became  chi^lain  to  a  nobleman,  and  on 
the  Bestoration  got  very  rich  preferment. 

A  quarto  pamphlet  by  him  on  the  word  *^  Adonizebelc"  and  its  Hebrew 
root  may  be  stiU  occasionally  picked  up  at  second-hand  stalls.  He  pro- 
baUy  left  no  descendant,  as  no  trace  of  his  £Eunily  now  exist. 

lliouffh  nearly  two  centuries  have  elapsed,  all  remembrance  of  the 
&tal  midnieht  meeting  has  not  yet  passed  away  in  the  zetired  valleys  of 
Merionethshire. 
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FROM  UHLilND. 

A  HXBD-BOT  on  the  mountain  heath, 
I  tee  the  castles  all  beneath ; 
Here  first  the  morning  sunlight  gleams, 
The  latest  here  at  evening  beams ! 

I  am  the  Mountain  Boy  I 

And  here  begins  tlie  river's  couxse, 
Fresh  from  l^e  rock  I  drink  the  source ; 
From  out  the  cliff  it  foaming  flows. 
My  arms  they  catch  it  as  it  eoes. 

I  am  the  Mountain  Boy! 

The  mountain,  this  is  my  own  ground, 
Here  threatening  tempests  gather  round ; 
From  north  to  south  they  howl  along, 
But  louder  yet  rings  out  my  song. 

I  am  the  Mountain  Boy  I 

When  storm  and  lightnings  rage  below, 
I  stand  here  in  the  sunlight's  glow  ; 
I  know  them  well,  and  bid  them  cease. 
Leave  ye  my  father's  house  in  peace. 

1  am  the  Mounuin  Boy ! 

But  when  the  stonn-bell  breaks  the  night. 
And  peaks  glare  in  the  signal-light. 
Then  down  I  speed  to  jom  the  throng. 
To  swing  my  sword,  and  sing  my  sosg. 

I  am  the  Mountain  Boy ! 
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"  The  revolution  of  1830  was  the  last  shot  from  Waterloo,"  8a3ri 
Alexandre  Dumas,  and  he  goes  on  tp  prove  his  point,  by  the  hatred  of 
the  Bourbons,  which,  from  the  time  of  their  restoration  to  that  of  their 
expulsion,  had  been  cumulating  in  town  and  province  throughout  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  land.  And  what,  according  to  the  same 
authority,  awakened  first  the  ridicule  of  the  people,  and  then  converted 
it  into  hatred  of  the  whole  dynasty  ?  The  invasion  of  the  French  territoiy 
by  the  enemy;  the  shameful  treaties  of  1815;  the  occupation  of  three 
years  subsequently  to  the  restoration  ;  the  reaction  of  the  South ;  Ramel 
assassinated  at  Toulouse  ;  Brune  massacred  at  Avignon ;  Murat,  always 
popular,  notwithstanding  his  treachery,  shot  at  Pizzo ;  the  proscriptions  of 
1816;  the  apostacies,  the  disgraces,  the  infamous  bargains  struck  every 
day ;  the  songs  of  Emile  Debraux ;  the  songs  of  B^ranger ;  the  Mes- 
seniennes  of  Casimir  Delavigne;  the  charter  snuff-boxes;  the  nimierous 
editions  of  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  ;  the  anecdotes,  true  or  false,  attributed 
to  the  Duke  of  Berry,  everything,  to  the  king  with  his  black  gsuters,  his 
blue  coat  with  gilt  buttons,  his  epaulettes  of  a  general,  and  his  little  pig- 
tail, tended  to  make  the  dynasty  ridiculous  and  to  hasten  its  fall.  Sudi 
are  in  France  the  ordinary  springs  of  revolt — a  song,  a  snuff-box,  or  a 
pigtail;  and,  since  the  great  revolution,  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  ha?e 
played  a  part  in  all  that  concerns  the  demoralisation  and  corruption  of 
the  masses. 

The  Duke  de  Berry  was  assassinated  the  13th  of  February,  1820. 
Dumas,  who  adds  something  before  unheard  or  little  dreamt  of  to  all  the 
historical  events  of  his  time,  tells  us  that  Louis  XVIII.  received  notice  of 
the  intended  assassination  three  days  beforehand.  The  king  neglected  the 
signal — three  wafers  to  be  stuck  upon  a  window — till  after  the  fatal  event 
He  then  had  an  interview  with  an  unknown  informer,  and  M.  de  Gazes, 
the  minister  of  the  crown,  was  accused  in  consequence  of  being  an 
accomplice  to  the  crime.  This  was  a  conspiracy  on  the  part  of  the  ultra 
and  Jesuitical  party,  against  a  minister  deemed  oy  them  to  be  too  liberal 
and  Orleanist.  In  1821,  Dug^er,  who  had  fled  horn  the  conspiracies  of  the 
Amis  de  la  Verite  to  Naples,  brought  the  system  of  the  Carbonari  to 
Paris.  There  it  was  divested  of  its  reli^ous  mysticism,  and  its  founders, 
Dugier,  Buchez,  and  others,  and  with  whom  were  associated  as  directors, 
Lafayette,  Dupont  de  I'Eure,  Manuel,  de  Corcelles,  General  Thiars,  and 
Voyer  d'Argenson,  began  to  conspire  against  the  monarchy.  General 
Dermoncourt  was  also  involved  in  this  conspiracy,  and  when  its  detection 
entailed  a  general  flight,  Dumas  and  his  mother  lost,  excepting  M. 
Deviolaine,  their  last  protector  of  any  influence. 

Alexandre  Dumas  sought,  for  a  time,  to  relieve  his  mother  by  obtain- 
ing a  place  as  clerk  to  a  notary  at  Crespy  ;  but  he  had,  with  the  aid  of 
his  friend  De  Leuven,  been  writing  plays  which  both  expected  would 
make  their  fortunes,  and  our  future  dramatist's  hopes  and  ambitions  were 
all  centred  on  the  capital.  So  strong  was  this  passion  that,  on  one 
occasion,  he  shot  his  way  to  Paris,  covered  his  expenses  in  part  by  the 
sale  of  the  game  bagged  in  that  irreg^ar  manner,  and  retomed  in  a 
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similar  manner  with  a  franc  to  spare  for  a  beggar  of  Crespy.  It  was  on 
this  occasion  that  Dumas  first  saw  Talma.  He  was  introduced  to  the 
g^eat  tragedian  by  the  same  friend,  'Adolphe  de  Leuven. 

Talma  was  dressing,  but  Adolpbe  was  on  a  footiog  of  perfect  intimacy  and 
was  ushered  in. 

I  followed  Adolphe,  as  Uernani  followed  Charles  the  Fiftli. 

Talma  was  very  short-sighted  ;  I  do  not  know  if  he  saw  me  or  not. 

lie  was  washing  himself;  his  hair  was  almost  entirely  shaven  off— a  circum- 
stance which  attracted  my  attention  the  more  as  I  had  heard,  at  least  ten  times, 
that  in  Hamlet,  on  the  appearance  of  the  paternal  spectre,  the  hairs  of  Talma 
were  seen  to  rise  upon  his  head. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  Talma*s  appearance  under  the  circumstances 
was  not  very  poetical. 

Nevertheless,  when  he  raised  himself  up,  and  lifting  a  fold  of  a  huge  white 
blanket  that  enveloped  the  lower  portion  of  his  body,  he  threw  it  over  his 
shoulder,  and  thus  screened  a  portion  of  his  chest,  there  was  something  so  im- 
perial in  the  action  that  it  made  me  shudder. 

De  Leuven  mentioned  our  wishes.  Talma  took  up  a  kind  of  antique  pen 
and  signed  an  order  for  two  places. 

Then  Adolphe  told  him  who  I  was. 

At  that  time,  I  was  the  son  of  General  Alexandre  Dumas,  that  was  all  ;  but 
still  it  was  something.  Besides,  Talma  remembered  having  met  my  father  at 
St.  Georges. 

He  gave  me  his  hand. 

I  felt  a  great  inclination  to  kiss  it.  With  theatrical  tendencies  like  mine, 
Talma  appeared  as  a  deity ;  an  unknown  god,  it  is  true,  as  Jupiter  was  to 
Semele ;  but  a  god  who  appeared  to  me  in  the  morning  and  was  going  to  re- 
veal himself  in  the  evening. 

Our  two  hands  met. 

0  Talma  I  if  you  had  only  been  twenty  years  younger,  or  I  had  been  twenty 
years  older ! 

All  the  honour  was  with  me.  Talma!— I  who  knew  the  past;  thou  couldst 
not  guess  the  future. 

If  any  one  had  told  thee,  Talma,  that  the  hand  which  you  grasped  would 
write  sixty  or  eighty  dramas,  in  each  of  which  thou — who  wast  seeking  for  parts 
all  thy  li^time-^wouldst  have  found  one  of  which  thou  wouldst  have  made  a 
miracle,  thou  wouldst  not  have  let  the  young  man  go  away  blushing  at  having 
seen  thee,  proud  at  having  felt  thy  hand !  But  how  couldst  thou  have  seen 
through  me,  Talma,  since  I  could  not  see  myself? 

Talma  became  the  hero  of  Dumas'  youth.  After  the  play,  he  waited 
upon  the  tragedian  in  his  private  box  : 

"  Well,"  said  he,  **  Mr.  Poet,  are  you  satisfied  ?" 

••  I  nm  more  than  that,  sir — I  am  astounded  !" 

"  Well,  you  must  come  and  see  me  again." 
Alas  !  M.  Talma,  I  must  go  back  to  the  country." 

"  Wliat  do  you  do  there  ?' 

**  I  dare  not  tell  you.     I  am  a  notary's  clerk/*  I  added,  with  a  deep  sigh. 

«*  Bah  !"  said  Talma,  "  you  must  not  despair  on  that  account.  Corneille  was 
an  attornev*s  clerk.  Gentlemen,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  a  future  Cor- 
neille." 

1  blushed  up  to  the  eyes. 

••  Touch  my  forehead,"  I  said  to  Talma,  •*  it  will  insure  me  success." 

Talma  placed  his  hand  upon  my  head. 

•*  Let  it  be  sol"  said  he,  •*  Alexandre  Dumas,  I  baptize  you  in  the  name  of 
Shakspeare,  of  Corneille,  and  of  Schiller  !  Go  back  to  the  country,  and  if  you 
really  liave  the  vocation,  the  angel  of  poetry  will  find  you  out  wherever  you 
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are,  and  will  cairr  yon  away  like  the  prophet  Habbacne,  by.the  hsirof  the  bed 
to  your  proper  place.** 

The  trip  to  Paris  cost  young  Dumas  his  derk^p,  a  Mng  he  die  km 
regretted,  as  his  whole  mind  was  bent  irrevocably  on  letaminc'  to  the 
capital.  The  accident  by  which  this  last  great  event  was  brou^t  about 
was  as  singular  as  most  other  matters  connected  witii  Dumas  and  his 
hbtory.  It  was  at  the  very  moment  that  a  tailor,  to  whom  he  was  in  ntrt 
indebted  for  a  suit  of  clothes,  had  come  all  the  way  from  Paiia  to  Villen- 
C6tMts  to  dun  the  penniless  poet,  that  he  was  summoned  to  the  hotel  of 
the  Boule  d*Or  by  its  master,  an  old  friend  of  the  &mily,  to  see  an  Eng- 
lishman, who  had  taken  a  hncy  to  his  £&vourite  pointer  Pyxamua.  The 
Englishman  was  one  of  a  type  more  frequently  met  with  on  Uie  botidb 
of  a  French  stage  than  in  the  highways  of  France  ;  but  no  matter  that ; 
it  served  M.  Dumas'  purpose  better.  Incapable  of  movement  from  his  im- 
mense bulk,  and  ruddy  to  apoplexy  frx)m  his  high  living,  this  ideal  John 
Bull  was  clothed  in  model  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons,  aiamcus  waistooat, 
and  grey  trousers  and  gaiters.     As  the  host  ushered  in  Dnma% 

<<  Prenez  garde  !  master  le  hdte,**  said  the  EngliAman^  ^  le  dog  ne 
pas  connaiir0  mot,  et  aauver  Im." 

*'  Do  not  be  afrtdd,  milord,"  answered  the  host,  ^  I  bring  his  noaster.** 

An  innkeeper  always  calls  an  Englishman  ^'  milord,"  but  true,  also,  that 
he  makes  him  pay  for  the  title.  The  bargain  was  soon  conchided;  Py- 
ramus  was  sold  to  the  bloated  specimen  of  Anglican  humanity  for  five 
Napoleons,  and  this,  with  the  price  of  six  hundred  giaases  of  abtmikef 
that  Dumas  won  at  billiards  frx)m  mine  host  of  the  Golden  Ball,  aatoallT 
started  him  to  the  scene  of  his  future  triumphs  and  still  greater  self-glon- 
fications. 

Dumas'  hopes  of  success  on  repairing  to  Paris  were  luckily  not  firanded 
solely  on  his  literary  pretensions  ;  he  had  in  his  possession  sundry  letten 
from  marshals  and  fi;enerals,  then  high  in  power,  to  his  frtther  the  geneni, 
expressive  of  friendship  and  good-will,  and  which  he  hoped  might  be  profit- 
able to  the  son.  The  Duo  de  Bellune,  at  that  time  minister  of  war,  wM 
the  first  to  whom  he  addressed  himself,  but  he  did  not  even  obtain  m 
answer.  The  next  was  Marshal  Jourdan,  whose  letters  to  General  Dnmai 
indicated  a  friendship  like  diat  of  Pythias  and  Damon ;  the  marshsl, 
however,  did  not,  and  would  not,  know  diat  the  general  had  a  son.  So 
it  was  with  Sebastiani  and  others.  This  lesson  to  a  jovLih  Steak  horn  the 
country  was  a  rude  but  a  valuable  one — it  taught  him  to  see  things  m 
their  true  light.  Thanks,  however,  to  General  Foy,  as  kind-hearted  a 
man  as  he  was  a  gallant  soldier,  Dumas  was  at  loigth  appcunted  a  super- 
numerary clerk  in  the  offices  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans  (afterwards  LiMiif 
PhUippe),  with  1200  francs  (48/.)  a  year. 

Dumas  was  delighted  ;  his  salarv  was  small,  but  at  least  it  enabled  him 
to  remain  in  his  beloved  Paris.  His  mother  was  also  induced  to  sell  her 
little  property  at  Villers-C6t6r^ts,  in  order  to  join  him.  But  Domas  wss 
not  merely  named  supernumerary  ;  there  were  also  some  duties  to  be  per- 
formed, in  which  our  hero's  vanities  received  some  notable  nK^^f,  In- 
troduced to  one  of  the  official  chiefr,  he  treated  the  supemmneraiyship 
with  cotempt,  boasted  that  his  object  was  literature,  and  die  seoretuyship 
a  means  of  living  whilst  he  carried  out  his  main  object. 
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"  And,*'  said  tlie  chef  de  bureau,  **  do  you  think  that  with  your  three-franc 
education  you  are  to  become  a  Corneille,  a  Racine,  ora  Voltaire?" 

*'  If  I  became/'  answered  the  ineffable  Dumas,  *'  oneof  these  three,  I  should 
only  become  what  another  has  been,  and  that  would  not  be  worth  the  while.'' 

**  Miserable  man,"  said  the  chefi  "were  you  only  near  enough,  you  should 
feel  my  foot  on  a  certain  part  of  your  person." 

The  next  trial  was  almost  as  cruel.  Another  chefy  Le  Chevalier  de 
Broval,  was  the  interrogator : 

**  Do  you  know  how  to  fold  a  letter?**  inquired  the  official  Cerberus.  I  looked 
at  him  with  astonishment.  "  I  ask  if  you  know  how  to  fold  a  letter  ?  Answer 
me."  "  Yes,  I  think  so,  at  least,"  I  answered,  astonished  at  the  expression  as- 
sumed by  his  grey  eyes.  •*  Tou  think,  is  tliat  all  ?  are  you  not  sure  r"  "  Sir,  I 
am  as  yet  sure  of  nothing,  you  see,  not  even  of  folding  a  letter."  *'  And  you  are 
in  the  right,  for  there  are  ten  ways  of  folding  a  letter,  according  to  the  rank  of 
the  person  to  whom  it  is  addressed.  Fold  this  one.*'  I  prepared  to  fold  it  in 
four.  **  Oh  I**  he  exclaimed,  "  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?**  I  stopped  short. 
**  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  you  ordered  me  to  fold  this  letter,  and  I  fold  it.**  M. 
de  Broval  bit  nis  lips.  I  had  emphasised  the  word  ordered  as  I  have  italicised  it 
in  writing.  ••  Yes/  said  he, "  button  have  folded  it  in  a  sijuare ;  that  is  all  very 
good  for  a  high  functionary,  but  if  you  give  a  square  to  mspectors  and  sub-in- 
spectors, what  will  you  give  to  ministers,  princes,  and  kings  ?"  "  True,  M.  le 
Chevalier,*'  I  answered ;  "  will  you  teU  me,  then,  what  is  given  to  inspectors 
and  sub-inspectors  ?**    *'  Oblong,  sir,  oblong  I** 

Dumas  was  accordingly  initiated  into  folding  a  letter  in  the  oblong 
official  fashion,  next  in  making  envelopes — a  proceeding  in  which  his 
awkwardness  caused  M.  de  Broval  to  positively  scream  with  horror — nor 
was  that  an  end  to  his  trials  : 

"  Now  for  the  seal,**  said  M.  de  Broval.  "  M.  Ernest,  will  you  light  a  taper  for 
us  ?**  Ernest  hastened  to  bring  in  a  lighted  taper.  Here,  I  must  avow,  mv 
embarrassment  was  increased  tenfold ;  I  had  never  sealed  my  letters  but  with 
wafers.  1  took  the  wax  in  so  awkward  a  manner,  I  lit  it  so  tremulously, 
and  blew  it  out  so  hurriedly  to  avoid  burning  the  paper,  that  this  time  M.  de 
Broval  no  longer  gave  manifestations  of  impatience,  his  anger  turned  to  pity. 
•'  What,  friend,*'  he  said,  "have  you  never  sealed  a  letter:^  **  Never,  sir,**  I 
answered.  "  Who  could  I  write  to,  secluded  as  I  have  been  in  a  little  country 
town?'*  This  humble  acknowledgment  disarmed  th^chef,  "  Well,**  he  said, 
lighting  the  wax,  this  is  how  a  letter  is  sealed.*' 

The  aspiring  poet's  humiliations  on  first  entering  into  life  were  not  con- 
fined to  his  office.  They  extended  even  to  the  pit  of  the  Th^&tre  of  the 
Porte  Saint  Martin,  whither  he  had  gone  to  see  the  '*  Vampire."  Although 
he  had  purchased  a  place  in  the  queue,  he  found,  on  entering,  that  the 
pit  was  already  nearly  fulL 

A  particularly  compact  group  had  taken  up  its  position  under  the  lustre. 
This  I  made  no  doubt  was  because  that  was  the  best  place,  and  so  I  hastened 
to  join  them  ;  and  to  effect  this  I  had  to  get  up  upon  the  benches  and  clamber 
along  for  some  distance. 

I  must  have  had  a  veiy  ridiculous  appearance.  My  hair  was  very  long,  and 
as  it  is  crisp,  it  formed  a  tolerably  grotesque  aureola  round  my  head.  Add  to 
this,  that  at  a  time  when  outer  coats  where  worn  shorter  than  the  knee,  I  wore 
one  that  reached  down  to  the  ankles.  A  revolution  had  taken  place  on  this 
point  in  Paris,  which  had  not  at  that  time  reached  Villers-Cdt^r^ts.  I  was  in 
the  latest  fashion  at  Villens-Cot^r^ts,  but  I  was  in  the  fiEMhion  of  the  time  before 
last  in  Paris.    Now  as  nothing  is  in  general  more  opposed  to  the  latest  fiuihion 
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than  the  latest  but  one,  so,  as  I  have  had  tlie  modesty  to  declare,  I  cut  a  very 
ridiculous  figure. 

No  doubt  I  appeared  so  to  those  towards  whom  I  was  making  my  way,  for  tliey 
received  me  with  shouts  of  laugliter,  which  appeared  to  be  in  very  questionable 
taste.  I  have  always  been  polite  by  nature  ;  but  at  that  time,  by  the  side  of 
the  politeness  which  I  derived  from  my  maternal  education,  there  was  also  a 
certain  susceptibility  descended  no  doubt  from  my  father.  This  susceptibility 
imparted  no  small  irritability  to  my  nerves.  I  took  off  my  hat,  a  movement 
which  exposed  the  complete  originality  of  my  coiffure,  and  considerably 
heightened  the  hilarity  of  the  group  among  whose  ranks  I  sought  for  admis- 
sion. 

'*  1  beg  your  pardon,  gentlemen,"  I  said,  with  the  greatest  possible  suavity 
of  manner,  *'  but  I  should  like  to  know  wliat  you  are  laughing  at,  so  that  I  may 
be  able  to  laugh  with  you  ?  They  say  tliat  the  play  which  we  are  about  to  see 
performed  is  very  melancholy,  and  I  should  not  be  sorry  to  enliven  myself  a 
little  before  crying." 

My  address  was  listened  to  with  an  almost  religious  silence  ;  but  in  the  midst 
of  this  silence,  a  voice  exclaimed, 

•*  Oh,  that  head  I" 

It  appears  that  the  apostrophe  was  very  comical,  for  scarcely  had  it  been 
uttered  than  the  burst  of  laugnter  redoubled  ;  and  at  tlie  very  same  moment 
I  dealt  a  vigorous  blow  to  the  apostrophiser. 

"  Sir,''  I  said  to  him  at  the  same  time^  "  my  name  is  Alexandre  Dumas.  I 
live  till  to-morrow  at  the  Hotel  des  Vieux  Augustins  ;  and  the  day  after  may 
be  fouud  Place  des  Itahens,  No.  1/' 

It  would  appear  that  I  spoke  a  language  utterly  unknown  to  these  gentle- 
men, for,  instead  of  answering  me,  twenty  fists  were  raised  up  against  me,  and 
all  their  voices  united  in  exclaiming.  "  Put  him  out !  Put  him  out  !*' 

The  upshot  was,  that  the  future  author  of  *'  Monte  Christo*'  was  torned 
out  of  the  pit  amidst  a  general  uproar  and  the  shouts  and  hisses  of  the 
whole  house.  Luckily  he  got,  by  an  additional  payment,  a  place  in  the 
orchestra,  or  we  should  probably  never  have  had  one  of  Dumas*  strange 
stories  on  vampires,  evidently  suggested  by  what  he  witnessed  that  night, 
nor  an  amusing  sketch  that  follows,  of  Charles  Nodier  and  his  Bibliomaniac 
propensities.  The  history  of  the  expulsion  from  the  Theitre  of  the  Porte 
St.  Martin  of  Alexandre  Dumas  and  of  Charles  Nodier — the  latter  for 
hissing  a  piece  of  which  he  was  one  of  the  anonymous  authors — the  same 
night,  and  the  conversation  of  the  romancer  and  bibliopolist,  occupies  no 
less  than  five  chapters  and  some  120  pages  of  these  most  volumiaoos 
memoirs. 

How  far  this  diffuseness  is  carried  may  he  ima^ned  from  the  £act,  that 
Alexandre  Dumas  not  only  includes  in  his  autobiography  critical  inquiiies 
into  the  life  and  writings  of  all  the  '^  illustrious  contemporaries"  of  France^ 
hut  of  those  of  other  countries;  and  by  some  strange  and  peculiar  process  of 
ratiocination,  he  has  come  to  consiaer  the  lives  of  emperors,  kmgs,  and 
princes,  as  also  all  great  contemporaneous  historical  events  and  all  great 
state  affairs,  to  he  more  or  less  associated  with  his  comparatiyely  humble 
and  isolated  career.  Like  the  Polar  star  of  ancient  mythology,  he  is 
not  one  in  the  multitude,  but  one  around  which  all  other  stars,  no 
matter  of  what  magnitude,  simply  reyolve. 

Hence,  by  the  side  of  Chateaubriand,  Jouy,  Casimir  Delavigne, 
Lamartine,  Victor  Hugo,  Souli^,  and  a  host  of  otner  contemporaries,  and 
a  '*  Chronologie  Dramatique"  of  exceedbg  length,  with  a  little  scandal— 
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d  propos  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte  and  Mademoiselle  Georges — we  have 
Walter  Scott,  Cooper,  and  Byron  (two  or  three  chapters  are  devoted  to  the 
Hfe  and  works  of  the  latter)  ;  and  then,  again,  among  these  the  Emperor 
Alexander,  Catherine,  and  Potemkin,  and  the  Grand  Dukes  Constantino 
and  Nicolas,  who  are  treated  of  in  reference  mamly  to  domestic  scandal, 
as  are  also  most  of  the  reigning  fiEunilies  of  Europe  : 

There  are  two  ways  of  writing  history  (says  A.  Dumas),  the  one  as  Tacitus 
wrote,  the  other  as  Suetonius  wrote  ;  the  one  as  Voltaire  wrote,  the  other  as 
Saint  Simon  wrote. 

Tacitus  is  very  fine  ;  but  Suetonius  is  far  more  amusing. 

Voltaire  is  ver}'  clear;  but  Saint  Simon  is  far  more  picturesque. 

Let  us,  then,  write  a  few  pages  of  Russian  history  as  Suetonius  indited  the 
history  of  Rome  and  Saint  Simon  that  of  France. 

The  reader  will  judge  from  this  of  the  tone  imparted  hy  the  romancer 
to  the  '*  History"  of  Russia,  and,  indeed,  to  all  otner  history : 

"  You  are  condemned  to  perpetual  imprisonment,'*  said  our  dear  and  good 
friend  Nogent  Saint-Laurent  to  Prince  Louis  Bonaparte. 

^  How  long  does  perpetuity  last  in  France,  M.  Saint  Laurent  ?**  asked  the 
prince. 

For  him  the  perpetuity  of  Ham  lasted  five  years— two  years  less  than  the 
perpetuitv  of  M.  de  Peyronnet  and  of  M.  de  rolignac. 

The  otner  day  I  read  inscribed  on  the  stone  ofa  house  which  I  had  built  for 
myself— and  which  while  it  awaits  me  or  another  shelters  nothing  but  sparrows 
and  swallows — these  words  of  an  unknown  hand : 

"  O  Dumas  I  tu  not  pas sujotdr, et pourtarU  lu  regreiteras  !  Q.  L." 

I  wrote  beneath : 

•*  Niais  !  si  tu  es  un  homme,    Menteuse!  si  tu  es  unefejnme.  A.  D." 

And  thus  he  goes  on,  half-jesting,  half-earnest,  through  literature,  his- 
tory, and  biography. 

Dumas  had  not  been  above  a  month  in  the  service  of  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,  when  a  very  important  and  confidential  task  was  imposed  upon 
him,  which  was  to  copy  a  memorandum  written  by  the  duke  himself  in 
answer  to  the  claims  of  one  Maria  Stella  Petronilla  Chiappini,  Baroness  of 
Sternberg,  and  who  proclaimed  herself  to  be  the  daughter  of  the  late 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  Orleans,  and  to  have  been  supplanted  by  a  supposi- 
titious child,  son  of  Chiappini,  gaoler  at  Modigliana,  in  the  person  of  the 
actual  duke.  This  memoir,  although  of  a  strictly  confidential  character, 
was  too  curious  not  to  be  imparted  at  length  to  the  public. 

On  the  1st  of  January,  1824,  Dumas'  pay  was  augmented  to  1500 
francs  a  year.  At  this  time,  one  of  his  intimate  friends  was  a  young 
doctor  of  the  name  of  Thibaut,  in  whose  company  he  attended  lectures, 
firom  whence,  he  avows,  he  derived  that  medical  and  surgical  lore  which 
was  afterwards  of  so  much  use  to  him  in  his  romances.  The  case  of  the 
young  physician,  Castaing,  who  poisoned  a  whole  family  about  this  time 
with  acetate  of  morphine,  which,  like  brucine  and  strychnine,  leaves  no 
traces  but  what  might  be  produced  by  cerebral  congestion,  a  sun-stroke, 
or  an  apoplectic  ^lI,  also  evidently  attracted  the  attention  of  the  future 
author  of  *'  Monte  Christo"  most  vividly,  and  he  imparts  a  startling  in- 
terest to  the  case.  Hence  it  was  at  this  epoch  that  Dumas  began  to  study 
the  nature  of  the  poisons  which  he  afterwards  designed  to  be  employed  by 
Madame  de  Villefort ;  and  these  studies  were  further  prosecuted  at  a  sul>- 
sequent  period  with  Ruolz.     It  is  not  a  little  characteristic  of  Parisian 

VOL.  XXTT.  2  B 


4M  MBMoni8  cur  aijekand&b  mmAA. 

mannen  that  these  chemical  punuits  weie  partksipated  in  by  a  yonng  and 
pretty  neighbour,  Mademoiselle  Walker,  a  marckande  de  modatij  with  wbl 
mmustakeable  Anglu»m  name. 

About  this  time,  also,  Dumas  fought  his  first  duaL  The  provocatiaii, 
as  in  the  case  of  the  affiray  in  the  pit  of  the  Theatie  Porte  St.  Martin, 
was  that  great  foible  of  the  Parisians— dress.  Dumas  had  been  dining 
with  two  friends  (Tallancourt  and  Betz),  and  the  party  repaired  after- 
wards to  smoke  a  cigar  at  the  estaminet  HoUandais. 

I  wore  (Dumas  relates)  a  great  cloak  a  la  Qmogay  as  it  was  at  that  time 
poetically  designated— -a  cloak  which  I  liad  longed  for  as  ardently  as  I  did  my 
first  pair  of  boots,  and  which  I  ultimately  obtained  with  no  less  trouble.  It 
would  appear  that  the  way  in  wtiich  I  wore  this  cloak  displeased  one  of  the 
habitues  of  the  place,  who  was  at  that  moment  engaged  in  a  game  of  billiaidit 
for  he  exchanged  a  few  words  with  his  partner,  preceded  by  a  glance  at  myKlC 
and  followed  by  a  burst  of  laughter. 

It  did  not  require  more  to  stir  up  my  blood  ;  I  took  a  queue  in  my  hand, 
ilnd,  knocking  the  balls  about,  "  Who  will  play  a  game  with  mef"  I  inquired. 

"  But,"  remarked  Tallancourt,  "the  table  is  engaged  by  tkume  gentlemm." 

**  Well  then,**  said  I,  looking  at  the  one  of  the  two  players  with  whom  I 
wished  to  get  up  a  quarrel,  "  we  will  turn  these  gentlemen  off,  and  I  will  begpa 
with  this  one,*'  I  continued,  taking  a  few  steps  towards  him. 

The  provocation  was  too  open  and  too  noisy  to  be  passed  over.  Bets  and 
Tallancourt  rushed  forward.  They  knew  me  too  well  not  to  be  awaie  that  I 
would  not  have  taken  such  extraordinary  steps  without  sufficient  reason.  My 
adversary  and  myself  accordingly  exchanged  names,  and  we  made  an  appoint 
ment  for  the  day  af^er  the  next,  at  nine  in  the  morning,  in  the  CBf(§,  at  that 
great  isolated  house  which  stood  for  so  long  a  time  in  the  midst  of  the  Place 
de  Carousel,  and  was  designated  as  the  Hotel  de  Nantes. 

Tallancourt  and  Betz,   as  Dumas'  seconds,   appointed  to  meet  the 

seconds  of  M.  Charles  B ,  as  Dumas  designates  his  adrerBary,  tiie 

next  day  at  four  in  the  afitemoon,  in  the  garden  of  the  Palais  RoyaL 

The  second  morning  (Dumas  relates)  I  rose  at  eight  o'clock*  and  making  an 
excuse  for  going  out,  1  kissed  my  mother,  and  putting  my  father's  sword  under 
my  mantle,  I  issued  forth.  Tallancourt  had  undertaken  to  procure  another 
sword.  I  arrived  at  the  Hotel  de  Nantes  ten  minutes  berore  nine.  Tlie 
seconds  of  my  adversary  had  arrived.  I  had  not  breakfasted.  Thibaut,  who 
accompanied  me,  had  recommended  me  not  to  eat,  so  that,  if  nei:  immx  ji ,  hiewi- 
ing  might  be  the  more  effectual.  We  waited — half-pest  nine,  ten,  and  elevM 
struck.  Belz  and  Tallancourt  became  very  impatient :  my  adversary's  dila- 
toriness  was  making  them  miss  their  work.  I  must  acknowledge  that,  as  hx 
as  I  was  concerned,  I  was  delighted.  I  hoped  that  the  aflfair  would  finish 
with  an  apology — and  that  was  a  conclusion  devoutly  to  be  wished  for. 

At  eleven  my  adversary's  seconds  got  impatient.  They  proposed  to  my 
seconds  to  go  together  to  look  af^er  the  missing  combatant.  As  to  me,  I  wh 
to  go  to  my  office.  If  I  was  blamed,  it  was  agreed  that  I  should  acknowledge 
the  truth  to  M.  Oudard,  and  explain  the  cause  of  our  absence.  Oudard  bad 
been  sent  for  by  the  Duchess  of  Orleans,  so  our  absence  had  not  been  per- 
ceived. Half  an  hour  afterwards,  Betz  and  Tallancourt  came  bad^ ;  they  had 
found  my  adversary  in  bed.    Having  intimated  that  it  was  not  there  that  they 

expected  to  find  him,  M.  Charles  B replied,  that,  having  been  dmting  the 

previous  evening,  he  had  been  attacked  by  lumbago  that  very  morning  so 
severely  that  he  had  been  unable  to  rise.  The  excuse  appeared  so  indiffimnt 
to  his  seconds,  that  they  signified  their  intention  to  have  nothing  .mofe  to  do 
'With  the  matter. 

To  Dumas'  great  annoyance,  his  own  second^  Tattaneimrt  <and  -Bsti, 


lf£MOIB8  OF  ALEXAKDSE  ZMDMAB.  491 

were  mudi  more  peEseyering,  snd  they  insisted  upon  M.  Cbarles  B- 


giving  the  satia&otion  that  was  Te<}nired.     M.  Ciiarlee  B was  ifan 

ultimately  induced  to  promise  that  he  would  be  at  the  Barnere  Rociie- 
chouart  the  next  day  at  nine,  with  two  other  seconds,  and  it  was  anvnged 
that  the  combat  should  take  place  in  one  of  the  quanies  of  Mont- 
juartre. 

This  time  M.  Charles  B kept  his  appointment.     The  parties  met 

at  the  Barriere,  exchanged  a  silent  salutation,  and  proceeded  to  the 
quarries,  which,  however,  as  it  was  very  cold,  and  it  had  been  snowing 
all  night,  were  found  full  of  inhabitants.  As  it  was  not  a  conmion  thing 
to  see  six  persons  walking  about  together  at  that  hour  on  a  cold  morning, 
the  inhabitants  of  the  quarries,  who  suspected  something,  followed  the 
party,  who  thus  had  soon  a  very  numerous  suite.  As  it  seemed  that  the 
crowd  was  likely  to  increase  the  further  they  went»  it  was  agreed  to  stop 
at  the  first  convenient  spot. 

The  ground  selected,  the  swords  distributed,  there  was  do  time  to  lose ;  it 
was  dreadfully  cold,  and  our  troop  of  spectators  kept  hicreasmg  every  moment. 
I  threw  off  my  coat,  and  took  up  my  position.  But  my  adversary  insisted  upon 
my  not  only  taking  off  my  coat,  but  also  my  shirt  and  waistcoat.  The  request 
appeared  to  me  to  be  ver}'  exorbitant ;  but  as  be  insisted,  I  stuck  my  sword  in 
the  snow,  and  threw  my  shirt  and  waistcoat  down  on  my  coat.  This  effected, 
I  took  up  my  sword  in  a  tolerably  ruffled  temper.  All  these  difficulties  had 
been  suggested  by  my  adversaiy  with  so  much  coolness,  and  the  sword  having 
been  selected  as  a  weapon  by  himself,  I  expected  to  have  to  do  with  a  man  ^m 
some  skill.  I  accordingly  took  my  measures  with  due  precaution.  But,  to  my 
infinite  surprise,  when  we  bad  at  length  taken  up  our  position,  I  saw  before 
me  a  man  deficient  in  his  guard,  and  who  laid  himself  open  in  the  weakest 
points.  I  thought  for  a  moment  that  .this  might  be  a  mere  feint  on  his  part 
to  put  me  also  off  my  guard,  and  enable  him  to  take  advantage  of  my  impru- 
dence.   Be  this  as  it  might,  I  stepped  back,  and  lowering  my  sword, 

"  Come,  sir,"  I  said,  "  cover  yourself  I" 

"  Suppose,"  replied  my  adversary,  **  that  I  do  not  choose  to  cover  myself?'* 

**  Oh,  that  is  another  thing ;  only  that  you  have  a  strange  taste.'* 

I  resumed  the  offensive,  and  in  order  the  better  to  feel  my  way,  I  made  a 
simple  pass  in  tierce,  but  without  launching  myself  forward.  He  made  a  leap 
backward,  stumbled  against  the  roots  of  a  grape-vine,  and  fell  backwards. 

"Oh!  ohr  exclaimed  Tallancourt,  ''have  you  killed  him  the  very  first 
pass?" 

**  No,*'  I  answered,  '*  I  do  not  think  so ;  I  never  advanced  upon  him,  nor 
indeed  did  I  barely  touch  him." 

In  the  interval,  my  adversary's  seconds  had  run  up  to  M.  B.  The  point 
of  my  sword  had  penetrated  his  shoulder,  and  havmg  been  stuck  some  time  in 
the  snow,  tlie  sensation  of  the  iced  steel  had  caused  my  adversary,  slightly 
wounded  as  he  was,  to  feel  faint  and  to  stumble.  Luckily  that,  in  making  the 
pass,  I  had  not  lunged  out,  or  I  sliould  have  spitted  him  tirom  side  to  side. 

The  poor  fellow  had  never  before  had  a  sword  in  his  hand.  In  consequence 
of  his  tardy  avowal  of  this  fact,  and  of  the  wound  he  had  recdved,  it  was  agreed 
that  the  combat  should  end  there. 

I  replaced  my  sword  in  its  scabbard,  put  on  my  shirt,  wustcoet,  and  coat, 
draped  myself  in  my  quiroga,  and  stepped  down  from  the  rocky  terraces  of 
JVIontmartre  with  a  much  lighter  heart  than  I  bad  got  np  upon  them. 

At  this  epooh  all  was  festivity  at  the  Palais  Boyal,  the  new  monaach, 
Charles  X.,  naving  dignified  the  Duke  of  Orleans  with  the  title  of  Boyal 
Highness,  a  title  wh^  Louis  XVIII.  had  oonstuitiiy  nefaised,  aa^g, 
«' be  will  alusys  he  hmt  enough  to  dM  timna.''  Xke  ooowontisn  of  Ae 
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new  king  had  been  recorded  in  her  albam  by  the  Duchess  of  Orleans — 
now  the  ex-queen  Marie- Amelie — in  Italian,  and  Damas  was  entrusted 
with  the  translation.  '^  This  album,"  says  the  conscientious  romancer, 
**  was  the  one  to  which  the  duchess  confided  her  most  secret  thoughts, 
and  in  which  she  recorded  her  most  secret  actions.  I  had  not  been  told 
not  to  read  it,  so  I  read  it !"  Luckily  that  this  indiscretion,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  does  not  lead  to  any  irreverent  disclosures. 

In  the  midst  (says  Dumas)  of  all  that  I  read,  one  thing  struck  me,  and 
that  was  the  profound  gratitude  shown  by  Madame  the  Duchess  of  Orleans  for 
the  favours  wiiich  were  conferred  upon  the  prince  her  husband  by  the  new 
Ring  Charles  X.,  and  for  the  kindness  testified  almost  daily  by  the  Duchess  of 
Berry  for  herself  and  family. 

Alas!  alas!  when  I  lived  to  sec  Charles  X.  at  Gratz,  and  Madame  tiie 
Duchess  of  Berry  at  Blaye,  how  oflen  did  the  remembrance  of  this  album  recur 
to  my  mind,  and  I  shuddered  nt  the  idea  of  what  a  heart,  so  profoundly 
religious  as  was  that  of  ^Jarie•  Amelie,  mii«t  have  felt,  when,  what  princes  de- 
signate as  political  necessities  broke  in  the  iiands  of  her  husband  the  crown  of 
one  and  the  honour  of  the  other! 

This  translation  was  repaid  by  a  ticket  to  the  Th^&tre  Fran^ais — ^the 
breach  of  confidence  will  perhaps  be  repaid  by  a  prayer — and  the  visit  to 
the  Th^&tre  Fran^ais  is  made  an  excuse  for  a  long  chapter  on  theatrical 
matters,  more  especially  in  reference  to  Baron  Taylor  (whose  portrait 
embellished  the  last  exnibition  in  Paris),  and  of  Arnault  and  Viennet 
Of  the  latter  unsuccessful  dramatic  author,  Dumas  relates  some  charac- 
teristic anecdotes. 

One  day,  at  Nodier^s,  he  addressed  himself  to  Michaud. 

"  I  say,  Michaud,^^  he  said,  with  that  expression  so  peculiar  to  himself,  **  I 
have  just  finished  a  poem  of  30,000  verses.     What  do  you  say  to  that  ?*^ 

"  I  say  that  it  will  require  15,000  men  to  read  it,"  answered  Michaud. 

Viennet  wrote  a  play  called  "  Achilles." 

'Ms  not  my  *  Achilles*  full  of  passion  ?"  {bien  colhe),  he  said  to  M.  Arnault, 
after  one  of  his  readings. 

'*  Yes,  as  passionate  as  a  turkey-cock !"  (colore  commc  un  dindon),  replied  M. 
Arnault. 

Another  time,  M.  Viennet  was  attacking  l^martine  at  a  dinner-table. 

**  A  coxcomb,"  said  he,  "  who  thinks  himself  the  first  political  man  of  his  day, 
and  who  is  not  even  the  first  poet  !^* 

'*  At  all  events,"  remarked  Madame  Sophie  Gay,  from  the  other  end  of  the 
table,  **  he  is  not  the  last,  for  that  place  is  taken." 

The  death  of  General  Foy  at  this  epoch  suggested  to  Dumas,  who  at 
least  manifested  some  g^teful  reminiscence  on  the  occasion,  a  few  verses, 
which  first  revealed  his  poetic  talent  among  his  immediate  friends.  The 
death  of  Alexander,  Emperor  of  Russia,  at  the  same  time,  also  afforded  an 
excuse  for  a  long  discussion  upon  Russian  affairs.  Dumas'  views  of  the 
relation  of  Russia  and  England  to  France,  and  of  the  projects  of  the  Em- 
peror Napoleon  in  reference  to  the  two,  are  very  amusing.  But  first  for 
a  graphic  sketch  of  the  chief  actors  in  modem  Kussian  history. 

When  a  child,  I  had  been  nearly  crushed  in  the  streets  of  Villers-Cot^r^ts 
by  a  little  kibitz,  driven  by  a  coachman  bent  over  three  horses,  which  he  drove 
witli  a  short  whip,  and  wliich  he  made  fly  over  the  pavement. 

This  coachman  wore  a  leather  cap  and  a  green  uniform,  he  had  an  incipieot 
beard,  a  face  tanned  by  the  sun,  and  gold  lentils  in  his  ears. 

He  drove  two  officers,  dressed  much  alike,  and  wearing  several  crosses  and 
two  large  epaulets.  One  of  these  officers  was  a  kind  of  Kalmak,  with  a 
hideous  countenance,  brutal  manners,  and  clamorous  voice ;  he  swore  aloud  in 
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French,  and  appeared  to  be  familiar  with  our  language  in  its  more  rude  and 
vulgar  aspects. 

The  other  was  a  handsome  man,  thirty-three  to  thirty-four  years  of  age,  and 
who  appeared  as  mild  and  as  civilised  as  his  companion  was  rough  and  uncul- 
tivated. His  hair  was  of  a  golden  hue  ;  and,  though  he  appeared  to  be  very 
vigorous  and  healthy,  a  mild  and  melancholy  smile  played  upon  his  lips  each 
time  that  he  repressed  the  brutality  of  his  companion. 

This  one  was  the  Emperor  Alexander,  the  handsomest  and  the  most  deceitful 
of  Greeks,  according  to  Napoleon.  His  companion  was  the  Grand  Duke  Con- 
stantine ;  he  who  drove  them  was  the  Grand  Duke  Michel. 

Strange  and  almost  fantastic  vision,  which  passing  before  my  eyes  so  im- 
pressed itself  on  my  memory,  that  I  still  see  it  before  me  after  a  lapse  of 
thirty-seven  years!  Of  these  three  men,  so  faithfully  preserved  in  my  memory, 
the  one  with  the  mild  and  melancholy  countenance  was  the  first  to  pass  away. 

Napoleon  had  wished  to  make  of  that  man  not  only  an  ally,  but  a  brother ; 
that  man  wlio  had  called  Napoleon  Cliarlemasne,  Napoleon  liad  called  Con- 
stantine,  and  he  had  offered  him  the  empire  of  the  East  on  the  condition  that 
he  would  leave  him  the  empire  of  the  West. 

For  the  emperor— and  that  is  one  of  the  greatest  ideas  of  his  reign — had  un- 
derstood that,  against  England,  our  natural  enemy,  our  natural  ally  was 
Russia. 

Dumas  proceeds  in  this  warlike  strain  and  very  imphilosophical  view 
of  the  subject,  to  discuss  the  gradual  aggrandisement  of  Great  Britain 
and  its  colonies,  accompanied  with  that  of  Russia,  and  contrasting  the 
two,  he  shows,  that  while  the  first  has  aggrandised  herself  in  almost 
every  direction  at  the  expense  of  France,  Russia  has  not  taken  from  her 
an  inch  of  ground  or  a  single  living  soul.  He  then  passes  on  to  narrative 
and  politics,  combined  with  his  usual  graphic  skill. 

On  the  24th  of  June,  1807,  the  general  of  artillery,  Lariboissi^re,.  liad 
anchored  a  raft  in  the  Ni^men,  and  on  this  raft  there  was  a  pavilion. 

The  25th,  at  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  Emperor  Napoleon,  accom- 
panied by  the  Grand  Duke  of  Berg,  Murat,  Marshab  Berthier  and  Bessi^res, 
General  Duroc  and  Caulaincourt,  started  from  the  left  bank  for  the  paviUou. 
The  Emperor  Alexander,  accompanied  by  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine, 
General  Benigsen,  Prince  Labanoff,  General  Ouvaroff,  and  General  Count  de 
Li^ven,  started  at  the  same  moment  from  the  right  bank. 

The  two  boats  arrived  at  the  same  instant,  each  on  its  own  side  of  the  raft. 
The  two  emperors  stepped  simultaneously  on  the  floating  island,  walked  to- 
wards one  another,  and  exchanged  embraces. 

These  embraces  were  the  prelude  of  the  "  peace**  of  Tilsit. 

The  peace  of  Tilsit  was  the  ruin  of  England. 

Firstly,  by  the  decree  of  Berlin  establishing  a  continental  blockade,  England 
had  been  placed  without  Europe.  In  the  northern  seas,  Russia,  Denmark, 
and  Holland,  in  the  Mediterranean,  France  and  Spain,  had  closed  their  ports 
against  her,  and  had  solemnly  engaged  to  hold  no  commercial  relations  with  her. 

There  only  remained  then  on  the  Ocean,  Portugal;  and  on  the  Baltic, 
Sweden. 

Napoleon,  by  a  decree,  dating  27th  of  October,  1807.  decided  that  the  house 
of  Braganza  had  ceased  to  reign  ;  and  Alexander  had  engaged,  the  27th  of 
September,  1808,  to  march  against  Gustavus  IV. 

But  this  was  not  all ;  upon  this  raft,  in  this  pavilion  on  the  Niemen,  a  still 
more  terrible  plan  had  been  debated. 

*'  It  is  in  India  that  England  must  be  struck  to  destroy  her,**  Bonaparte  had 
said,  when  inducing  the  Directory  to  accept  the  campaign  of  Egypt.  And 
from  Alexandria  he  despatched  a  messenger  to  Tippoo  Saib,  to  exhort  him  to 
an  energetic  defence.  But  the  ambassador  had  not  reached  Aden  before  the 
throne  of  Mysore  had  been  tumbled  down. 
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From  that  time  the  conquest  of  India*  which  had  been  die  dreftm  of  Bona- 
parte, became  a  fixed  idea  with  Napoleon. 

Why  had  he  made  peace  witli  Alexander  ?  Why  had  he  embraeed  him  on 
theNi^men?  Why  had  he  called  him  Contantine?  Why  had  be  offered 
him  the  empire  of  the  East  ? 

To  malLe  a  sure  ally  of  him,  and,  relying  on  that  alliance,  to  conquer  India. 

Who  should  prevent  Napoleon  from  doing  that  which  Alexander  had  done 
two  thousand  two  hundred  yean  before  him  ? 

The  thing  was  so  easy  1     You  shall  see. 

Tiiirty-iive  thousand  Russians  were  to  embark  on  the  Volga,  to  descend  the 
river  as  far  as  Astrakhan,  traverse  the  Caspian,  and  land  at  Asterabad. 

Thirty-five  thousand  French  were  to  descend  the  Danube  to  the  BltaA  Sea, 
where  they  were  to  embark  fb^  the  sea  of  Azof,  to  ascend  the  Don  to  where 
that  river  approaches  most  closely  to  the  Volga,  upon  which  lattier  river  they 
were  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  the  Russians. 

Seventy  thousand  men  would  be  in  the  heart  of  Persia  before  England 
knew  even  that  they  were  on  their  way  thither  I 

At  Asterabad  they  would  be  only  150  leagues  from  the  Idagdom  of  CabuL 

In  twelve  days,  then,  they  would  be  in  India ;  twelve  days  would  suffice  to 
go  from  Asterabad  to  Herat  by  the  rich  valley  of  Hari-md. 

From  Herat  to  Kandahar,  100  leagues,  with  a  magnificent  road  ;  from  SaiK 
dahar  to  Ghizni,  fifty  leagues ;  from  Ghizni  to  Attock,  sixty ;  and  the  two 
armies  would  be  on  the  Indus — that  is  to  say,  on  a  river  whose  current  does 
not  exceed  a  league  an  hour,  which  presents  numerous  fords,  and  the  depth  of 
which  from  Attock  to  Dara  Ismael  Khan  does  not  exceed  from  ten  to  fiflteen 
leec* 

This  is  the  road  taken  by  all  the  invaders  of  India,  from  the  year  1000  ta^ 
1729,  from  BAahmud  of  Ghizni  to  Nadir  Shah.  By  Mahmud  of  Ghizni  abnc;^ 
India  was  invaded  seven  times  between  1000  and  1021.  In  his  sixth  campaign^ 
he  went  in  three  months  from  Ghizni,  his  capital,  to  Canuja,  a  town  a  hundred 
miles  to  the  south-west  of  Delhi ;  on  the  seventh  he  rracfaed  the  heart  of 
Guzzerat,  and  overthrew  the  temple  of  Sumnaut. 

Then  again,  in  1184,  Muhammad  Guri  marched  upon  Ddhi  br  the  aBie 
road  of  Attock  and  of  Lahore,  seized  upon  tiie  capital  of  Central  Indja,  and 
substituted  his  dynasty  to  that  of  Mahmud  of  Ghizni. 

Thai  followed,  in  13%,  Taimur  the  Lame,  of  whom  we  have  made  Tamers 
lane,  who,  starting  from  Samarcand,  traversed  the  Amour,  leaving  Bidk  to  the 
right,  descended  on  Cabul  by  the  pas»  of  Andisab,  followed  the  banks  of  the 
river,  crossed  at  Attock,  invaded  the  Punjaub,  put  Delhi  to  fire  and  sword, 
and  returned,  after  a  victorious  campaign  of  fourteen  months,  into  Tartaiy. 

Taimur  was  followed  by  Babur,  who  crossed  the  Indus  in  1505,  established 
himself  at  Lahore,  and  from  Lahore  advanced  to  Delhi,  where  he  founded  the 
Mogul  dynasty.  Lastly,  in  1739,  Nadir  Shah,  who  invaded  Cabul  from 
Persia,  followed  the  same  road  by  Lahore,  and  took  possession  of  Delhi,  which 
he  gave  over  to  three  days'  sack. 

It  would  probably  have  been  at  Delhi  that  the  two  combined  annies,  French 
and  Russian,  would  have  met  the  Anglo-Indian  army. 

That  army  conquered,  Napoleon  and  Alexander  would  have  mardied,  not 
on  Calcutta,  which  is  only  a  commercial  city,  but  on  Bombay,  the  destruction 
of  which  would  be  much  more  fatal  to  England  than  that  of  Calcutta,  since  it 
it  is  by  Bombay  that  she  keeps  up  her  connexion  with  the  Red  Sea  and  with 
Europe.  Bombay  taken,  the  head  of  the  serpent  would  have  been  crushed ; 
there  would  only  have  remained  Madras  with  iti  bad  ramparts,  and  Calcutta 
with  its  fortress,  for  the  defence  of  which  15,000  men  are  requisite,  and  which 
she  cannot  (Mi, 

The  power  of  England  annihilated  in  India,  the  power  of  Buasia  took  ill 
place ;  Alexander  took  for  himself  Turkey  in  Europe,  Turkey  ia  Aria,  Peisiib 
and  India. 
We  took  for  ounelves  Holland,  Italy,  Spam^  Pdrtopd,  ali  tb»  Afinmsfkan 
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from  Tunif  to  Cairo,  the  Red  Sea  with  its  Chriitian  populatioiit»  Syria  to  the 
Persian  Gulf.  It  need  not  be  added  that  Malta,  the  Ionian  Islands,  andGreeca 
as  &r  aa  the  Dardanelles,  would  be  restored  to  us. 

Then  the  Mediterranean  would  have  trulj.  been  a  French  lake,  through 
which  we  would  have  divided  the  commerce  of  India  with  our  sister  Russia. 

It  lay  with  Alexander  alone  tliat  this  dream  should  have  been  a  reality;  it 
oxily  required  tliat  he  should  have  kept  his  promises  instead  of  breaking  them. 

Hence  it  was  also  that  there  was  another  reason  fbr  the  Russian  war,.whieh 
some  persevere  in  believing  to  have  originated  in  the  rejection  of  the  Emperor 
by  the  Princess  Olga! 

Alexander  conquered,  he  would  have  been  compelled  by  force  to  do  that 
which  he  would  not  do  with  his  own  good*will. 

But  the  designs  of  Providence  were  against  us. 

The  faults  of  omission  in  this  grandiose  scheme  are  too  patent  almost 
to  deserve  mention.     The  soldiers  of  France  aod  Russia  are  not  acdi^ 
mated  to  such  a  journey  as  were  the  Tartars  of  Timur  or  the  Moguls:  o£ 
Mahmud.     The  Greek  army  of  Alexander  was  reinforced  by  Oriental^- 
and  besides  it  met  with  litde  or  no  opposition.     There  axe  no  vesseb  o£ 
transport  on  the  Caspian,  and  that  inland  sea  is  shallow,  and  treacher- 
ous to  a  degree.     The  so-caUed  rich  valley  of  Hari-'md  is  a  desert  nina 
months  of  the  year.     As  the  ayowed  objects  of  Russia  were  to  acquire  the 
empire  of  Turkey,  Persia,  and  Cabul,  as  well  as  of  India,  it  would  have 
heen  the  interest  of  all  the  Oriental  nations  to  haye  opposed  the  invading^ 
force ;  in  such  a  case  the  Anglo- Indian  army  would  not  haye  awaited 
the  Franco-Russian  army  at  Delhi.     M.  Damas  totally  omits  all  notioa 
of  the  passes  of  Afghanistan.     The  interests  of  Lahoiw  would,  for  the- 
time  heing,  haye  been  identical*  with  ours.     But  supposing  eyen  some  06 
the  fickle  Orientals  to  have  been  won  oyer  by  false  promises,  it  would: 
haye  required  an  army  of  more  than  70,000  men,  with  the  decimation 
ineyitable  on  so  long  and  so  perilous  a  journey,  to  have  subjected  all 
India.     A  hundred  thousand  men  could  not  march  finom  Lahore  to  Delhi, 
from  Delhi  to  Bombay,  from  Bombay  to  Madras,  and  from  Madras  to. 
Calcutta.      To  use  the  figuratiye  language  of  Dumas  (although  wa 
cannot  see  why  the  mere  possession  of  rich  colonies  should  entitle  a  dis- 
appointed or  less  successfrd  nation  to  call  us  serpents),  the  real  serpents: 
alone  would  haye  consumed  such  an  army.     Engaged  in  snch  a  maroht 
without  possession  of  the  sea-board ;  with  a  hostile  population ;  a  watch- 
fril  enemy ;    forts,  mountains,  forests,  and  fastnesses  innumerable ;   no 
roads  or  means  of  transport ;  an  ineyitably  bad  commissariat ;  sun  and 
rain,  wild  beasts,  jungle,  and  feyer ;  in  fact,  a  pestilential  sun  and  climate; 
a  baby  might  haye  counted  the  number  that  would  haye  arriyed  to  lay 
siege  to  Fort  William,  or  to  occupy  in  sickness  and  dissolution  the  city  o£ 
palaces! 

Dumas  is  called,  howeyer,  from  aerial  flights  like  these  in  the  loftiest, 
regions  of  politics,  by  more  humble  considerations  of  ways  and  means» 
The  hundred  louis  which  his  mother  had  contributed  to  the  oonmion 
stock  by  the  sale  of  their  property  at  Villers-C6teret8  were  exhausted, 
the  expenses  of  the  past  had  exceeded  by  1800  francs  their  united  ceyemia^ 
and  the  future  looked  dark  and  forbidding.  Dumas  had,  with  De  LenyexL 
as  a  collaborateuTf  written  seyeral  small  pieces,  none  of  which  had  beem 
accepted  for  the  stage.  The  two  friends  accordingly  agreed  to  assoriatft 
one  Rousseau — a  more  experienced  hand — to  their  labouKS^  The  three 
united  produced  '^  La  Chasw  et  PAmour,**  wUsh,  njectsd  at  thit  Gymr 
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nase,  was  accepted  at  the  Ambigu.  The  benefits  that  accrued  to  the 
authors  at  the  latter  were  twelve  francs  each  performance,  and  dx  free- 
admissions.  The  latter  priyilege  Dumas  sold  for  fifty  francs,  and  thus, 
for  the  first  time,  he  says,  he  experienced  the  delightful  sensation  of 
touching  money  which  had  been  gained  by  his  pen. 

**  La  Chasse  et  TAmour,"  the  point  of  departure  of  nearly  a  hundred 
subsequent  dramas,  was  first  played  on  the  22nd  of  September,  1826,  and 
it  met  with  great  success ;  so  much  so,  that  Porcher,  the  speculator  on 
authors'  free-admissions,  advanced  Dumas  300  francs  upon  future  suc- 
cesses. These  300  francs  were  sunk  in  publishing  a  little  volume  of 
novels,  which  appeared  under  the  title  of  "  Nouvelles  Contemporaines,"  of 
which  four  copies  were  soldi!  The  fact  is  worth  recording,  as  being  the 
point  of  departure  also  of  nearly  six  hundred  volumes  that  the  French 
romancer  has  since  penned  or  edited.  It  so  happened  that  Vatout,  the 
publisher  of  the  Palais  Royal,  who  was  at  that  time  engaged  upon  an 
illustrated  work,  called  the  **  Galerie  du  Palais  Royal,*'  had  read  both  the 
nouvelles  and  the  '*  Ode  to  General  Foy,"  and  he  engaged  Dumas  to  do 
some  of  the  poetical  illustrations  of  hb  work.  ^'  From  this  moment," 
says  Dumas,  '*  I  took  my  place  in  contemporary  literature."  The  be- 
ginnings were  certainly  small  enough.  This  was  followed  by  contri- 
butions to  a  monthly  journal,  called  Psyche^  which,  however,  added 
nothing  to  the  young  poet's  limited  resoiut>es. 

About  this  time,  the  great  hero  of  his  youth,  Talma,  died.  A  fort- 
night before  his  dissolution,  Dumas  and  ms  friend,  De  Leuven,  went  to 
pay  the  great  tragedian  a  visit.  Talma  was  in  his  bath,  where  he  studied 
the  Tiberius  of  Lucien  Arnault,  in  which  character  he  hoped  to  re- 
appear on  the  stage.  Condemned  by  disease  to  literally  die  of  starvation, 
Tidma  had  lost  flesh  considerably  ;  out  even  in  this  very  loss  he  found  a 
source  of  satisfaction  and  a  hope  of  success. 

<*  Hein  !  mes  infants^**  he  said  to  his  two  visitors,  as  he  pidled  bis 
pendidous  cheeks  with  both  hands,  ^*  will  not  these  suit  old  Tiberivs 
weU?" 

No  less  than  eleven  medical  men  met  to  consult  upon  his  case.  Among 
them  were  Dupuytren,  Biett,  and  Berin.  But  all  the  art  and  sdence  of 
Paris  coidd  not  for  a  moment  arrest  the  decrees  of  Providence. 

'*  Well,"  said  Talma  to  them  at  the  conclusion  of  one  of  their  con- 
ferences, *^  have  you  finished?  I  will  do  anything  you  like ;  here  I  am! 
But  I  doubt  if  you  can  do  anything  for  me,  and  I  must  make  up  my 
mind.  But  what  grieves  me  most,  and  which  I  would  most  wish  you  to 
^^^e  into  consideration  are  »,  eyee.     I  have  a  great  dread  of  losing  n.y 

Dumas  relates  that  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  called  daily  upon  the 
moribund  actor,  who,  however,  woula  not  see  him.  The  cause  of  this 
condescension  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  the  refusal  to  meet  these  attentions 
on  the  other,  was  connected  with  a  curious  circumstance.  Talma  had 
two  sons,  who  were  being  educated  at  the  institution  Morin,  and  tbej 
had  each  won  a  prize,  but  being  the  children  of  an  actor,  when  the  day 
of  public  distribution  came,  they  did  not  dare  to  present  them  to  the 
dignitary  of  the  Church  who  officiated,  but  passed  them  by,  and  only 
aflerwanls  gave  them  their  prizes  privately.  Talma  was  both  deariy 
attached  to  and  proud  of  his  children,  and  when  he  heard  of  the  occur- 
ence, he  was  so  indignant,  that  he  made  them  renounce  the  Roman 
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Church,  and  join  that  of  the  Refonned  religion.  The  archhishop  did 
everything  in  his  power  to  remedy  so  grave  a  result  of  a  public  scandal, 
but  the  sturdy  old  tragedian  appears  to  have  remained  inflexible,  and 
justly  so,  to  the  last. 

A  little  drama,  written  at  this  time,  upon  the  old  Oriental  plot  of  a 
&bulous  island,  where  husbands  are  buried  with  their  wives,  and  desig- 
nated ^*  La  Noce  et  TEnterrement,"  in  which  Lassagne  and  Vulpian  acted 
as  Dumas'  collahorateurs^  met  with  no  more  success  at  the  Vaudeville 
than  "  La  Chasse  et  FAmour"  had  at  the  Gymnase ;  and  as  misfortunes 
never  go  single,  our  young  dramatist  was  called,  at  the  very  moment  of 
this  literanr  affliction,  to  account  for  his  proceedings  before  the  junior 
Cerberus  of  the  Palais  Royal,  M.  Oudard.    ^ 

1  entered  into  his  study  (Dnmas  relates)  with  tears  in  my  eyes,  but  with 
a  calm  voice. 

**  Is  it  true,  sir,^*  I  said  to  him,  '*  that  you  have  forbidden  Lassagne  to  work 
with  me? 

**  Yes,"  he  answered.    "  Why  do  you  ask  me  the  question  T* 

"  Because  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  the  courage  to  do  such  a  thing.*' 

**  What  do  you  mean  by  saying,  *  not  have  the  courage?*  ** 

"  Why,  I  think  it  requires  the  greatest  possible  courage  to  condemn  three 
persons  to  live  upon  125  francs  a  month.'* 

"It  seems  to  me  that  you  are  very  lucky  in  getting  these  125  francs  a  month, 
which  you  affect  to  despise." 

"  I  do  not  despise  them,  sir ;  I  am,  on  the  contraiy,  very  grateful  to  him  who 
gives  them  to  me ;  only  I  say  that  they  do  not  suffice,  and  I  thought  I  had  a 
right  to  add  whatever  I  could  to  such  an  inadequate  salary,  so  long  as  my  work 
without  did  not  interfere  with  my  official  duties.** 

''It  does  not  interfere  at  the  present  moment  with  your  duties,  but  it  will 
one  day.** 

"  One  day !  then  it  will  be  time,  when  that  comes,  to  trouble  yourself 
about  it.'* 

'*  Well,  it  does  not  concern  me,**  said  M.  Oudard.  "  I  merely  transmit  to 
you  the  observations  of  the  director-general.** 

•'  Of  M.  de  Broval  ?** 

"  Of  M.  de  Broval,  yes.'* 

"  1  thought  that  M.  de  Broval  pretended  to  protect  literature?** 

*'  Literature,  perhaps.  But  do  you  call '  La  Chasse  et  1* Amour/  and '  La  Noce 
et  TEnterrement,*  literature  ?** 

"No  ;  certainly  not,  sir.  Nor  has  my  name  been  placed  on  the  bill  of  the 
Ambigu,  where  *La  Chasse  etl' Amour*  has  been  played  ;  norsliall  it  be  men- 
tioned wheresoever  '  La  Noce  et  I'Enterrement*  shall  be  performed.'* 

**  If  you  do  not  consider  these  works  worthy  of  you,  wherefore  then  do  you 
write  them?** 

''  In  the  first  place,  then,  sir,  because  at  the  present  moment  I  do  not  consider 
myself  equal  to  the  task  of  writing  better;  and,  such  as  they  are,  they  bring 
relief  to  our  distress — yes,  sir,  our  distress — I  do  not  mince  the  word.  One 
day  you  learnt,  I  do  not  know  how,  that  I  passed  several  nights  in  copving 
dramatic  pieces  at  four  francs  an  act,  that  I  copied  the  whole  of  M.  Theaufon's 
comedy  of  *  L*Indiscret*  on  such  terms,  and  you  condescended  to  compliment 
me  upon  my  courage." 

*•  That  is  true.** 

"  How,  then,  can  I  be  more  guilty  in  writing  out  my  own  pieces,  than  in 
copying  those  of  others  ?  You  know  that  Adolphe  de  Leuven  also  writes 
dramas,  does  he  not  ?** 

"Well,  what  of  that?" 

"Why,  I  heard  you  the  other  day  urging  upon  M.  de  Broval  that  M.  de 
Leuven  should  be  admitted  into  the  offices  of  the  Duke  of  Orleans.*' 
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**  M.  Adolpfae  de  Leuven  lias  beeo  very  pBiticuIftrly  neommeiidfld  to.i 

**  And  I,  sir,  was  I  not  also  particularfy  reoommended  to  jou  ?  It  b  troA 
tiiat  De  Leuven  has  been  recommended  to  you  by  Benjamin  uonstant.  General 
Gerard,  and  Madame  de  Valence,  whilst  I— I  have  only  been  recommended  to 
you  by  General  Foy.** 

"  Which  means  to  say ?" 

*'  Which  means  to  say  tliat  M.  de  Leuven's  protectors  are  livings  and  that  my 
protector  it  dead." 

"M.  Dumas  r 

"  Oh,  do  not  get  angry ;  I  shall  think  that  I  have  hit  the  right  mark." 

*'  You  are  resolved,  then,  to  dabble  in  literature  ?** 

'*  Yes,  sir ;  inclination  and  necessity  compel  me  to  do  so.** 

'*  Well,  then,  do  something  like  Casimir  Delavigne,  and  instead  of  blaming 
you  we  will  encourage  you." 

**  Sir,**  I  answered,  **  I  am  not  as  old  as  M.  Casimir  Delavigne,  who  was 
poet-Iaureat  in  1611  ;  I  have  not  received  the  education  of  M.  Casimir  Dela- 
rigne,  who  was  brought  up  in  one  of  the  best  colleges  of  Paris.  No,  I  am 
twenty-two  years  of  age ;  my  education,  I  perfect  it  every  day,  at  the  expense 
of  my  health  perhaps,  for  everything  that  I  learn — and  I  can  tell  you  tnat  I 
learn  many  things — 1  learn  it  at  the  time  when  others  are  amusing  themielves 
or  sleeping.  I  cannot,  then,  at  this  moment  do  what  M.  Casimir  Delavigne 
does.  But  finally,  M.  Oudard,  I'lsten  well  to  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  yon, 
even  if  what  I  am  going  to  utter  should  appear  very  strange  to  you :  if  I  did 
not  think  that  I  should  one  day  do  something  else  than  what  M.  Casimir  De- 
lavigne has  done,  well,  sir,  I  would  go  beyond  your  wishes,  and  those  of  M.  de 
Broval,  and  this  verv  moment  I  would  solemnly  promise  you  to  dabble  no 
longer  in  literature.* 

Oudard  looked  at  me  with  eyes  that  had  lost  all  expression  ;  my  vanity  had 
positively  stunned  him. 

I  bowed  to  him  and  went  out. 

Five  minutes  afterwards  he  went  to  M.  Deviolaine  to  relate  to  him  the  act 
of  madness  that  1  had  committed. 

M.  Deviolaine  inquired  if  it  was  really  before  him,  if  it  was  to  him  himself, 
that  I  had  spoken  such  language  ? 

"  Before  myself,  actually  to  me,**  replied  Oudard. 

"  1  will  inform  his  mother,"  said  M.  Deviolaine,  "  and  if  he  continues  in 
this  fever,  send  him  to  me  ;  I  will  take  him  into  my  offices  and  see  that  he  does 
not  go  irrecoverably  mad.** 

And,  as  he  said,  ny  mother  was  informed  of  my  proceedings  the  aame 
evening.     On  returning  to  our  lodgings,  I  found  her  bathed  in  tears. 

M.  Deviolaine  had  sent  for  her,  and  had  told  her  of  what  had  occurred  be- 
tween M.  Oudard  and  myself  in  the  morning. 

The  next  morning  the  blasphemy  which  I  had  been  guilty  of  uttering  the 
previous  evening  was  circulated  Uirough  the  offices.  The  sixty-three  employet 
of  his  royal  highness  met  one  another  with  the  same  question  : 

"  Do  you  know  what  Dumas  said  yesterday  to  M.  Oudard  ?** 

The  person  thus  addressed  answered  no  or  yes. 

And  the  circumstance,  if  he  answered  no,  was  repeated  with  corrections, 
embellishments,  and  augmentations  which  did  the  greatest  credit  to  the  imagi- 
native powers  of  my  coUeagues. 

Dunng  one  whole  day,  and  even  for  some  days  afterwards,  an  Homeric  kuigh 
was  heara  in  the  passages  of  the  house  No.  216,  Rue  Saint  Ronord. 

Notwithstanding  these  grievances  at  the  onset  of  his  career,  ^^  La  Iffbce 
et  TEnterrement"  was  received  at  the  Porte  Saint  Martin,  and  pli^ed 
the  21  st  November,  1826.  The  benefits  were  incseased  to  eig^iteen 
francs  a  night,  and  twelve  francs,  the  profit  of  sale  of'  firee  adtnisiieiis. 
Domaa  oonsoled  himself  that  he  wai  getting  neasnr  and  nearBr  to  the 
Th6&tre  FamqmB»     Cke  va  pkino  nasana* 
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(bough  notes  from  ICT  DIABT.) 

By  Joseph  Anthony,  Jun. 

FRmAY,  Oct.  IT. — San  Francisco. — Arrived  at  this  wonderful  city, 
afiter  a  tedious  voyage  of  seyenty  days  from  Valparaiso.  Of  the  pas8ag<e 
I  have  nothing-  to  observe,  save  to  advert  to  the  calms  and  contrary  winds 
with  which  we  were  beset,  and  the  gratification  we  experienced  in  arriving 
at  the  end  of  so  lengthened  a  voyage,  exactly  seven  months  since  we  left 
Liverpoo].  We  heard  of  the  Orion,  that  left  Princes-  Dock  one  day  belbre 
us,  and  not  a  little  singular,  just  one  day  before  us  had  cast  anchor  in  San 
Francisco  bay.  On  the  evening  of  our  arrival  we  went  on  shore  for  an  bour^ 
and  certainly  all  our  mind's-eye  pictimngs  fell  very  far  short  of  the  singu*> 
larity  of  the  scene  presented  to  us.  A  city  of  wood — wooden  pavements^ 
wooden  houses — wood  everywhere  ;  wide  and  handsome  streets  they  are, 
nevertheless,  and  somewhat  imposing  in  appearance,  being  bold  in  their 
long  sweep,  crowded  with  people,  and  displaying  the  tide  of  business  in 
full  and  active  flow.  The  chief  portion  of  the  city  is  built  on  the  sea, 
and  the  boarded  streets,  in  many  parts,  being  in  a  dilapidated  state,  you 
may  see,  as  you  pass,  the  water  beneath.  But  the  people — what  striking 
physiognomies  meet  you  at  every  step  !  and  the  sharp,  calculating  eja% 
and  knowing  expressicm  of  almost  every  face,  at  once  suggest  to  ihe 
stranger  that  he  has  come  amongst  a  gathenng  of  knowing  ones — a  very 
vnde-awake  generation.  I  have  said  that  the  streets,  aldiough  formed; 
chiefly  of  wooden  buildings,  present  a  handsome  appearance  ;  they  are 
not  only  long,  wide,  and  bold,  in  thw  sweep,  but  regularly  enclose  each 
other  at  right  angles,  and,  indeed,  the  plan  of  the  city  is  altog^ether 
admirable. 

Montgomery  and  Sansome-streets  are  the  principal  business  thorough- 
feres,  whilst  Battery  and  Front-street,  as  the  range  of  stores  are  called, 
bordering  the  wharfe,  are  rising  in  importance.  Stockton-street,  which 
traverses  the  crest  of  the  hill  on  which  a  part  of  the  town  is  built,  com- 
mands a  fine  view  of  the  magnificent  bay  and  the  wooden  city,  and  truly 
a  splendid  view  it  is.  But  what  language  can  possibly  convey  anything 
like  a  feithful  description  of  the  strange  sights  that  meet  die  eye  at  every 
turn  ?  The  immense  wooden  hotels,  capable  of  acoommodatingv  I  know 
not  whether  hundreds  or  thousands,  present  a  very  striking  appearance ; 
other  edifices,  equally  extensive,  whose  basement-halls  are  open,  and  at 
night  illumined  by  countless  costly  chandeliers,  and  fitted  up  even  gorge- 
ously, drawing  in  a  constant  crowd  of  speculators,  who,  clustering  round 
the  numerous  tables,  whilst  music  adds  hfe  and  animation  to  the  scene, 
try  fortune  at  the  various  games,  which  sooner  or  later  inevitably  plunders 
them  of  their  hard-earned  gains  in  the  gulden  land.  Here,  cheek  by  jowl, 
you  see  English,  Americans,  Chinese,  Chilians,  Spaniards,  Mexicans,  and 
many  whose  extraordinary  appearance  in  garb  and  feature  lead  yon  to 
imasine  that  they  must  nave  come  feom  some  strange  regions,  neidier 
in  heaven  above  nor  in  earth  beneath,  one  and  all  engrossed  by  the 
exciting  chink  of  the  dollars  and  t^e  rattle  of  the  dioe.  Ten  and  twenty 
ddlais  is  a  conunon  sftaks'fer  one  of  these  roagh-looking^ miners  to  invest 
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at  a  time  ;  and  I  have  not  un&equently  seen  a  fellow,  whom  you  would 
suppose  hardly  possessed  a  dollar,  stake  his  ounce  of  gold,  and,  as  good 
or  ill  luck  attends  the  venture,  follow  it  up  with  the  same  amount  over 
and  over  again.  To  lose  three  or  four  hundred  dollars  at  a  time,  seems 
to  he  no  common  occurrence.  To  win  that  amount,  also,  is  certainly 
not  impossible,  and  indeed,  perhaps,  not  unfrequently  occurs  to  some 
speculators,  but  I  never  yet  heard  of  one  so  fortunate  but  who  invariably 
lost  it  again.  These  gamblers  must  make  immense  sums  ;  the  tables  are 
nightly  crowded,  many  of  them  continuing  the  game  even  throughout 
the  day  ;  and  the  very*costly  style  with  which  the  rooms  are  fitted  up, 
together  with  the  excellent  bands  of  music  which  they  engage,  cleaily 
indicate  that  there  must  indeed  be  much  grist  to  the  mill.  Their  chief 
supporters  are  the  miners,  who  come  down  from  the  mines  with  their 
piles,  and  like  moths  attracted  by  the  flame  of  a  candle^  are  they  drawn 
into  these  halls  of  dazzling  light,  to  their  ruin.  At  many  of  the  tables 
women,  dressed  even  elegantly,  are  seated,  sometimes  dealing  the  cards 
and  throwing  the  dice,  but  in  some  instances  only  seated  at  ube  table  to 
attract.  The  walls  are  covered  with  paintings  in  oil,  the  subject  chiefly 
such  as  our  own  Etty  was  so  great  in  nandling ;  and  although  that  great 
master*s  touch  is  not  visible,  yet  are  there  many  of  the  nude  figures  pos- 
sessing very  considerable  merit.  We  have  said  that  some  of  these 
gambling-rooms  are  fitted  up  in  costly  style  :  one  of  them,  called  the  gokba 
gate,  is  even  gorgeous  in  its  splendour,  and  at  night,  when  its  numerous 
superb  chandeliers  are  lit  up,  with  its  rich  mouldings  and  elegant  fittings, 
presents  a  scene  quite  dazzling ;  we  question  if  there  is  aught  in  any 
capital  in  Europe  to  equal  it.  A  strange  place,  indeed,  is  this  San  Francisco: 
.  here  you  see  no  old  men — no  children.  It  seems  a  gathering-place  of 
men  in  the  prime  of  life,  a  concentration  of  daring  and  energetic  spirits, 
amidst  whom  the  timid  and  nervous  must  soon  necessarily  find  themselres 
all  but  lost  Gro-ahead  here  seems  to  be  the  order  of  the  day — no  paus- 
ing to  consider — action,  action' — push  on — sink  or  swim — no  repose — all 
excitement.  There  is  not,  we  are  convinced,  any  place  in  the  wide  world 
where  are  con^egated  so  great  a  number  of  people  whose  lives  have 
been  so  eventful ;  each  man's  history  is,  in  itself,  a  romance.  The  trials, 
adventures,  escapes  by  flood  and  fire,  the  change  from  place  to  place, 
the  ups  and  downs  which  we  have  heard  recounted,  would  scarce  be 
deemed  credible,  and  yet  are  they  here  every-day  matters.  Heroes  walk 
the  streets  by  hundreds,  many  of  whose  trials  and  adventures  will 
assuredly  be  yet  given  to  the  world,  and  with  breathless  interest  be  read 
by  that  numerous  class,  who,  like  '*  the  gentlemen  of  England,  live  at 
home  at  ease." 

What  variety  the  streets  of  San  Francisco  present !  A  large  fancy- 
ball  by  daylight,  about  to  take  place,  might  be  imagined  in  seeing  the 
various  picturesque  figures  moving  about.  The  Mexican,  with  his  odd- 
looking  trousers,  that  to  an  inexperienced  eye  appear  as  though  the  sides 
were  ripped  up  to  show  the  g^y-coloured  lining  ;  the  Chilian  with  bis 
poncho  ;  the  Chinaman  with  his  long  tail ;  the  miners  with  their  swarthy, 
hair}'  faces,  huge-booted,  with  their  revolvers  at  their  belts;  and  Yankees, 
Britishers,  Frenchers,  and  Spaniards,  filling  up  the  moving  panorama, 
attired,  many  of  them,  in  the  rough-and-ready  style,  and  not  a  few  in 
the  extreme  of  dandyism.  Jewellery  b  so  common  here  that  the  roughest 
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miner  wears  his  two  or  three  rings.  Not  a  waiter  hands  you  a  plate 
at  a  restaurant  but  displays  one  or  more  of  these  appendages  on  his 
digits  ;  and  the  shoe-blacks,  who,  in  long  row  at  the  plaza,  polish  your 
boots  for  twenty-five  cents,  also,  to  a  man,  wear  their  auriferous  finger- 
ornaments. 

In  San  Francisco,  a  man's  occupation  is  anything  but  a  criterion  of 
what  he  may  be  as  regards  education  itnd  capability  for  a  higher  position 
in  the  drama  of  life.  We  are  ourselves  well  acquainted  with  an  indivi- 
dual who  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  for  the  Irish  Church, 
who  is  now  drawing  Truman's  stout,  at  one  real  a  glass  ;  and  we  know 
of  another  individual,  who  won  high  honour  at  Heidelberg,  whose  name 
is  well  known  in  Germany,  who  is  at  this  moment  in  a  red  shirt,  hammer- 
ing away  at  a  locksmith's,  earning  his  five  dollars  per  day,  which,  thanks 
to  his  German  education,  in  which  a  knowledge  of  various  handicrafts 
formed  a  part,  fortunately  for  him  enables  him  to  do.  Here  may  be  seen 
carpenters  at  work  in  the  streets,  with  their  moustachios  and  stylish 
dresses,  looking  as  much  like  military  officers  as  aught  else — and  many 
of  them  have  been  in  such  positions  ;  driving  carts,  equally  aristocratic- 
looking  fellows  may  be  seen  by  the  score,  and  amongst  the  latter,  ere  we 
had  been  in  San  Francisco  twenty-four  hours,  three  different  individuals 
were  pointed  out  to  us  who  had  respectively  been,  two  of  them  surgeons, 
the  other  a  solicitor.  I  could  give  the  name  of  one  of  the  former,  whose 
attainments  in  his  profession  are  of  a  high  order,  and  whose  connexions 
in  Lancashire  are  well  known,  did  I  not  fear  to  give  pain  where  we  would 
not  do  so  willingly.  But  these  things  are  aught  but  rare  or  strange 
here.  A  friend  of  ours,  a  merchant  in  the  place,  showed  us  one  of  his 
rooms  which  had  been  papered  by  a  once  aide-de-camp  to  General  La- 
moriciere  ;  and  dining  at  a  large  restaurant  in  the  plaza,  one  of  the  waiters 
was  pointed  out  to  us  as  having  been  a  colonel  in  the  Austrian  army. 
That  the  latter  singular  circumstance  was  a  fact,  my  friend  Yah  Yah 
verified,  by  recognising  the  individual  in  question,  whose  brother,  the 
master  of  the  horse  to  the  King  of  Wurtemberg,  had  been  the  intimate 
friend  of  my  companion  in  Germany. 

Yes,  here  is  the  battle  of  life  with  a  vengeance  !  You  may  see  at  a 
glance  that  this  extraordinary  place  is  an  arena  where  men  are  gathered 
together  for  one  common  object — gold — to  get  money.  You  may  see  it 
written  in  every  countenance  you  gaze  upon  ;  but,  wherever  the  native 
home  of  these  adventurers,  you  may  also  see  that  it  is,  with  few  exceptions, 
they  only  who  possess  the  needful  qualifications  for  such  a  battle  of  life 
who  have  remained.  They  who  came  here  expecting  to  find  gold  for  the 
picking  up,  are  a  class  that  has  passed  away  ;  the  sterner  stuff  alone 
remains.  In  each  face  you  may  read  caution,  energy,  courage — impor- 
tant essentials  for  California ;  and  the  next  half  century  will  prove  to 
such  men  an  El  Dorado  indeed !  Fire  has  been  the  great  destroyer  here  ; 
if  we  have  met  with  one,  we  have  met  with  fifty,  who  had  made  their 
pile,  and  were  ruined  by  fire  in  a  night.  We  have  met  with  many  who 
have  been  burnt  out  three  times ;  some  of  these  it  has  beaten — they 
have  turned  to  the  cup  that  does  inebriate,  and  are  lost  for  ever.  We 
know  others  who  will  never  say  die,  and  are  fighting  the  battle  still, 
although  with  limited  means  and  diminished  hopes.  A  fearful  thing  is 
this  fire.     We  have  barely  been  in  San  Francisco  two  months,  and  thrice 
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durinp^  that  period,  in  the  dead  of  night,  have  we  been  aroaaed  by  the 
fearfiil  cry  of  fire  in  the  streets  ;  and  a  fire  in  San  Franciaoo,  if  it  once 
begins,  can  scarcely  be  a  small  one.  Two  of  the  tbiee-named  alarms 
were  fiabe,  the  other  was  a  bond^fide  fire  ;  but,  oocuning  in  the  oiitakirtB, 
it  was  confined  to  the  detached  dwelling,  which  it  burnt  down.  But  in 
the  town — concei?e,  reader,  a  city  of  wood — the  very  streets  not  paved, 
but  planked — a  terrific  wind  (for  me  winds  are  terrific  here)  is  blowing — a 
house  takes  fire— do  you  think  it  possible,  even  were  the  London  brigade 
on  the  spot,  to  confine  its  ravages  to  a  small  extent  ?  Judge,  then,  wiiat 
must  again  necessarily  follow,  ehould  another  fire  take  plaoe,  which  most 
assuredly  will  be  the  case.  Is  it  not  fearful  to  think  upon  ?  It  is  diis  oob- 
stant  apprehension  of  the  fiery  element  which  tends  to  keep  up  the  state 
of  unnatural  excitement  in  which  all  live  here  ;  and  as  there  is  no  insnr- 
ing,  it  is  impossible  for  any  man  to  tell  that  he  may  not  be  ruined  in  t 
night.  True,  there  are  some  few  brick  buildings  being  erected,  but 
they  are  few  and  f&r  between  :  and  if  the  common  expectation  be  realised, 
ere  long  a  conflagration  will  take  place ;  for  it  is  one  of  the  fearful  plea- 
santries of  the  place  to  say,  ^'  The  fire  is  full  due ;  it  certainly  can't  be  long 
now." 

Rats  are  a  great  pest  in  San  Francisco.  To  aay  flat  ihey  swarm,  is 
not  sufficiently  expressive — they  overrun  the  place  ;  there  is  acazoely  any 
sleeping  for  them.  Hundreds,  nay  thousands,  are  caught  nightly :  and 
the  streets  every  morning  bear  evidence  of  the  slaughter  of  the  previoni 
night.  All  the  dead  rats  are  pitched  there ;  and  to'a  strang^r^  eye^  the 
number  of  these  lifeless  animals,  and  scattered  playing*cards,  that  meet 
his  eye  at  every  step,  not  a  little  astonish  him.  Y«t,  in  -spite  of  the 
slaugnter  thus  committed,  there  is  no  sensible  abatement  in  the  number 
of  these  noxious  vermin.     In  England,  to  know  that  these  was  a  rat  in 

C*  bedroom,  would  be  considered  sufficiently  unpleasant ;  here  you  must 
me  reconciled  to  there  beii\g  dosens,  and  learn  to  sleep  contented, 
although  they  sre  squeaking  throughout  the  night»  and  racang  about 
your  wooden  home  like  horses  galloping.  Unfortunately,  there  are  but 
few  cats  and  terriers  here;  and,  it  is  said,  the  lew  there  are  have  become 
useless  ;  that  they  tire  of  catching  and  killing  the  rats,  there  being  so 
many ;  and  that  the  best  dog  or  cat,  after  a  short  time  in  San  Frandsoo, 
will  not  touch  a  rat.  This  we  are  inclined  to  disbelieve,  and  have  much 
to  regret  that  a  handsome  Scotch-terrier  bitch  which  we  brought  oat 
died  soon  after  her  arrival ;  not,  however,  ere  she  had  done  considerable 
execution  amidst  the  vermin  of  the  place.  Whether  she  would  have  tired 
of  the  sport  we  cannot  tell,  but  she  had  not  her  equal  in  the  city  ;  and 
an  idea  of  the  value  of  such  an  animal  may  be  formed  from  the  ract  Aat 
we  refused  the  offer  of  100  dollars  for  our  favourite  Gip. 

There  are  three  .good  theatres  in  San  Francisco— the  Jenny  Lind,  ihe 
American,  and  the  Adelphi.  The  two  first  are  spacious  buildiogs, 
having  elegant  exteriors ;  the  latter  is  but  small,  and  cmiefly  occupied  by 
a  French  company.  Of  the  performances  presented  at  theae  temples  of 
the  drama,  much  in  praise  cannot  be  said.  The  melon  are  generally 
below  mediocrity,  and  the  production  of  a  tragedy  is  consequently  almost 
invariably  a  double  butchery.  San  Francisco,  however,  just  now  possettes 
one  member  of  the  profession  who  is  well  worthy  of  better  support  than 
has  ever  here  attended  his  performances.     Indeed^  we  have  little  hasita- 
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iion  in  saying  that  he  is  destined  to  achieve  the  most  brilliant  auocess  in 
the  highest  walks  of  the  drama,  nor  do  we  believe  the  stage  at  present 
possesses  a  finer  Shaksperian  actor.  He  is  young,  possesses  a  good 
figure,  his  presence  is  commanding,  his  voice  good,  and  his  impersona- 
tions display  much  originality.  A^h  the  intention  of  shortly  visiting 
Europe,  this  gentleman,  Mr.  Jallies  Stark,  is  continuing  here  a  course  of 
close  study  and  constant  practice ;  and  although  he  is  certainly  a  favourite, 
and  the  only  actor  who  can^  in  leading  Shaksperian  characters,  fill  a 
house,  the  Franciscans  are,  I  think,  not  fiilly  aJive  to  the  hct  t^t  in 
him  they  possess,  most  assuredly,  the  best  actor  that  America  has  pro- 
duced. Mr.  Stark,  I  understand,  will  shortly  make  his  debut  before  a 
London  audience,  and  whether  that  delnit  be  as  Lear  or  Hamlet,  I 
venture  to  predict  for  him  my  countrymen's  endorsement  of  the  opinions 
I  have  expressed.  I  have  but  little  doubt  that  his  Hamlet  will  be  recog- 
nised as  a  mental  delineation  of  a  high  order,  displaying  as  it  does  much 
originality,  and,  indeed,  in  that  respect,  departing  from  the  conventional 
track,  standing  alone  as  a  personation  of  the  Prince  of  Denmark. 

Perhaps  in  nothing  besides  is  the  Amenctoi  penohant  for  high-sounding 
terms  so  much  displayed  as  in  their  play-bilk.  Every  comedy  is  splendid, 
every  tragedy  subfime ;  the  dancers  are  announced  as  the  beautiful  Miss 
This,  and  the  charming  Miss  That.  Letters  from  idelighted  admirers, 
requesting  actors  to  repeat  a  particular  part,  are  yery  common ;  the  bilk 
are  headed  with  the  correspondence,  by  which  the  pdblic  k  informed  that 
Messrs.  Dollar  and  Dime,  and  a  string  of  others,  have  been  so  much 
struck  by  the  masterly  performance  of  Mr.  So^and-So  in  hk  great  charac- 
ter of  such  a  thing,  that  they  are  desirous  of  witnessing  it  again.  The 
genius  thus  appealed  to  of  course  replies,  and  of  course  expresses  himself 
as  being  much  flattered  and  gratified  by  the  encomiums  of  so  intelligent 
a  body,  and  of  course  consents  to  repeat  the  character.  Another  vik 
xmstom  they  have  here  is  speech-making  by  the  actors  to  the  audience. 
As  in  England,  they  will  have  a  favourite  actor  before  the  curtain  at  the 
conelusion  of  a  piece ;  but,  not  content  with  bowing  their  acknowledg- 
ments of  the  compliment,  the  actors  always  make  speeches  here — ay,  the 
ladies  as  well  ta  the  gentlemen  of  the  protession  who  are  thus  honoiued — 
and  these  speeches  are  of  course  ever  gamkhed  with  the  old  stereotyped 
phrases,  worn  out  as  much  as  the  usual  sentiments  of  after-dinner  speeches. 
Li  England,  by  way  of  variety,  some  of  our  principal  theatres  have  pre- 
sented Shakspeare  with  two  tragedians  personifying  the  leading  characters 
alternating  them  on  different  nights,  thereby  enabling  the  public  to  form 
a  comparison  of  their  capability  in  the  same  parts.  Here  we  have  seen 
Richard  III.  performed,  and  the  leading  tragedkns  playing  the  crooked- 
back  tyrant  in  alternate  acts,  the  novelty  being  further  heightened  by 
the  Richard  of  the  second  act  appearing  as  Richmond  in  the  last. 
Something  novel  in  the  arrangement,  to  say  the  least  of  it. 

Bull  and  bear  fights  are  exhibitions  by  no  means  uncommon  here. 
There  has  been  some  talk  of  the  authorities  interfering  and  putting  im 
end  to  them;  but  they  still  continue,  the  exciting  exhibition  being  an- 
nounced about  once  a  month.  These  so-called  fights  take  place  at  the 
Mksion  Dolores,  about  three  miles  distant  from  the  city.  The  road  m 
•planked  throughout,  and  passing  as  it  does  througha  dehghtful  country, 
k  the  favorite  ride,  drive,  and  walk  of  the  Franckicans.     For  a  tokoJue 
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pedestrian  the  walk  to  the  Mission  is  not  too  far.  The  most  pleasing  ex- 
cursion I  have  yet  made  was  my  first  visit  on  foot  to  this  interesting 
place,  where  the  old  Spanish  padres  first  pitched  their  tents,  intent  on  the 
conversion  of  the  indigenous  humanity  of  the  place.  The  country  around 
appears  to  be  of  the  richest  promise  for  agricultural  purposes,  as  indeed  it 
is  thought  the  three  miles  to  the  Bay  City,  being  chiefly  table-land,  here 
and  there  relieved  by  juvenile  hills  and  gently  swelling  undulations, 
almost  destitute  of  timber,  but  covered — save  in  the  few  places  cleared 
for  cultivation — with  a  great  variety  of  shrubs,  conspicuous  amoogst 
which  is  the  agreeably-scented  plant  most  properly  known  as  **  old  man." 
I  have  not  yet  seen  the  place  in  its  summer  aspect,  but  understand  that 
the  whole  extent  of  country,  at  that  season,  presents  a  vast  panorama  of 
the  most  beautiful  flowers.  Bordering  the  road,  in  the  vicinity  of  San 
Francisco,  are  some  very  superior  dwellings ;  and  indeed,  throughout  its 
course  up  to  the  Mission,  are  numerous  way-side  refreshment-houses, 
which  pretty  clearly  indicate  that  the  road  is  well  frequented. 

To  see  a  battle  between  a  grizzly  bear  and  a  Califomian  lioness  took 
me  a  second  time  to  the  Mission  Dolores.  Although  several  similar  ex- 
hibitions had  taken  place  since  my  arrival  in  the  country,  I  had  never  felt 
an  inclination  to  become  a  spectator,  the  accounts  which  I  had  heard  of 
them  being  anything  but  calculated  to  induce  a  visit.  Strolling  through 
the  plaza,  however,  one  Sunday,  the  weather  being  delightfully  fine,  and 
seeing  great  numbers  of  well-dressed  people  setting  off  for  the  Mission, 
on  horseback,  driving,  and  in  omnibuses,  I  made  one  of  the  latter,  and, 
drawn  by  a  well-appointed  team,  away  we  went  at  a  rattling  pace  over 
the  planked  road  to  see  the  fight.  The  amphitheatre  at  the  Mission, 
where  these  encounters  take  place,  is  a  spacious  wooden  structure,  with 
two  wide  galleries  for  spectators,  and  capable  of  accommodating,  I  should 
say,  some  three  thousand  people.  On  this  occasion  it  was  well  filled, 
chiefly  by  San  Franciscans,  amongst  whom  were  several  elegantly-dressed 
women,  whose  appearance  at  such  a  place  surprised  me  not  a  little. 
There  were  also  numerous  Mexican  and  native  Califomian  members  of 
the  gentler  sex  present,  conspicuous  objects  with  their  dark  skins,  flaunt- 
ing gay -coloured  dresses,  and  the  profusion  of  the  auriferous  material  with 
which,  in  rings  and  chains,  they  were  decorated.  An  excellent  band  of  music 
from  the  Bay  City  was  in  attendance,  enlivening  the  proceedings  con- 
siderably by  their  performance,  which,  by  the  way,  was  the  best  part  of 
the  quid  pro  quo  for  the  two  dollars'  charge  of  admission.  The  fig^t  was 
announced  to  commence  at  two,  but,  as  a  matter  of  course,  two  more 
hours  had  old  Time  inscribed  against  us  all  ere  the  bloody  business 
commenced.  Firstly,  from  an  immense  den  in  the  centre  of  the  arena, 
came  forth  the  huge  Grizzly,  fastened  to  a  ring  in  the  ground  by  a 
rope,  which  was  securely  tied  to  one  of  his  hind  legs ;  and  on  making  his 
appearance,  seating  himself  on  his  haunches,  he  surveyed  the  assembled 
company,  and  then  commenced  operations  with  his  teeth  on  the  rope 
which  encircled  his  lec^,  and  which,  by  his  grunts  and  moans,  I  judged 
had  penetrated  into  we  flesh,  and  was  causing  him  considerable  pain. 
At  a  little  distance  was  the  den  of  the  lioness,  which  for  the  last  hour  I 
had  through  the  bars  observed  calmly  extended  as  though  in  sleep ;  and 
now,  when  they  proceeded  to  bring  her  forth,  sticks  and  goads  were 
brought  into  play,  so  little  disposed  was  she  to  moye.     At  length  oat  she 
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came,  fastened  like  the  bear  to  the  ring  in  the  centre  of  the  arena,  by  a 
rope  which  gave  play  of  some  forty  feet ;  but,  unlike  the  Grizzly,  she  was 
secured,  not  by  the  leg,  but  by  a  rope  attached  to  a  leathern  collar.  For 
a  moment  she  stood  calm,  surveying  the  people ;  soon,  however,  as  she 
beheld  the  Grizzly  in  pretty  close  proximity,  she  seemed  terror-struck,  and 
straifi^htway  commenced  her  violent  struggles  to  get  away.  And  away 
she  did  get ;  for,  to  the  horror  of  all  present,  lo  and  behold !  the  collar 
slipped  over  her  head,  and  there  she  stood  free ;  and  then  ensued  a  scene 
which,  to  adopt  the  hackneyed  phraseology  of  the  day,  may  more  easily 
be  imagined  than  described.  The  women  screamed,  the  men  ran,  and 
the  wooden  galleries  vibrated  fearfully  as  hundreds  rushed  to  the  doors. 

In  a  few  moments  half  the  people  nad  removed;  meantime  the  lioness 
deliberately  walked  out  of  the  arena  through  one  of  the  numerous  side- 
doors  used  in  the  bull-fights,  and  for  some  minutes  all  was  doubt  and  ap- 
prehension as  to  her  movements,  and  what  was  best  to  be  done.  Fortu- 
nately, the  lioness  was  not  of  a  very  belligerent  disposition,  and  it  was 
soon  announced  that  she  had  ensconced  herself  in  an  adjoining  shed ;  it 
being  at  the  same  time  intimated  that  she  would  be  ag^n  secured  and 
brought  to  the  field  of  battle.  Reassured  by  this  piece  of  information, 
the  spectators  resumed  their  seats,  and  in  about  half  an  hour  the  escaped 
lioness  again  put  in  an  appearance,  being  dragged  into  the  circle  by  half 
a  dozen  men,  against  whose  united  efforts,  secured  as  she  was  with  ropes, 
her  struggles  had  been  in  vain  ;  and,  evidently  all  but  exhausted,  they 
dragged  her  forth,  amidst  the  hurras  of  the  gladdened  assemblage. 

But  little  time  was  afforded  the  recaptured  beast  to  recover  herself,  for 
as  she  lay  panting  on  the  ground,  the  masters  of  the  ceremonies,  urged 
on  by  the  impatient  cries  of  the  spectators  to  begin,  proceeded  to  draw 
the  huge  Grizzly  towards  his  intended  antagonist.  This  was  no  easy  task ; 
the  huge  monster  was  not  to  be  easily  moved,  and  the  united  efforts  of  six 
men  would  have  been  ineffectual  for  the  purpose,  had  not  another  with  a 
long  pole  commenced  an  attack  upon  him,  his  attempts  to  get  at  his  tor- 
mentor being  taken  advantage  of  by  the  men  at  the  rope,  who,  as  the 
brute  extended  his  massive  fore-legs  to  grasp  the  assailing  pole,  would 
suddenly  jerk  the  rope,  and,  disturbing  his  equilibrium,  tumble  Mr. 
Grizzly  over  and  over,  each  time  bringing  him  nearer  to  the  lioness. 

As  the  distance  between  the  two  animals  lessened,  the  excitement  of 
the  spectators  increased ;  and  at  length,  when  a  well-directed  pull  at  the 
rope  tumbled  Grizzly  over  the  king  of  thefosests'  mate,  loud  shouts  of  ap- 
plause was  heard  on  every  side.  To  the  surprise  of  all,  however,  instead 
of  attacking,  the  animals  seemed  instinctively  to  avoid  each  other ;  the 
lioness,  indeed,  appearing  terror-struck  as  she  vainly  struggled  to  escape 
£rom  the  immediate  presence  of  huge  Bruin.  It  was  in  vain  they  beat 
her  about  the  head  and  goaded  her  sides ;  she  seemed  to  contemplate  flight 
only,  and  not  battle ;  and  when  again  Grizzly  and  she  were  drawn  to- 
gether, she  lay  still,  whilst  the  huee  brute  was  once  more  rolled  over  her. 
Clear  was  it  now  to  all  that  a  fight  was  out  of  the  question,  and  hisses 
from  the  spectators  were  heard,  together  with  observations  of  aught  but  a 
flattering  nature  applying  to  the  men  who  were  conducting  the  proceed- 
ings. Whether  the  hisses  and  observations  alluded  to  exasperated  these 
gentlemen  or  not,  I  cannot  say,  but  they  certainly  redoubled  their  exer- 
tions, applying  the  poles  and  goads  to  poor  Grizzly  with  additional  vigour. 
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This  had  the  desired  efifect.  Iixitated  ahnost  to  madness,  he  bit  at  all 
around  him  ;  and  as  they  once  more  rolled  him  over,  he  smed  the  Hooes 
by  the  haunch,  and  she,  turning,  seized  him  also  by  the  throat.  They, 
however,  both  inmiediately  relinquished  their  hold ;  yet  die  blood  ooiing 
from  their  jaws  indicated  pretty  clearly  that  earnest  work  had  b^^im, 
and  the  appearance  of  the  red  gore  drew  down  thunders  of  applanse. 

How  shall  I  convey  that  which  followed^  the  most  horrible  sight  I  ever 
beheld?  Exhausted  by  her  former  exertions  when  recaptured,  andaftw- 
wards  by  her  vain  batuings  against  the  sticks  and  goads,  and  her  effints 
at  resistance  to  the  rope  when  they  dragged  her  in  turn  towards  the 
Grizzly,  the  lioness  at  length  lay  prostrate,  utterly  exhausted.  And  then 
the  huge  bear,  being  again  dragged  to  battle,  seized  the  lioness  again,  and 
this  time  tore  her  open,  and  immediately  elevating  his  massive  bead,  dis- 
played his  fearful  jaws  and  tusks,  from  which  hung  the  entrails  of  the 
now  dying  lioness,  whilst  the  red  blood  fell  fast  on  the  sand. 

A  cry  of  horror  arose  from  the  people,  and  shouts  of  <^  Take  him  away  P 
but  Gnzzly  was  left  unmolested  to  his  feast ;  and  as  I  turned  my  sickened 
gaze  away,  I  could  not  but  invest  the  eyes  of  the  dying  lioness  with  the 
language  of  reproach,  directed,  as  they  certainly  were,  to  the  galleries  as 
they  glazed  in  death.  I  saw  two  of  the  well-dressed  ladies  who  were  from 
the  Bay  City  fEiint,  and  another  crying  bitterly,  whilst  the  Mexican  sod 
Chilian  feminines  appeared  totally  unmoved — save  it  was  to  eu>ress  their 
surprise  that  the  fight  should  have  been  so  poor  an  affair.  I  have  since 
seen  several  announcements  of  similar  combats  to  come  off  in  the  same 
place,  but  have  never  been  tempted  to  pay  a  second  visit  to  the  scene,  and 
never  will. 

Since  commencing  this  part  of  my  "  Diary,"  I  have  observed  the  tenn 
*^  home"  applied  in  a  manner  by  the  American  residents  that  would  in- 
duce the  inference  of  their  regarding  California  as  a  place  of  temponiy 
sojourn  only,  and  not  as  a  place  permanently  to  pitch  their  tents.  Speak* 
ing  of  any  fHend  or  acquaintance  returning  to  the  States,  they  say  he  if 
going  home;  or,  *'  Well,  I  guess  he'll  go  home  in  a  year  or  two,"  and  so  on. 
This  I  find  is  idl  but  universal. 

There  are  some  highly  amusing  signboards  in  the  Bay  City.  Restaa- 
rants  and  drinking-saloons  at  comers  of  streets,  with  a  large  lettered  de- 
signation over  the  door  of  "  The  Very  ^K>t,"  or  **  Our  Comer ;"  whilst 
opposite,  another  presents  itself  with  the  appropriate  appellation  of  '^  The 
other  Comer  ;*'  another,  "  Everybody's  Comer ;"  and  yet  another,  "  Any- 
body's Comer.''  Ecstatic  shaving  and  beatific  shampooning  may  also  be 
seen  announced  over  some  of  the  barbers'  shops,  whilst  at  an  adjoining 
comer  the  man  in  the  street,  the  presiding  genius  of  a  candy-etall,  bawls 
out  the  name  of  some  particular  part  of  his  stock  in  trade,  which  he  de- 
clares are  the  same  as  Jenny  Land  uses,  and,  moreover,  ^lat  ^  everybody 
buys  them."  Whether  the  vendor  of  sweets  borrowed  the  last  idea  from 
the  saloon-proprietor  who  keeps  ''  Everybody's  Comer,"  I  know  not,  but 
must  here  add,  in  speaking  of  sweets,  that  certainly  everybody  seems  to 
eat  them.  The  taste  for  these  things  appears  to  be  all  but  universal  here; 
and  a  few  nights  ago,  at  the  theatre,  I  was  somewhat  amused  in  observing 
an  elderly  dame  who,  together  with  a  grown-up  daughter  by  her  side^ 
appeared  about  equally  to  devote  her  attention  to  the  performance  cl 
the  night  and  the  sticks  of  candy  which  they  were  not  very  elegantly 
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sucking.  "  Elegant!*'  This  word  reminds  me  of  another  odd  sort  of  custom 
they  have  here  in  applying  the  term  elegant,  handsome,  and  pretty,  to 
articles  of  merchanaise,  where  the  applicability  does  not  appear  very  evi- 
dent. Thus,  one  advertises  a  very  elegant  elephant-oil,  another  a  nand- 
some  sugar,  and  another  a  very  pretty  barley.  Splendid  butters,  cheese, 
pickles,  &c.,  &c.,  are  also  every-day  articles,  according  to  the  advertise- 
ments in  the  journals,  in  San  Francisco. 

I  have  already  alluded  to  the  magnificent  spectacle  which  the  bay  here 
presents,  as  viewed  from  any  one  of  the  hills  on  which  part  of  the  city  is 
built ;  commanding  the  prospect,  numerous  handsome  edifices  are  daily 
being  erected,  gardens  laid  out,  and  not  a  few  of  these  residences  display 
a  combination  of  comfort  and  elegance  which  the  oldest  cities  could  not 
surpass.  Since  my  arrival,  I  have  made  two  excursions  to  the  interior. 
One  of  them  was  to  Stockton,  a  rapidly  rising  place,  having  no  less  than 
six  steamers  daily  plying  to  and  from  San  Francisco.  I  was  unfortunate 
enough  to  select  a  boat  named  the  Santa  Clara — ^her  first  trip ;  and, 
instead  of  arriving  at  Stockton  in  some  eleven  hours — the  customary 
time — ^we  were  just  three  days  in  accomplishing  the  journey.  The 
waters  of  the  San  Joquin  river  were  unusually  low,  and  our  pilot  was 
incompetent  to  the  office  he  had  undertaken.  The  consequence  was,  that 
the  three  days'  voyage  was  a  series  of  running  on  sand-bajiks  and  getting 
off  again  at  the  turns  of  the  tide.  The  cabin-passengers  were  numerous; 
amongst  them  were  several  ladies,  whose  sleeping  department  was  sepa- 
rated from  the  rest  of  the  cabin  by  a  large  curtain,  through  which,  for 
long  after  they  had  retired  at  night,  and  for  long  before  they  appeared 
in  the  morning,  they  held  animated  colloquies  with  the  gentlemen  on  the 
other  side.  The  ladies  were  all  American  mammas  and  daughters,  and 
as  well  as  papas  and  brothers  amongst  the  gentlemen  with  whom  these 
conversations  through  the  curtain  were  held,  there  being  others,  who 
were  in  the  position  of  admirers,  engaged  ones,  and  the  like,  thb  free- 
dom before  strangers  hardly  accorded  with  that  excess  of  prudery  which 
is  generally  attributed  to  the  American  fsur  sex.  During  the  trip,  I 
was  introduced  by  the  friend  whose  (fireside  I  would  have  said,  but  they 
have  no  firesides  here,  their  wooden  houses  admitting  only  stoves)  home 
I  was  about  to  visit,  to  a  numerous  party,  amongst  which  were  two  repre- 
sentatives of  the  people,  two  or  three  colonels,  as  many  majors,  and  a 
judge.  None  of  these  were  particularly  striking  in  their  mental  qualifi- 
cations or  attainments ;  and  as  to  the  judge,  he  was  certainly  very  undig- 
nified in  manner,  yet  am  I  bound  to  admit,  a  most  excellent  hand  at  uka 
— so  pronounced,  how  they  spell  it  I  know  not — a  game  at  cards  univer- 
sally played  here,  and  compared  with  which,  in  the  opinion  of  Califomian 
card-players,  whist  is  nowhere. 


2s2 


508 


^I>e  3Elobber  Itnigj^t  of  tj^e  i!Sattttt!ierg. 

a  rhenish  legend. 
By  G.  W.  Thornbury,  Author  op  "Ballads  of  the  New  World." 

I. 

Sm  Ulric  of  the  Wetterbcrg  was  a  sturdy  lance  and  stoat. 
He  kept  the  pass  in  the  frontier  land,  and  barred  the  Kaiser  out. 
No  pnnj  man  of  modem  age  his  mighty  brand  could  wield; 
He  bore  an  argent  dragon  upon  a  sable  field. 

And  the  legend  on  his  surcoat  and  on  his  pennoncel 
Was  no  dull  monkish  adage,  fit  for  an  abbey  bell; 
It  was  a  proud-haught  motto  for  king  upon  a  throne: 
«<  I  kneel  to  one  in  heaven,  and  but  to  him  alone." 

He  cared  not  for  tower  or  hut,  for  peasant's  hood  or  crown; 
At  the  barred  gates  of  Nuremberg  his  gauntlet  he  threw  down. 
Though  the  Empire's  ban  was  on  him  laid,  he  laughed  it  to  scorn; 
He  nerer  sowed  the  yellow  seed,  and  yet  he  reaped  the  com. 

He  had  no  clustering  yineyards,  no  ships  to  cross  the  sea, 

Yet  his  cellars  were  stored  with  wine  of  France,  and  gold  and  marchandie. 

He  neyer  bought  from  Lombard  precious  stone  or  chased  gdd. 

Yet  not  a  richer  treasure  had  monarch  in  his  hold. 

The  merchant  paid  him  willing  toll  rich  cask  of  Rhenish  wine; 

From  the  pilgrim  wrung  he  Peter's  pence  ere  he  wended  to  his  shrine; 

And  by  the  three  old  kings  he  swore  'twas  never  meiry  world 

When  sword  was  sheathed,  and  shield  hung  up,  and  battle-flag  waa  fhrled. 

No  rheingraf  or  count  palatine  was  dreaded  more  by  all; 
No  king  had  trustier  subjects  to  gather  at  his  call. 
No  chief  of  the  icy  desert,  no  Khan  of  Tartary, 
Such  clouds  of  savage  horsemen  to  follow  joyfully. 

He  burnt  down  hut  and  village,  rich  palace,  tower,  and  spire, 
He  quenched  with  the  blood  of  peasants  his  hovel's  hissing  fire; 
And  where  his  charger's  heel  was  set  on  hill  or  upon  plain. 
The  yellow  waving  com-stalk  grew  never  there  again. 

And  when  the  burgher's  gathering  horn  blew  clear  and  ahiill  tad  ttout, 
He  shut  him  in  his  castle,  and  scoffed  at  those  without; 
As  well  might  the  subtle  weasel  seek  the  dun  falcon's  nest, 
Built  up  close  under  heaven  on  some  high  mountain's  crest. 

He  recked  not  of  Kaiser's  frown,  or  ban  of  Roman  priest. 

He  laughed  at  bell  and  candle  at  every  drinking  feast ; 

And  with  a  wild  beast's  laughing  howl  he  hung  in  his  banquet-hall 

A  churl  who  nailed  an  interdict  upon  his  chamber  wall.  , 
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Yet  this  cruel  foe  of  God  and  man  had  pity  on  the  boor; 
He  never  turned  the  orphan  from  his  wide  castle  door, 
But  sat  them  at  his  groaning  board,  put  money  in  their  scrip. 
And  held  the  cup  of  mantling  wine  to  the  beggar's  faltering  lip. 

II. 

'Twas  eve  on  the  shores  of  Palestine  when  four-and-twenty  sail 
Came  on  in  stately  fashion  before  a  gentle  gale, 
And  in  the  foremost  palender  that  touched  the  blessed  shore 
Was  a  knight  with  no  proud  blazon  upon  the  mail  he  wore. 

All  sable  was  his  surcoat,  all  sable  was  his  plume, 
His  yery  pennon  stained  dark  with  that  sad  hue  of  gloom; 
His  shield  was  veiled  with  sable,  and  through  the  livelong  day 
He  wore  his  helmet  barred  and  close  as  in  the  thickest  fray. 

He  spoke  not  word  of  courtesy  to  vassal  or  to  knight, 

He  rode  all  grim  and  silent  to  banquet  and  to  fight; 

His  banner,  white  as  dead  man's  shroud,  a  henchman  bore  before, 

'Twas  sable  still,  save  where  the  woof  was  flecked  red  with  gore. 

The  battle  joined  at  Joppa,  amid  wild  throng  and  press, 

The  cry  on  God  and  lady  fair,  of  rescue  and  distress; 

Of  Allah,  illah  Allah,  of  prayers  to  all  the  saints. 

And  groans  and  shrieks  commingled  with  curses  and  with  plaints. 

The  sable  knight  sees  emirs  two,  who  fierce  and  bloody  strove 
With  one  whose  brow  was  gory,  whose  crowned  helm  was  clove; 
His  torn  and  rended  banner  the  Roman  eagle  bore. 
His  jewelled  habergeon  was  such  as  Roman  emperor  wore. 

He  spurred  him  to  the  faUen  knight,  who  scarce  his  sword  could  vrield. 
Leapt  off  his  horse,  and  o'er  his  head  held  his  protecting  shield, 
Just  as  a  bird  its  unfledged  young  shelters  beneath  its  wing: 
*'  Oh!  rescue  gallant  knights  our  emperor  and  king." 

The  rescue  came — the  Crescent  waned  before  the  Christian  host, 
The  Red-Cross  banner  waved  high  above  the  new- won  coast; 
By  the  couch  of  the  wounded  emperor  ere  the  hot  blaze  of  noon 
Enelt  the  black-garbed  warrior,  and  craved  one  simple  boon. 

At  the  pallet's  foot  he  proudly  flung  a  grim  green-turbaned  head. 
Three  jewelled  sabres  hacked  and  stained  with  life-blood  hot  and  red. 
He  signed  the  cross  upon  his  breast  in  the  name  of  the  Trinity, 
Then  on  the  desert's  fiery  sand  that  chieftain  bowed  the  knee. 

*^  I  grant  thy  wish,  thou  unknown  knight,  though  'twere  the  half  my  crown. 

The  warrior  still  all  silent  stood  ere  again  he  louted  down. 

"  Speak,  wearer  of  the  sable  mail,  who  saved  me  in  the  strife.'' 

"  I  am  the  Enight  of  the  Wetterberg,  I  ask  but  for  my  life." 
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BY   JOHN   STEDSiAN,    B.A. 

I  AM  an  M.D. — have  been  an  M.D.  ever  since  1821 — and,  like  a 
great  many  other  M.D/s,  might  fill  a  considerable  volume  with  carious 
tales  and  marvellous  adventures.  But  I  am  not  going  to  do  any  such 
thing.  I  am  a  man  of  few  words;  and  shall  only  give  one  or  two 
short  sketches  of  one  or  two  singular  occurrences.  This  is  preface 
enough  for  a  taciturn  individual ;  so,  without  further  loss  of  time,  allow 
me  to  say  at  once  that  I  acquitted  myself  creditably  in  my  student  days ; 
took  my  degree  as  early  as  possible,  and  settled  down  at  the  fEtshionable 
town  of  Blithe,  in  anticipation  of  a  brilliant  and  lucrative  career.  Bril- 
liant and  lucrative  !  Wnat  has  a  young  adventurer,  without  an  intro- 
duction, without  capital,  to  do  with  the  brilliant  and  lucrative  ?  A  very 
short  time  should  have  sufficed  to  show  that  Blithe  was  no  place  Cor  me. 
M.D.'s  by  the  score  were  there  before  me.  There  was  Dr.  Diachylon, 
a  little,  imapproachable  prig,  the  oracle  of  the  old  ladies,  and  a  thorough 
old  lady  himself.  There  was  Dr.  Tusker,  that  used  brown  rappee  by  tibe 
pound,  and  never  applied  a  pinch  to  his  nose  without  shutting  one  eye. 
There  was  Dr.  Gruntz,  who  wrote  prescriptions  nobody  could  read ;  and 
there  was  Dr.  Vitriol,  a  sickly  old  gentleman,  who  never  recovered 
swallowing  one  of  his  own  mixtures  by  mistake.  They  all  turned  up 
their  nose  at  me.  Dr.  Tusker  simultaneously  turned  up  his  nose,  in- 
serted a  pinch  of  8nu£F,  and  winked  one  eye  the  first  morning  I  saw  him; 
and  Dr.  Vitriol  gave  a  sickly  smile  of  derision  when  I  first  met  him  in 
consultation. 

Now,  I  am  very  independent.  I  was  so  then ;  and  resolutely  thought 
I  might  stand  my  ground  at  Blithe  in  spite  of  them  alL  But  how  was 
I  to  make  myself  known  ?  There  lay  the  difficulty.  It  would  not  be 
etiquette  to  send  round  urchins  in  pyramids,  with  "  Try  the  New 
Doctor!"  "Dr.  D 's  Unrivalled  Establishment,  No.  72,  Grub- 
street/'  inscribed  on  them.  It  wouldn't  do  to  hire  a  donkey-cart,  five 
yards  high  by  three  wide,  covered  with  placards,  to  drive  round  the 
principal  streets !  No,  that  would  not  do.  Perhaps  I  could  gain  a  name 
at  the  chemist's  ?  Ay,  to  be  sure ;  a  good  reputation  in  the  eyes  of 
Pestle  and  Mortar  would  be  worth  the  expenditure  of  a  few  pounds. 
Fancy  me  on  the  premises  of  those  drug-dealing  gentlemen,  giving  large 
orders  for  imaginary  patients. 

'^  Aqua  acetatis  ammoni»— one  tea-spoonful,  &c..  Miss  Tabby." 

"  Yes,  sir.     Any  other  article  ?" 

"  Make  up  this  prescription  for  Captain  Rifles." 

"  Very  good,  sir." 

"  And  tibese  pills  and  draughts  for  Mrs.  Chopsticks,  of  The  Castle." 

"  Very  good,  sir." 

'^  And  my  servant  will  call  for  them  in  the  afternoon." 

"  We  shall  be  happy  to  send  them,  sir." 

"  Thank  you,  my  servant  has  a  fumigator  and  some  other  things  to 
take  with  them,  and  I  may  as  well  save  you  the  trouble.*' 

Well,  I  kept  up  this  plan  for  some  time,  until  I  had  prescribed  medi- 


IKCIDENT8  IN  THE  LIFE  OF  AN  MJ>.  511 

cines  for  half  the  place  without  gaining  thereby  any  material  increase 
of  practice.  Messrs.  Pestle  and  Mortar  had  received  a  fair  amount  of 
my  not-over-plentiful  resources,  and  I  was  beginning  to  think  my  strata- 
gem worse  than  useless,  when,  to  my  encouragement  and  delight,  I  was 
one  day  summoned  by  a  footman  m  stupendous  habiliments  to  attend 
no  other  than  Captain  Rifles  himself,  a  man  of  large  property,  who  had 
gained  his  wealth  and  lost  his  health  in  the  tropics.  Here  was  an  open- 
ing for  an  aspirant  youth ! 

The  captain  did  not  allow  me  much  time  for  making  my  bow.  He 
was  a  middle-sized,  sallow,  and  irritable-looking  man. 

"  Dr.  D J  what  is  this  filthy  mess — this  abominable "  (the 

captain  shuddered)  **  stuff  ? — this  de — test — able baugh!"     He  held 

up  a  bottle,  and  showed  it  me.     '*  Pestle  and  Mortar  say  you  sent  it  ?" 

"Eh  ! — ah — yes — hem  ! — the  mixture — slight  mistake!" 

"  Slight  mistake  !"  growled  the  captain ;  "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Dr. 

D ,  you'll  be  killing  somebody  some  day,  you  will,  with  your  slight 

mistakes !     JTm  half  dead  already !"  J 

"  I  am  extremely  sorry,  sir." 

"  Of  course ;  so  am  I." 

^'  Your  name  has  been  appended  to  this  mixture.** 

"  So  I  see." 

"  Which  is  a  powerful  sudorific." 

"  So  I  feel,  sir  !" 

"  But  will  do  no  harm." 

"  Do  no  harm !"  thundered  the  captain,  as  he  jumped  up  and  rang  the 
bell — "  do  no  harm,  sir  I     What !  am  I  to  be  drenched  with  bitters — 
slops — poisoned — half  murdered — in  my  own  house,  and  then  be  told  it 
has   done  no  harm!"      The   servant  appeared.      **  Show  Dr.  D 
out  I" 

And  out  I  went,  and  paced  towards  Pestle  and  Mortar's  in  no  very 
pleasing  mood.  I  had  not  proceeded  &r,  when  my  servant  met  me  in 
great  haste. 

'^  Please,  sir,  Mrs.  Chamswick  has  sent  for  you  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
ago.     I've  been  looking  for  you  all  round  the  towu,  please  sir." 

"  Another  rich  patient  I*'  thought  I,  though  not  quite  so  elated  by  the 
idea  as  before ;  for  it  was  becoming  very  evident  I  was  the  victim  ot 
some  untoward  mistake.  However,  there  was  no  help  for  it,  so  off  I 
marched  to  Trim-creacent,  and  was  ushered  into  the  drawing-room  of 
Mrs.  Caroline  Chamswick,  where  a  heartrending  scene  presented  itself  to 
my  view.  There,  on  a  rich  damask  sofa,  lay,  gasping  and  wheezing, 
surrounded  by  sympathising  domestics,  and  lamentea  over  by  Mrs.  Caro- 
line Chamswick  herself,  an  apoplectic-looking  Isle-of-Skye  terrier,  his 
very  hair  standing  forth  in  mortdl  struggle,  and  his  legs  kicking  convul- 
sively with  pet-puppy-dog  energy. 

''Doctor!  doctor!"  cried  the  weeping  lady,  when  she  first  caught 
sight  of  me,  "  Guerichillo  is  dying !  Oh,  my  dear,  dear  Guerichillo  I— 
oh,  oh!" 

My  fears  were  allayed  forthwith,  and  I  determined  to  make  the  most 
of  my  opportunity. 

*'  I  am  not  a  dog-doctor,  madam,  but  I  shall  nevertheless  be  happy  to 
render        " 
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The  next  moment  convinced  me  of  my  error. 

"  Not  a  dog-doctor  ! — ^no,  I  should  think  not!  {Crescendo.)  What 
do  you  send  your  medicines  here  for  ?  {Borte,)  Your  nasty,  {crying) 
nasty  medicines,  killing  my  dear,  dear  dog !" 

Sobs  overwhelming  drowned  her  utterance,  and,  without  waiting  for 
the  recovery  of  the  mistress  from  crying,  or  her  cur  ^m  his  catalepsy^ 
I  made  good  my  retreat,  thorougmy  sickened  of  Blithe  and  its  inha- 
bitants. And  what  do  you  think  was  the  cause  of  all  this  demonstration 
against  me?  Pestle  and  Mortar,  officious  apothecaries,  had  sent  my 
medicines  to  their  directed  destinations,  my  servant,  on  this  occasion, 
having  deferred  calling  for  them  until  a  later  hour  than  usual. 

I  left  Blithe  a  week  after,  and  took  to  the  business  of  a  country  doctor 
in  the  quiet  village  of  Yolkham. 

IL 

Happy  it  was  for  me  I  was,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  general 
practitioner.  Though  an  M.D.,  I  could  prove  serviceable  in  a  surgical 
case  notwithstanding,  and  was  far  from  a  clumsy  operator.  I  had  not 
been  two  hours  settled  in  my  new  abode  before  an  old  lady  from  a 
neighbouring  cottage  brought  me  her  grandson  with  a  pin  in  ms  throat, 
and  talked  incessantly  during  the  whole  period  of  its  extraction.  My 
first  night's  slumber  m  the  Baeotian  atmosphere  of  Yolkham  was  broken 
by  unmistakable  pulls  at  the  surgery-bell. 

'*  Plaze,  zur,  a  rot's  been  and  a-bit  off  the  bend  of  the  babby's  nose, 
and  mother's  a'most  in  fits  'bout  'en." 

Here  was  a  good  beginning  ! 

Next  day  three  or  four  infirm  labourers  called  for  '' jist  a  drop  of 
zummat  to  drive  off  the  rheumatis."  I  walked  out  four  miles  to  extin- 
guish a  case  of  spontaneous  combustion,  and  reached  home  just  time 
enough  to  draw  a  huge  grinder  from  the  jaw  of  an  herculean  bricklayer, 
who  spasmodically  kicked  my  shins  as  an  accompaniment  to  the  operation. 
In  truth,  a  country  doctorship  is  no  sinecure,  and  I  was  now  finding 
it  out. 

You  may  imagine  how  many  cases  and  casualties  must  have  fallen 
under  my  care,  when,  two  months  or  so  after  my  first  arrival,  my  services 
were  called  into  requisition  one  fine  night  at  the  Manor  House.  There 
lived  the  hazel-eyed  girl  I  had  seen  in  the  great  square  pew  at  church, 
so,  of  course,  I  obeyed  the  summons  with  extraonlinary  alacrity,  and 
found,  as  a  reward  for  my  exertions,  Master  Lettingharo,  a  lad  of  some 
thirteen  summers,  roaring  melodiously  under  the  torment  of  a  slightly 
burnt  hand,  the  result  of  a  pjrrotecnnical  exhibition  with  which  he  had 
been  favouring  himself  and  friends  half  an  hour  before.  Some  soothing 
palliatives  were  soon  applied,  and  I  was  politely  requested  by  Mrs.  Let- 
tingham  to  stay  supper ;  an  invitation  accepted  as  soon  as  given. 

Jenny  Lettingham  was  certainly  a  very  pretty  girl  (her  age^  peihsps, 
rather  the  junior  side  of  eighteen),  but  very  quiet— ^rery*  PzobaUy  she 
had  never  dreamt  of  love,  she  was  so  remarkably  quiet.  Mr.  LeUing- 
ham  was  from  home,  so  that,  the  burnt  boy  having  been  otdered  to 
bed,  we  formed  a  snug  trio ;  bat  the  conversation  was  monopolised  by 
Mrs.  L.  and  myself,  since  Jenny's  conversational  efforts  were  eiidasively 
responsive. 

'<  Will  you  take  a  biscmt,  my  dear?" 
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"  Please,  mamma." 

Then  the  little  mouth  closed  again. 

*'The  country  around  Yolkham  seems  very  picturesque,  Miss  Let* 
tingham." 

"  Very." 

"  Are  you  fond  of  walking?" 

"  Yes — no — not  very." 

The  eyening  passed  very  agreeably  notwithstanding,  for  Mrs.  L.  was 
an  intelligent  woman,  and  gave  me  some  amusing  accounts  of  the  Yolk- 
ham simplicity  and  ignorance.  My  young  patient's  wound  did  not 
require  any  further  attendance,  so  that  several  weeks  elapsed  before  I 
was  again  required  at  the  Manor  House.  Meanwhile  an  incident 
occurr^  which  it  is  necessary  to  mention. 

Within  a  mile  and  a  half  of  Yolkham  stood  the  residence  of  Mr. 
Albata  Nickel,  Mrs.  Nickel,  Miss  Nickel,  and  Mr.  James  Hartley  NickeL 
Mr.  Nickel,  senior,  was  a  retired  jeweller,  late  of  the  firm  of  Nickel  and 
Nincompoop,  in  which  he  had  amassed  a  fortune,  accordine^  to  the  vulgar 
estimate,  of  some  three  thousand  a  year.  I  knew  the  whole  family  by 
sight,  having  caught  sundry  elimpses  of  them  on  Sundays  as  they  emerged 
from  their  lofty  pew  with  a  fireplace  in  the  middle,  and  curtains  suspended 
on  poles  and  pillars  like  a  four-poster.  I  had  heard  the  poking  of  the 
fire,  and  the  smothered  snore  of  the  old  gentleman  at  different  periods 
during  sermon  ever  since  my  settlement  at  Yolkham ;  but  further  than 
this  my  acquaintance  did  not  extend.  I  was  rather  pleased,  therefore^ 
when  a  servant  in  the  Nickel  uniform  left  a  note  at  my  door,  requesting, 
as  early  as  convenient,  attendance  at  Nickel  Grange.  A  little  Nickel 
silver  would  enliven  my  slowly-filling  coffers  very  pleasingly.  On  making 
my  debut,  I  found  the  old  gentleman  labouring  under  an  attack  of  gout, 
which  rendered  him  so  irritable  that  he  seemed  to  consider  my  questions 
relative  to  his  health  in  the  light  of  personal  insults.  In  answer  to  all 
interrogations,  he  drew  up  one  side  of  his  person  as  if  he  were  drawing  a 
cork,  the  lines  of  his  face  working  anomalously  meanwhile,  and  gave 
utterance  to  a  loud  and  savage  **  No,"  or  **  Yes,"  as  the  case  might  be. 
In  truth,  he  was  such  a  difficult  customer  to  deal  with  that  I  was  not 
sorry  when  our  conference  concluded.  As  I  was  leaving  the  house,  Mr. 
Nickel,  junior,  joined  me,  and,  asking  after  his  sire  in  a  careless  manner, 
announced  his  intention  of  accompanying  me  in  my  walk  back  Ui  Yolk* 
ham,  whither  he  was  himself  bound.  He  was  a  tall,  vulgar-looking  man, 
of  about  six-and-twenty ;  too  like  his  father  to  be  perfectly  agreeable  in 
countenance,  but  not  uncomely  withal.  After  a  &w  trivial  remarks,  he 
introduced  a  subject  which  I  instantly  perceived  to  be  one  of  interest 
to  him. 

"  You  know  the  Lettinghams,  do  you  not  ?" 

I  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

**  Miss  Lettinfi;ham  is  a  pretty  girL" 

Verdict  accorounfly. 

" Don't  you  think  she  looks  yery  ill?" 

I  had  hardly  perceived  it. 

''  Don't  yoo  tnink  something  weigbs  upon  her  mind  ?" 

No  saeh  idea  had  stmck  me. 

Mr.  James  Hartley  Nickel  remained  silent  for  a  few  mmates,  and  then 
recommenced  in  more  cautious  tones. 
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^'  Do  yoa  think  her  heart  has  anything  to  do  widi  bar  altered  w^- 
pearance  ?" 

I  had  not  observed  an  alteration  in  her  appearance,  and  therefore  had 
not  suspected  an  affection  of  her  heart.  She  mi&^ht,  however,  be  suffer- 
ing under  some  organic  or  functionary  disease  m  that  portion  of  her 
frame,  but  I  had  never  been  required  to  pronounce  upon  her. 

*'  Pooh,  pooh,  doctor !  I  don't  mean  that  But  don't  joa  think  she 
has  an  attachment?" 

Well,  really,  that  was  the  most  puzzling  question  ever  put  to  me  io 
the  whole  course  of  my  practice.  How  could  I  tell  ?  AU  yonng'  ladies 
have,  or  fancy  they  have,  attachments  ;  but,  if  forced  to  give  an  opinion, 
the  only  time  I  had  ever  been  in  her  company  she  did  not  strike  me  ss 
being  a  subject  peculiarly  liable  to  attacks  of  that  description.  Nidtdi 
looked  disappointed,  and  it  was  some  time  before  he  mustered  courage  to 
give  his  parting  advice. 

'*  Notice  her  more  narrowly  next  time,  doctor;  love  is  a  subtle  tiungr* 

We  now  separated ;  and  it  was  as  clear  to  me  that  the  son  had  an 
affection  of  the  heart  himself,  as  that  the  fiither  was  struggling  with 
ihenmatic  gout 

IIL 

Mb.  Albata  Nickel  suffered  long  and  severdy  under  his  attadu ; 
consequently  1  was  in  constant  attendance  at  the  Grange,  and,  as  a 
further  consequence,  my  professional  income  became  considerably  in- 
creased. The  gouty  gentleman's  romantic  son  only  once  renewed  his 
interrogations  respecting  the  fair  object  of  his  afiEections,  for  I  could  give 
him  no  information  on  the  subject  beyond  what  he  had  before  received. 
It  is  true  I  did  notice  the  youne'  lady  with  closer  scrutiny  on  several 
successive  Sundays,  and  fancied  we  looked  more  grave  and  silent  than 
ever ;  but  there  was  no  immistakable  indication  of  concealment's  ravages 
on  her  damask  cheek.  Besides,  if  she  were  ill,  surely  my  skill  would 
have  been  called  in  requisition  for  her  restoration.  So  I  said  to  my 
inquisitive  friend,  James  Hartley,  who  only  replied  vnth  stoical  and 
la(K)nic  patience,  '<  Wait  a  bit !" 

Now,  considering  this  admonition,  it  struck  me  as  rather  singular  that, 
within  a  week  of  its  being  uttered,  my  services  actually  were  called  fiv  at 
the  Manor  House.  It  was  still  more  singular  that  those  services  were 
required  for  no  other  than  the  young  lady  herself  who  really  imu, 
beyond  dispute,  unwell  now.  She  was  lying  on  the  sofa  when  I  entered 
the  drawing-room,  her  beautiful  tresses  of  course  flowing  winni^gly  over 
her  shoulders,  her  face  pale,  her  manner  extremely  nervous.  As  Cor  the 
pulse — it  beat  every  way  but  the  right — it  was  the  most  abnormal  conosm 
ever  met  with.  Had  I  possessed  no  clue  to  the  fair  girl's  illness,  I  shoald 
have  thought  the  symptoms  merely  nervous,  but,  as  it  was,  I  conUl  hardly 
help  suspecting  some  little  love  really  in  the  case.  However,  that  con- 
stituted no  business  of  mine.  A  prescrrotion  was  giveD»  with  a  promise 
to  call  again  the  following  day.  Mr.  Lettingham  asked  vxy  opmkm  of 
his  daughter's  condition.     I  recommended  change  of  scene  and  sea  air. 

On  repeating  my  visit,  the  dear  little  patient,  in  wham  I  could  not  but 
take  an  interest,  was  more  excited  than  before :  she  seemed  to  have  a 
great  repugnance  to  leaving  Yolkham.  This  eQnfianedjnjaaiqnBioDS. 
Mr.  Lettingham  assored  me  that  he  thought  the  reflsoval  wodd  do  Jier 
more  harm  than  good,  so  violently  WM.ahfroppQMd  to  tlibdCMMdiil 
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sure.  Matters  went  on  liiiis,  without  any  alteration,  for  a  week  or  more, 
during  which  poor  Hartley  had  yisited  me  no  less  than  three  times  in  a 
state  of  excitement,  which  changed  to  delight  when  he  found  the  hat 
correspond  with  his  own  ^priori  calculations.  As  before  stated,  I  was 
what  1  am  now,  an  M.D.  To  prescribe  medicines  was  an  easy  task ;  it 
was  an  easy  task  to  give  professional  advice ;  but  to  act  as  arbiter  in  an 
affair  of  the  affections— an  affi&ir  of  ifHiich  I  knew  so  little,  as  in  the  pre- 
sent case— what  could  be  more  puzzling  ?  And  yet  my  young  patient 
continued  so  obstinately  unwell,  that  it  appeared  probable  she  would  mate- 
rially suffer  in  health,  even  supposing  the  mind  to  be  really  the  primary  seat 
of  the  disease.  It  seemed  almost  dishonourable  to  be  pocketing  fees  day 
af^  day  for  useless  attendance,  whilst  I  was,  in  all  probability,  master  of 
a  secret  which  might  afford  a  clue  to  some  more  effectual  remedy  without 
my  further  aid  in  the  matter.  But  then  again,  what  was  I  to  say  ?  To 
whom  was  I  to  say  it  ?  Should  I  hint  to  Jenny  herself  that  her  heart 
was  set  upon  Mr.  James  Hartley  Nickel  ?  What  good  would  that  do  ? 
Should  I  suggest  the  same  to  the  sufferer's  flEither  ?  That  might  proire 
rather  officious,  for  if  ke  opposed  the  matter,  what  could  J  do  ?  I  was 
but  an  M.D.,  and  my  province  was  simples  and  not  love ;  and  so  day 
after  day  passed  by,  my  patient  requiring,  and  even  requesting,  nninter- 
mitting  attendance,  poor  nervous  girl,  and  myself  uncertain  how  to  act! 
The  case  was  rendered  still  more  awkward  by  Mrs.  Lettingham's  con- 
stant and  anxious  inquiries,  not  only  as  to  the  present  state  of  her  dau^- 
ter's  health,  but  relative  to  the  cause  or  causes  of  so  morbid  a  condition. 
My  answers  were  always  nugatory  in  the  extreme  ;  so  much  so,  that  the 
soucitous  mother  at  length  talked  of  calling  in  the  wisdom  of  the  London 
£Bunilty  to  form  a  judgment  on  her  case.  Though  I  felt  certain  their 
united  nostrums  could  effect  litUe  emendation,  I  could  not  but  bow  before 
her  suggestions,  and  rejoice  at  an  opportunity  of  dividing  the  responsibi- 
Uty  with  my  learned  brethren.  Jenny  obstinately  refused  to  go  to  Lon- 
don, pleading  the  most  alarming  symptoms,  and  stating  her  utter  unfit- 
ness for  a  long  journey.  She  moreover  professed  herself  perfectiy  content 
vrith  the  attendance  she  had  received,  and  expressed  it  as  her  conviction 

that  Dr.  D was  acting  very  judiciously  and  ably  in  his  professional 

capacity.  The  consequence  was,  that  Jenny  refusing  to  seek  the  fsumlty, 
the  faculty,  represented  by  Dr.  Codring^n  liveroil,  had  to  seek  her 
at  the  g^reat  expense  of  her  tender  parents. 

IV. 

*'  So  you  think,  my  dear  sir,  that  the  affections  are  concerned  in  this 
very  perplexing  case  ?"  said  the  doctor,  as  we  consulted  together.  "  Well, 
that  is  far  from  impossible,  sir — &!  from  impossible.  There  are  no 
symptoms  counter-indicating  a  system  of  treatment  based  upon  that 
hypothesis.  But  we  can  do  nothing  vrithout  a  more  intimate  knowledge 
of  the  circumstances  imder  which  the  young  lady's  affections  have  been 
involved.  Are  you  awai'e  of  any  object  on  whom  her  heart  is  likely  to 
be  fixed  P** 

I  acquainted  him  with  all  I  knew. 

''  Quite  enough,  sir ;  quite  enough !  I  will  investigate  the  matter, 
and — and,  in  fact,  set  all  right." 

Dr.  Livernl  seemed  to  consider  an  affwre  8b  emur  as  legitimately 
oiider  hbprofassioiid  eoguiswieer  ■■  protracted  dy^p^^ 
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"  What  will  you  do,  Dr.  Liveroil  ?"  I  yentured  to  inquire. 

"  Come  with  me,  sir,"  replied  he,  as,  with  the  restless  agilitj  of  a 
parched  pea,  he  led  me  back  into  the  drawing-room,  where  our  pretty 
patient  was  reclining.  To  my  great  astonishment  and  no  small  em- 
barrassment, he  struck  at  once  into  the  very  heart  of  the  business,  and 
with  a  preliminary  scratch  at  his  little  brown  wig, 

''  I  perceive,  my  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  "  that  your  case  is  one  of 
those  which  generally  puzzle  physicians,  papas,  mammas,  brothers,  sisters, 
and  all  the  animated  creation.*'  Jenny  looked  restless,  and  the  doctor 
continued :  "  Tell  me,  my  dear  young  lady,  on  what  happy  swain  are 
your  affections  centred?" 

Miss  Lettingham,  to  whom  this  direct  appeal  was,  to  all  appearance, 
qiute  unexpected,  became  considerably  flusned,  and  seemed  on  the  verge 
of  a  hasty  answer.  For  my  own  part,  the  doctor's  absurd  manner,  added 
to  the  insignificance  of  his  personal  appearance,  struck  me  in  so  ludicrous 
a  light,  that  a  broad  smile  swept  irresistibly  over  my  hce.  Jenny  per- 
ceired  it,  and  her  first  impulse  evidently  cooled  down.  She  remained 
silent,  and  Dr.  Codrington  Liveroil,  nowise  abashed,  suggested  Mr. 
Nickel  as  the  favoured  individual  The  young  lady's  natural  reserve 
was  effectually  overcome  by  the  mention  of  that  name ;  and,  after  various 
protestations  agiunst  the  doctor's  right  of  interference  in  matters  of  that 
nature,  she  vehemently  disclaimed  any  partiality  for  "  that  odious  Mr. 
Nickel,"  meanwhile  casting  a  look  at  me — ^the  most  speaking  I  had  ever 
seen  her  assume— as  much  as  to  request  me  to  silence  the  inquisitive 
old  doctor.  The  appeal  was  irresistible,  and  I  used  my  best  endeavours 
to  prevent  further  vexations ;  but  the  doctor  was  a  shrewd  man,  and  on 
talung  his  leave  of  Mrs.  Lettingham,  pocketed  his  fees,  adjusted  his  little 
brown  wig,  and  whispered  in  dry  tones, 

*'  Madam,  your  daughter  wants  little  medicine ;  but  mark  me,  if  there's 
not  a  gendeman  in  the  case  my  name's  not  Codrington  Liveroil  !*' 

V. 

I  WAS  sitting  in  my  parlour  a  week  or  two  after  the  consultation  jast 
detailed,  when  a  smart  rap  at  the  door  announced  the  coming  of  some 
important  individual,  who  proved  to  be  no  less  a  personage  than  my  love- 
lorn friend  James  Hartiey  Nickel.  This  was  the  first  time  I  had  seen  him 
for  several  weeks,  he  having  been  on  a  visit  to  a  distant  county,  where  his 
gout-afflicted  father  was  located  for  the  benefit  of  his  constitution  and 
temper.     His  first  inquiry  was  such  as  I  might  have  anticipated. 

"  Have  you  seen  her  lately  ?" 

"  Frequentiy  ?"  I  replied. 

"  I  have  heard  during  my  absence  she  was  far  from  well ;  is  that  true^ 
doctor  ?" 

'*  It  was  founded  upon  fact,"  I  answered ;  '^  Miss  Lettingham  has  been, 
indeed,  seriously  indisposed." 

''And  have  you  accurately  remarked  the  symptoms?"  Mr.  Nickel 
eagerly  whispered. 

"  Certainly." 

"  And  did  they  correspond  with  what  I  led  you  to  expect  ?" 
"  They  did  indeed." 

**  Then  I  am  a  happy  man  !  My  love  is  really  reciprocated !  She  is 
sick-- and  for  love  of  me  !    Darling  litde  ereature  !   But,  my  dear  finepd» 
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did  it  really  strike  your  practised  judgment  that  her  heart  was  the  seat  of 
the  disease  ?" 

"  Nothing  could  have  been  more  evident." 

''  And  you  would,  without  hesitation,  pronounce  her  to  be  in  love  ?" 

"  You  really  wish  for  my  opinion  ?** 

'^  Then  it  is  easily  given :  I  never  saw  a  more  decided  case." 
^'  Doctor,  doctor,  dear  doctor,  you  are  making  me  the  most  blissful 
being  in  the  world  !     To  tell  you  the  interest  I  have  taken  in  that  dear 
girl  would  require  the  rhetorical  powers  of  Sbyphus  !" 
"  Cicero,  I  presume  ?" 

**'  All  the  same  thing.  I  don't  for  an  instant  imagine  that  Sisypho,  or 
Cicero,  or  whatever  the  fellow's  name  was,  could  have  expressed  the  half 
of  my  love  for  her !" 

"  Perhaps  Ovid  would  have  done  better  ?" 

"  Well,  really  I  don't  know ;  but  I  assure  you  my  feelings  at  this  pre- 
sent moment  are  overpowering.     And  she  unquestionably  showed  an 
unequivocal  partiality  for  me  ?" 
'*  I  never  said  that." 

"  No ;  but  her  symptoms  led  you  to  suppose  such  to  be  the  case  the 
first  moment  you  were  called  upon  to  attend  her?" 
«  They  did." 

"  Ana  you  still  think  she  loves  me  ?" 
"Nor 

The  expression  of  alarmed  bewilderment  which  ran  over  the  features 
of  Mr.  Hartley  Nickel  was  so  sublime,  that  it  more  than  bordered  upon 
the  ridiculous. 

"  No  ?"  he  gasped,  when  the  monosyllable  had  fairly  penetrated  his 
cranium.     "  No  ?     Then  what  have  you  been  telling  me  ?* 
"  That  the  quiet  Jane  Lettingham  is  in  love." 
"  And  deeply  I"  sighed  the  beau,  half  re-assured. 
"  Most  deeply." 
"  With  me  r 
"  Not  a  bit  1" 

"  Then  with  whom,  I  should  like  to  know  ?'*  crie^Nickel,  his  hope  and 

Tanity  slowly  ^ving  way  to  wrath  and  curiosity.     "  Whom  can  she  love 

if  she  don't  love  me  ?"  and  he  assumed  the  attitude  of  a  Cockney  Apollo. 

"  Me  !*'  I  replied,  with  the  utmost  nonchalance. 

Nickel  wanted  no  more ;  in  shame  and  disappointment  he  rushed  from 

the  house,  and  never  confronted  me  again. 

I  had  spoken  truly.  Jenny  had  never  loved  Nickel,  who  had  obtruded 
his  attentions  upon  her  with  the  most  g^ntish  pertinacity ;  but  secretly  in 
her  bosom,  while  I  in  perfect  ignorance  attended  her,  she  cherished  a 
tender  partiality  for  myself,  which  the  eccentric  liveroil  had  not  failed  to 
discover.  Just  before  we  parted  he  told  me,  '^  The  rirl  b  in  love,  and  she 
loves  ya?i  /"  With  that  due  I  only  wondered  I  had  never  discovered  the 
circumstance  before.  There  was  no  difficulty  in  returning  her  afFection 
(for  she  was  pretty  and  amiable,  with  plenty  of  tin),  and  she  no  sooner 
perceived  her  passion  reeiproGated  than  she  broke  the  matter  to  her 
parents,  and,  contrary  to  all  precedent,  the  course  of  true  love  ran 
smooth.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Lettingham  would  not  thwart  their  daughter, 
and  viewed  mo  with  a  favooraUe  eye. 

We  are  now  the  parents  of  a  numerons  progeny. 
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BY  F.  EDWABD  SWANN. 

Mb.  Jenkyns,  after  five-and-thirty  years'  hard  work,  had  made  his 
fortune,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  retire  from  husioess  in  £&vour  of  his 
partner,  and  seek  in  the  country  for  that  repose  which  cannot  be  fbimd 
in  the  metropolis,  and  which  he  well  deserved  after  so  many  years  of 
toil 

It  matters  not  what  business  Mr.  Jenkyns  had  followed ;  there  are 
many  curious  ways  of  making  a  fortune  in  London,  as  every  one  knows, 
and  Mr.  Jenkyns  had  discovered  a  successful  one,  so  it  now  only  remained 
for  him  to  look  out  for  some  pleasant  and  retired  spot  wherein  to  spend 
the  remainder  of  his  days.  It  was  not  long  before  he  saw  a  suitable 
paradise  advertised  in  the  Times,  and  after  naving  viewed  the  property, 
Mr.  Jenkyns  declared  himself  perfectly  satisfied  with  it,  sjid  foruiwith 
became  the  happy  possessor  of  Flora  Villa,  Didcot, shire. 

It  is  astonishing  with  what  extraordinary  names  people  persist  in  bap- 
tizing their  houses.  Flora  Villa  had  not  a  single  flower  about  it  when 
Mr.  Jenkyns  arrived,  nor  was  there  the  least  pretence  for  taking  that 
goddess's  name  and  attaching  it  to  the  pile  of  bricks  and  mortar.  It  is 
true  that  the  orchard  was  well  stocked,  and  Mr.  Jenkjms  remarked,  fbr 
he  was  not  very  well  up  in  his  heathen  mythology,  that  of  course  they 
had  called  it  Flora  Villa  from  the  immense  quantity  of  apples  that  grew 
thereabout. 

Now  the  village  of  Didcot  was  a  charmingly  secluded  place — in  hct^ 
just  the  proper  sort  of  place  for  retirement  from  the  busy  world — and  the 
churchyard  was  quite  a  comfortable-looking  spot  for  retirement  to  after- 
wards. There  was  ever  a  calm  and  peaceful  quiet  pervading  Didcot, 
broken  only  by  the  happy  whistle  of  the  ploughboy,  the  merry  song  of 
the  birds,  or  the  disl^t  ripple  of  the  waters  of  the  Slush.  Stand  in  the 
centre  of  Didcot  for  an  hour,  and  ten  to  one  you  would  not  see  any  one 
or  anything,  save  probably  an  odd  duck  or  two,  or  a  stray  ptg.  Is  it 
possible  that  any  unhappiness  could  exist,  or  that  there  should  not  be 
one  continued  round  of  felicity  in  this  happy  valley  ?     Aha !  yes. 

Five  families  constituted  the  rank  and  fieishion  of  the  village ;  these 
were  the  Hobbletons,  the  Poppums,  the  Splinterbars,  the  Pumpkins,  and 
the  Milksops,  and  among  these  there  always  was  a  continued  war ;  they 
had  buried  the  pipe  of  peace  long  ago,  and  forgotten  where,  and  so 
could  not  dig  it  up  again.  The  Poppums  quarrelled  with  the  Splinter- 
bars,  and  the  Pumpkins  with  the  Milksops,  and  the  Hobbletons  whk 
everybody,  and  they  became  Mends  again,  and  quarrelled  again,  and  weie 
fidends  once  more,  and  so  on ;  it  was  a  regular  round  of  quarrels  and 
peace-makings.  If  Mr.  Poppum  proposed  that  such  a  book  be  added  to 
the  Library,  Captain  Splinterbar  instantly  denounced  the  vdume  \  if  Ks. 
Pumpkin  had  a  run  of  good  cards  at  whist,  Mr.  Milksop  drew  his  atteDi- 
tion  to  certain  paragrapns  in  the  papers,  containing  narratiyes  of  hov 
John  Sutton,  alicu  Nigger  Jack,  was  brought  up  befine  Mr.  ■  > 
charged  with  attempting  to  defraud  John  Stokes,  aft  a  cortaia  game 
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called  ^'  Wilful  Murder,"  by  placing  divers  cards  in  his  coat-collar,  ready 
for  his  own  especial  use  and  benefit 

At  the  vest^  meetings  they  made  speeches  at  each  other,  with  a  g^reat 
many  '^  sirs  "  in  each  sentence  ;  and  they  called  each  other  "  me  honour- 
able friend,"  at  the  time  when  they  secretly  thought  in  their  hearts  that 
he  was  the  greatest  scamp  that  ever  went  unhanged.  At  church  they 
strove  who  could  set  the  villagers  the  best  example;  the  manner  in 
which  Captain  Splinterbar  conducted  Mrs.  Splinterbar  and  the  two  small 
SpUnterbars  down  the  centre  aisle  to  his  pew,  and  then  for  two  minutes 
gravely  addressed  himself  to  the  lining  of  his  hat,  was  solemn  in  the 
extreme,  and  he  was  consequently  looked  upon  as  a  model,  until  Mr. 
Pumpkin  entirely  destroyed  his  popularity,  by  shouting  the  responses 
out  in  a  voice  as  loud  as  the  town-crier's  ;  which  shouting,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  a  shake  of  the  head  and  a  dismal  expression  of  countenance, 
produced  an  effect  which  was  wonderfully  impressive.  As  to  the  ladies, 
I  hardly  dare  say  what  the^  did,  but  1  know  there  was  always  some 
scandal  afloat  in  the  village  for  them  to  talk  about ;  and  if  there  was 
not,  they  manufactured  some,  and  travelled  from  one  house  to  another  to 
relate  it  in  their  greBi,  lumbering  carriages,  that  would  stand  a  collision 
with  a  waggon-load  of  coals,  and  were  just  about  as  pleasant  to  ride  in. 
They  went  to  church  also,  where,  after  breathing  a  pious  prayer  on  to  the 
top  of  their  parasols,  they  began  to  speculate  how  much  longer  Mrs. 
Milksop  would  wear  that  odious  shawl,  and  passed  judgment  upon  the 
latest  bonnets  and  sleeves. 

Such  was  the  state  of  Didcot  when  Mr.  Pumpkin  returned  home  from 
the  market  town  one  day,  and  informed  his  wife  that  Flora  Villa  was 
sold  to  an  amazingly  rich  Londoner,  who  intended  to  reside  there  as 
soon  as  some  shght  alterations  had  been  made.  He  further  added  that 
he  understood  the  gentleman  had  made  his  fortune  by  inventing  a  life 
pill,  of  which  mercury  was  the  chief  component,  but  that,  as  yet,  he  had 
not  been  able  to  ascertain  the  new  comer's  name.  This  was,  however, 
quite  sufficient  for  Mrs.  Pumpkin,  who  instantly  hastened  to  Mrs.  Splin- 
terbar, and  told  her  that  Flora  Villa  was  sold  at  last,  and  that  they 
were  to  have  a  new  neighbour,  whose  name  was  Mr.  Mercury,  and  that 
he  had  had  a  large  fortune  bequeathed  to  him  by  somebody  for  saving 
his  life  by  a  pill ;  and  Mrs.  Splinterbar  posted  off,  as  soon  as  her  in- 
formant had  left  her,  to  Mrs.  Milksop,  and  told  her  that  they  were  to 
have  a  new  neighbour,  that  his  name  was  Quicksilver,  and  that  he  was  an 
eminent  London  physician ;  upon  which  Mrs.  Milksop  ran  off  to  Mrs. 
Hobbleton,  and  in  her  hurry  to  be  the  first  to  tell  her  the  important 
news,  said  that  the  coming  man's  name  was  Thingumbob,  and  that  he 
was  an  eminent  what-d'ye-call-'em ;  upon  which  Mrs.  Hobbleton  said 
she  was  sure  she  should  like  him.  One  point,  however,  they  all  agreed 
upon — namely,  that  he  was  very  rich,  and  so  it  mattered  little  what  he 
was,  or  what  he  had  been. 

At  last  several  waggons  arrived,  and  then  a  travelling  chariot,  shortly 
after  which  the  good  people  of  Didcot  found  that  Flora  Villa  was  the  pro- 
perty of  Mr.  Jenkyns,  who  was  a  white-haired  gentleman  of  about  sixty, 
and  whose  £Eunily  consisted  of  his  wife  and  one  son,  Mr.  Horatio  Jen- 
kyns, a  young  gentleman  in  his  first  coat-tails,  with  some  slight  indica- 
tion of  whiskers,  which  he  cultivated  with  uncommon  ardour.     The  three 
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Miss  Splinterbars  instantly  commenced  a  determined  siege  upon  the 
young  gentleman,  while  Mrs.  Splinterbar  constituted  herself  Mrs.  Jen- 
kyns's  confidential  friend,  and  very  soon  initiated  that  lady  in  the  mys- 
teries of  the  society  of  Didcot. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  there  dwelt  in  a  little  cottage,  covered  with 
honeysuckles  and  roses,  a  poor  widowed  lady,  whose  husband  had  once 
been  possessed  of  a  very  good  fortune.  He,  poor  man,  however,  was  not 
contented  with  this  g^oodly  pittance  of  his  own,  so  embarked  in  divers 
speculations  in  railways  and  copper-mines,  which  were  to  realise  him 
enormous  profits,  but  which,  unfortunately,  brought  him  tremendous 
losses ;  in  consequence  of  which,  he  was  one  day  found  dead  in  his 
chair  frcm  an  attack  of  apoplexy,  occasioned  by  over-excitement.  The 
little  that  was  left  untouched  by  the  nulways  and  the  copper-mines, 
enabled  his  widow  to  retire  to  this  little  cottage  at  Didcot,  where  she 
lived  in  sweet  companionship  with  her  daughter,  a  lovely  blue-eyed  girl 
of  eighteen. 

The  great  people  of  the  village  took  no  notice  of  them,  although  by 
birth  and  education  these  two  ladies  were  far  superipr  to  either  the  Hob- 
bletons,  or  the  Pumpkins,  or  any  of  the  others ;  but  they  knew  none  of 
them,  and  so  lived  quietly  in  their  little  cottage  in  Woodbine-lane ;  and 
I  question  very  much  whether  they  were  aware  that  such  grand  people 
lived  in  Didcot. 

Now,  about  this  time,  Mr.  Horatio  Jenkyns  was  endeavouring  to  learn 
the  elegant,  and  I  may  say  almost  indispensable,  accomplishment  of 
smoking  a  pipe;  and  as  this  practice  was,  imder  divers  pains  and  penal- 
ties, forbidden  at  home,  that  young  gentleman  had  to  indulge  in  the 
fragrant  weed  while  walking  down  shady  lanes  and  in  out-of-the-way 
places ;  but  to  this  hardship  he  became  reconciled,  for  the  tobacco  made 
nim  wretchedly  ill,  so  in  his  solitary  walks  he  could  sit  down  and  get 
better  without  any  one  seeing  him.  So  it  came  to  pass  that  one  day 
he  walked  down  Woodbine-lane,  and  having  arrived  at  a  convenient  spot 
for  lighting  his  pipe,  he  stopped  to  do  so,  but  his  magical  fusees,  although 
warranted  to  keep  in  any  climate,  resolutely  refused  to  give  the  slightait 
spark,  and  so,  having  scraped  the  phosphorus  off  a  dozen  and  a  half  of 
tnem  without  effect,  he  inarched  to  the  door  of  the  cottage  covered  with 
honeysuckles  and  roses,  and  demanded  a  li^ht ;  the  door  was  opened  by 
a  neat-looking  servant,  and  the  wants  of  the  young  gentleman  having 
been  supplied,  he  marched  away  down  the  little  garden,  wondering  what 
the  deuce  the  people  who  lived  there  could  do  with  the  harp  and  guitar, 
which  he  had  caught  sight  of  through  a  half-opened  door,  and  he  had 
just  arrived  at  the  end  of  the  garden,  and  also  at  the  conclusion  thst 
they  must  belone^  to  the  Didcot  Band,  when  the  warden  gate  was  opened 
by  the  blue-eyed  young  lady  aforementioned.  She  started  back  slightly 
at  seeing  the  apparition  of  a  young  gentleman,  with  a  remarkably  dirty 
short  pipe  in  his  mouth,  walking  gravely  down  the  walk,  as  if  he  were 
on  his  own  property  ;  and  he  jerked  the  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  and  pat 
it  into  the  pocket  of  his  shooting  coat,  and  wondered  what  he  was  to  do, 
for  the  blue-eyed  young  lady,  although  dressed  plainly,  had  the  air  of 
such  a  well-bred  woman  that  Mr.  Horatio  was  thoroughly  disconcerted, 
and  looked  as  if  he  had  not  only  fetched  the  light  from  her  cottage,  but  the 
pipe  and  tobacco  too ;  however,  he  managed  in  his  surprise  to  make  her 
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a  most  respectful  bow,  which  she  slightly  returned,  and  as  she  went  on, 
he  walked  into  the  lane.  When  once  there,  he  could  think  of  nothing 
but  the  blue-eyed  lady,  and  he  decided  that  he  was  a  great  fool  for  not 
having  made  some  apology  to  her  for  walking  into  her  house  ;  and  then 
he  thought  how  beautiful  she  was ;  and  at  last  he  began  to  have  an 
insane  desire  to  know  her  Christian  name ;  nay,  before  he  had  walked 
much  further,  he  managed  to  imagine  himself  desperately  in  love  with 
her,  although  he  had  only  seen  her  for  half  a  second ;  so  he  turned  back 
up  the  lane,  and  meeting  a  man  asked  who  lived  in  the  cottage  close  by. 

"  In  that  'air  cottage,  sir  ?"  inquired  the  man ;  for  it  is  a  general  rule 
with  such  people  to  ask  a  question  in  answer  to  one. 

"  Yes !  the  one  covered  with  flowers." 

'^  Oh !  ah !  that  be  Missis  Grey's,*'  replied  the  man. 

Mr.  Horatio  almost  jumped  out  of  his  skin ;  it  was  a  horrid  thought 
she  was  another's.  .  He  had  serious  thoughts  of  swallowing  his  pipe  to 
put  an  end  to  his  agonies,  but  he  thought  better  of  that,  and  deferred  it 
for  an  indefinite  period. 

"  She  is  married,  then  ?*'  he  remarked,  in  a  cold  perspiration. 

*'  Yes,"  said  the  man  ;  "  leastways  she  was,  but  she's  a  widder  now." 

Mr.  Horatio  breathed  again  freely,  and  asked  if  she  had  a  daughter. 

"  Yes,  there  be  a  daughter,"  said  the  man;  who  thereupon  received  six- 
pence from  Mr.  Horatio,  and  walked  away. 

It  was  of  no  use  waiting  about  the  place  in  the  hope  of  her  coming 
out  again,  but  as  he  passed  the  cottage  he  saw  her  face  at  the  window  ; 
she  was  reading  a  book,  and  he  stayed  looking  at  her  mitil  the  noise  of 
some  one  coming  made  him  decamp,  whereupon  he  went  to  the  Cockatoo's 
Arms,  and  imbibed  porter,  as  was  his  wont  after  smoking.  He  muttered 
something  over  the  glass  before  he  drank,  which  seemed  to  give  him  the 
greatest  delight.  When  he  arrived  home,  he  was  received  by  his  mother 
with  awful  looks,  and  so  he  concluded  there  was  something  the  matter. 

"  Where  have  you  been,  sir  ?"  inquired  the  matron. 

"  Only  taking  a  walk,  mother,"  replied  her  guilty  son. 

"  Only  taking  a  walk,  indeed  !"  retorted  the  lady ;  "  I've  heard  all 
about  you,  sir  ;  taking  a  walk — why  you  go  for  no  other  purpose  but  to 
sit  in  public-houses  drinking  porter  with  thieves  and  poachers  ;  and  you 
have  been  seen  fifty  times  with  a  disgracefully  short  pipe  in  your  mouth  ; 
all  the  village  is  talking  about  you,  and  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  your- 
self, that  you  ought" 

^'  I  don't  care  for  all  the  village,"  said  her  son;  ^'  they  are  a  set  of  mis- 
chief-makers, and  when  they  have  not  anything  to  talk  about  they  make 
something,  as  they  have  done  about  me." 

Here  Mr.  Jenl^s  arrived,  when  a  g^at  deal  of  talking  ensued,  in 
which  that  gentleman  took  his  son's  view  of  the  matter,  whereupon  Mrs. 
Jenkyns  declared  that  they  would  be  the  death  of  her,  and  then  retired 
to  her  own  room  and  locked  herself  up  for  the  remainder  of  the  day.  Mr. 
Horatio  also  locked  himself  up,  but  he  very  soon  imlocked  himself,  and 
was  continually  finding  himself  in  Woodbine-lane ;  but  although  he  made 
several  attempts  he  could  not  get  to  see  Miss  Grey. 

He  passed  sleepless  nights  in  thinking  of  her,  and  at  last  he  deter- 
mined to  ask  his  father's  opinion  of  the  matter,  and  take  his  advice  as 
to  what  he  should  do  under  the  circumstances. 
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The  old  man  doted  upon  his  son,  and  would  have  asked  for  the  hand 
of  the  daughter  of  the  King  of  the  Gipsies,  if  his  son  had  concdiTed  an 
attachment  for  that  lady ;  so  he  set  to  work,  and  in  less  than  a  wedc  he 
was  intimately  acquainted  with  Mrs.  Grey  and  charmed  with  her  daugh- 
ter ;  hut  as  yet  Mr.  Horatio  had  not  seen  the  blue-eyed  young  lady. 

Now,  that  excellent  woman,  Mrs.  Splinterbar,  in  pursuance  of  her 
regular  custom,  called  upon  Mrs.  Jenkyns  one  fine  morning,  when, 
having  narrated  how  the  captain  stayed  out  un^  unheaid-of  honrs^ 
playing  at  billiards,  and  making  his  wife  miserable,  she  inquired  whether 
Mrs.  Jenkyns  had  observed  anything  peculiar  about  Mr.  Jenkyns?  In 
reply  to  wnich,  Mrs.  Jenkyns  said  she  had  not. 

^'  Why,  perhaps,  it  may  be  hncy/'  said  her  kind  friend,  **  but  he 
really  seems  to  be  very  fond  of  Woodbine-lane.** 

«  Indeed  !"  said  Mrs.  Jenkyns,  in  all  innocence. 

'^  Yes,  he  generally  visits  the  cotta^  four  or  five  times  a  week,"  con- 
tinued the  lady  ;  '^  but  I  should  not  think  so  much  of  it,  my  dear,  if  the 
impudent  giil  did  not  stare  at  him  so  immodestly  in  churcn ;  she  seems 
as  if  she  could  not  take  her  eyes  off  him,  and  I  should  have  thoi^ht  she 
would  have  had  some  little  reverence." 

"  My  goodness  gracious  !"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Jenkyns,  in  surprise ; 
''  whatever  are  you  talking  about  ?" 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Splinterbar  gave  her  to  understand  that  all  the  vil- 
lage were  highly  and  virtuously  indignant  at  the  visit  of  Mr.  Jenkyns  to 
the  cottage  of  a  certain  Mrs.  Grey,  who  was  '^  a  nobody,"  and  she  en- 
treated Mrs.  Jenkyns  to  compose  herself  and  consider  what  she  hsd 
better  do. 

"  It  is  too  horrid  to  consider  about,"  said  Mrs.  Jenkyns  ;  '^  at  his  age, 
too,  I  should  have  thought  he  would  have  known  better." 

'*  It  is  a  sad  thing,  but  have  you  never  suspected  anything  before  ?" 
said  her  friend,  who  was  fishing  for  information  on  which  to  build  a  &hii- 
cation  of  her  own. 

<^  To  speak  plainly,  my  dear,"  replied  the  injured  wife,  *'  I  had  some 
little  fear  this  morning,  for  I  picked  up  a  mysterious  document  which 
had  fallen  out  of  my  husband's  pocket ;  it  is  evidently  a  note  written  in 
cypher.  I  have  it  here,"  and  she  produced  a  dir^  half-uieet  of  note-p^)er, 
on  which  several  marks  in  ink  appeared. 

'*  From  his  coat-pocket,  my  dear  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Splinterbar,  while 
examining  the  document  with  great  minuteness. 

"  From  his  waistcoat-pocket,"  replied  Mrs.  Jenlmn. 

''  From  the  side  nearest  his  heart,  FU  be  bound !    exdumed  her  friend. 

''  It  was,  indeed,"  said  the  miserable  woman. 

*<  I  am  sure  I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  Jenkyns,  but  this 
evidently  must  be  an  assignation,"  said  Mrs.  Splinteri[>ar,  soleomly.  '^  I 
can  make  out  a  spade  and  a  rake  and  eight  strokes,  whi^  must  mean  in 
the  garden  at  eight  o'clodc." 

'^  Then  there  is  a  broken  ring  and  two,"  continued  Mrs.  Joikjos; 
**  what  can  that  mean  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  I  can  hardly  say,"  replied  the  interpreter.  ^  Can  it  mesa 
that  he  once  promised  her  marriage,  but  broke  it  oE  ?'* 

^  No,"  said  Mrs.  Jenkyns,  "  that  cannot  be  it ;  why,  good  lank !  it 
must  mean  that  he  is  to  break  my  wedding-ring  ?" 


MR.  JENKYNS'S  RETIREMENT  TO  THE  COUNTRY.     523 

"  And  the  padlock  for  one,"  pursued  Mrs.  Splinterbar  ;  "  surely,  that 
means  he  is  to  lock  you  up." 

**  And  the  axe  !"  shrieked  Mrs.  Jenkyns,  "  what  of  it  ?" 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Splinterhar,  with  great  solemnity,  **  this  is  im- 
portant ;  it  must  be  preserved." 

"  Why,  what  does  it  all  mean  ?" 

'*  Mean,  my  dear  ?"  responded  Mrs.  Splinterbar,  <'  it  means  unlfid 
murder  !  and  you  are  to  be  the  victim." 

Upon  hearing  the  important  part  she  was  to  play  in  the  coming  tra- 
gedy, Mrs.  Jenkyns  set  up  an  unearthly  howl,  and  then  £Eunted.  Mrs. 
Splinterbar  stayed  until  she  revived,  when,  having  exhorted  her  to  make 
an  eiFort  to  compose  herself,  she  took  her  leave  for  the  present. 

She  had  not  been  gone  long  before  Mr.  Jenkyns  hastily  entered  the 
room. 

**  My  dear,"  he  said,  '^  this  is  the  most  confounded  villa|;e  I  ever  heard 
of ;  here  have  I  been  insulted  in  the  middle  of  the  street  by  that  jacka- 
napes of  a  Pumpkin." 

"  What  have  you  been  doin?  to  him  ?"  asked  his  wife. 

"jWhat  have  I  been  doing  ?*  he  re-echoed,  **  why,  that  is  just  what  I 
wanted  to  know  ;  he  says  I  have  been  spreading  some  malicious  reports 
about  him,  and  he  wished  to  know  whether  I  would  prefer  to  have  my 
uose  pulled  or  be  horsewhipped.  However,  none  of  them  shall  ever  come 
here  aguin — and  by-the-by,  my  dear,  I  have  found  a  couple  of  now 
friends,  decidedly  tne  pleasantest  people  in  the  village,  and  have  invited 
them  to  come  up  to  take  tea  with  us  this  evening." 

Mrs.  Jenkyns  heard  this  speech  to  an  end,  when  she  suddenly  burst 
into  tears,  and  requested  to  be  measured  for  her  coffin,  and  made  divers 
allusions  to  graves,  and  expressed  her  opinion  that  Mr.  Jenkyns  had  long 
cheiished  a  wish  for  her  to  lie  in  the  cold  churchyard;  all  of  which 
speeches  that  gentleman  heard  in  speechless  astonishment,  but  at  last 
found  breath  to  inquire  what  on  earth  she  meant. 

"  Don't  deny  it,"  replied  that  lady  ;  "  do  not  make  worse  of  it.  Carry- 
ing on  a  correspondence  in  cypher,  indeed,  at  your  age." 

"  In  cypher  ?"  exclaimed  the  gentleman. 

"  Yes,  there  is  the  letter  I"  And  she  threw  the  mysterious  document 
on  the  table. 

Mr.  Jenkyns  took  it  up  with  a  smile,  and  asked  what  she  had  made 
out  of  it.  His  t\'ife  looked  somewhat  foolish,  for  it  now  strudc  her  that 
she  might  have  been  prompted  by  her  jealousy  to  do  a  silly  thing  ;  but 
she  told  him  all,  the  interpretation  that  had  been  put  upon  it,  and  the 
conversation  they  had  about  it. 

"  You  silly  old  woman,"  he  said,  when  she  had  finished ;  "  do  you 
think  I  have  lived  happily  with  you  through  all  these  years  to  render 
the  few  that  are  now  remaining  to  us  miserable  ?  Have  I  ever  given 
you  cause,  by  word  or  action,  to  think— even  to  think,  that  I  could  be 
guilty  of  such  a  thing  as  this  ?" 

No,  he  had  not ;  she  was  beginning  to  be  ashamed  of  herself  now ;  ah^ 
was  very  sorry,  it  was  wrong  of  her,  but  that  Mrs.  Splinterbar  had  put  it 
all  in  her  head. 

".  Mrs.  Splinterbar,"  he  said,  laughing,  ''  has  given  herself  a  deal  of 
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trouble  to  decipher  poor  old  Tom  Box's  bill.  Why,  if  you  had  not  allowed 
yourself  to  be  blinded  with  jealousy,  you  would  have  remembered  that 
Tom  cannot  write,  and  that  this  is  his  style  of  book-keeping.  A  spade 
and  a  rake  and  eight  strokes,  that's  eightpence  for  mending  my  rake 
and  spade.  A  broken  ring,  that's  one  of  the  hoops  off  the  water- 
butt.  A  penny  for  mending  the  chain  of  the  padlock,  and  threepence 
for  grinding  the  axe.  It  certmnly  is  corresponding  in  cypher  with  a 
vengeance." 

Mrs.  Jenkyns  was  quite  settled  now ;  she  could  do  nothing  more  than 
ask  her  husband*s  pardon. 

"  Well,  you  shall  be  pardoned,"  he  said,  "  if  you  will  be  civil  to  my 
two  friends  to-night,  they  are  connected  with  a  plot  with  which  you 
shall  be  acquainted,  if  you  like  them,  but  that  I  am  sure  you  will.  And 
as  to  Mrs.  Splinterbar  and  the  whole  of  the  people  in  Didcot,  I  wish  they 
could  say  they  have  done  no  more  mischief  with  their  slander  than  has 
been  done  in  this  case." 

That  night  the  blue-eyed  young  lady  and  her  mamma  came  to  Flora 
Villa,  and  Mr.  Horatio  had  the  felicity  of  an  introduction  to  one  whom 
he  had  loved  in  secret  for  a  whole  fortnight. 

It  was  only  the  prelude  to  many  other  visits,  and  the  young  people 
saw  each  other  often. 

Need  I  say  what  was  the  end  of  all  this  ?  I  had,  perhaps,  better  not ; 
my  inexperience  in  such  matters  is  very  g^eat,  and  I  should  prove  but  a 
sorry  delineator  of  the  tender  passion ;  besides,  every  one  knows  that 
they  will  be  married,  and  live  happily  together  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives. 
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BT  BCADAME  COBNU. 

In  jonder  shining  Orient  I  will  wander  far  away, 
On  from  island  unto  island,  at  the  gateways  of  the  day. 
Larger  constellations  burning,  mellow  moons,  and  happy  skies, 
Breadths  of  tropic  shade,  and  palms  in  cluster,  knots  of  paradise. 
Droops  the  heavy  blossom'd  bower,  hangs  the  heavy  fimited  tree, 
Summer  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark  purple  spheres  of  sea. 

TsmmoH. 

Victor  Hugo  has  remarked,  **  Autrefois  on  etait  Helleniste;  aujour- 
d'hui  on  est  Orientaliste;'*  and  this  ought  certainly  to  be  characteristic  of 
Englishmen,  who  possess  a  vast  empire  in  the  East.  A  few  years  before 
the  arrival  of  Wellington  in  India,  our  Asiatic  possessions  were  not  suffi- 
ciently prized  in  England  ;  but  the  achievements  of  that  hero  in  his  earlj 
years  directed  attention  to  those  beautiful  regions.  In  February,  1797, 
Arthur  Wellesley  lauded  at  Calcutta  to  commence  that  career  of  militaiy 
glory  which  will  reflect  immortal  lustre  on  his  name.  The  Hindoos  still 
remember  him,  and  talk  of  the  burra  Duke  (the  great  Duke)  who  sub- 
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dued  their  ferocious  enemies  the  Mahrattas,  the  most  daring  warriors  of 
India.  This  powerful  tribe  had  resisted  the  great  Emperor  Arungzebe, 
and  their  battles  with  the  Englisli  constitute  some  of  the  most  romantic 
pages  in  the  annals  of  the  Great  Captain.  The  history  of  the  Mahrattas 
must  have  been  highly  encouraging  to  Wellington  at  the  dawn  of  his 
greatness,  showing  several  who  had  risen  from  obscurity  to  be  conquerors, 
and  others  who  had  even  attained  regal  power.  In  Oriental  life  a  few 
deeds  of  valour,  or  accidents  of  fortime,  suffice  to  convert  a  freebooting 
adventurer  into  a  popular  commander,  a  mighty  chief,  and  sometimes  a 
recognised  sovereign. 

Arthur  Wellesley  arrived  in  India  at  a  critical  moment,  when  our  em- 
pire, founded  by  Lord  Clive,  was  menaced  by  countless  enemies  who  had 
resolved  to  expel  the  English  from  the  plains  of  Hindostan.     His  victory 
over  the  Mahrattas  crushed  their  power,  and  by  the  exercise  of  gpreat 
military  genius  he  conclusively  established  the  supremacy  of  Great  Bri- 
tain in  the  East.     Waterloo  and  the  Peninsula  have  been  more  spoken  of 
than  Assaye  and  Seringapatam,  yet  without  these  battles  our  Indian  em- 
pire must  have  been  crushed  in  its  infancy  ;  for  owing  to  the  confederacy 
of  the  Mahrattas,  no  tranquillity  could  be  maintained  by  the  side  of  these 
formidable  rivals.     Independently  of  the  apprehensions  created  by  their 
immense  resources,  and  their  inveterate  aggressiveness,  the  Mahrattas  at 
that  moment  were  evoking  the  dreaded  vision  of  French  influence.     The 
Mahrattas  were  commanded  by  Sindia,  a  royal  warrior  of  great  energy  and 
vigour,  who  took  the  field  with  myriads  of  horse ;  but  he  was  defeated, 
and  received  a  lesson  never  forgotten  to  the  end  of  his  life ;  for  ever 
afterwards  he  showed  great  respect  and  deference  to  the  English,  express- 
ing the  utmost  desire  to  establish  amicable  relations  with  his  conquerors. 
The  Mahrattas  never  fail  to  relate  to  the  English  with  whom  they  con- 
verse an  amusing  anecdote  about  Sindia  inviting  Wellington  and  other 
English  officers  to   the   Soolt/,  a  great  festival,  in  which  we  always 
found  the  principal  part  of  the  ceremony  to  consist  in  throwing  red  pow- 
der, mixed  with  talc,  to  make  it  glitter,  over  the  guests,  splashing  them 
at  the  same  time  with  orange-coloured  water.     Sindia  was  told  that 
Wellington  and  his  friends  were  resolved  to  pelt  and  squirt  at  every  one 
who  honoured  them  with  similar  favours,  as  the  powder  is  put  into  small 
globules,  and  the  orange-coloured  water  into  a  syringe ;  he  was  much 
diverted  at  their  idea,  and  said  it  would  be  seen  who  could  manage  best 
Wellington  and  the  other  officers  soon  found  that  although  they  had  been 
accustomed  to  be  victorious  in  "  wild  Mahratta  battle,**  with  powder  and 
shot,  they  were  no  match  for  Sindia  with  powder  and  water,  as  the  pipe 
of  a  large  fire-engine,  filled  with  orange-coloured  liquid,  and  worked  by 
six  men,  was  placed  in  his  hand,   with  which  he  contrived  to  deluge  the 
whole  company,  causing  shovelfuls  of  the  glittering  red  powder  to  be 
thrown  over  them  at  the  same  time. 

The  above-mentioned  festival  of  the  Hooly  is  celebrated  in  honour  of 
Krishna,  the  Apollo  of  India,  the  delight  of  its  graceful  women,  and  of 
all  Eastern  poets.     The  amusements,  besides  those  I  have  described,  con- 
sist of  dancing  the  rasa-mandala,  in  which  twenty  or  thirty  form  a  ring, 
each  one  having  a  stick  in  his  hand,  with  which  ne  gently  taps  those  on 
either  side  of  him,  keeping  time  with  it,  while  the  circle  moves  round  to 
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the  noisy  music  of  an  immense  drum,  called  the  tom-tom,  and  a  ahep- 
heid's  pipe,  of  three  or  four  notes,  which  the  Mahrattas  consider  yery 
melodious ;  but  this  opinion  is  peculiar  to  themselves.  They  likewise  sing 
ecctempore  veraes  in  honour  oi  Krishna,  their  Apollo.  He  is  yariouslj 
represented,  and  some  of  the  designs  are  exceedingly  pret^.  The  best 
is  that  one  where  he  is  painted  as  a  shepherd  attending  flocks,  surrounded 

Sr  the  dark-eyed  milkmaids  of  Mount  Gromdum ;  where,  like  another 
rpheus,  the  harmony  of  his  lyre  put  in  motion  birds,  beasts,  and  eyen 
trees,  in  fine,  all  that  came  within  the  sphere  of  those  enohandng  strains. 
There  are  several  poems,  and  innumerable  songs  about  Krishna^  sosae^d 
which  have  been  translated  by  Sir  William  Jones. 

Although  the  Mahrattas  were  vanquished  by  Wellington,  the  spirit  of 
that  warrior  tribe  was  not  subdued;  and  they  nave  continued  at  times  to 
give  trouble  to  the  British  government  by  various  insurrections.  The 
Rajah  of  Sattara,  whose  affairs  occupied  so  much  attention,  was  also  a 
Mahratta  prince,  who  violated  a  treaty  formed  with  the  English,  and  en- 
tered into  various  conspiracies  formed  against  them,  by  the  most  influen- 
tial and  dangerous  chiefs  of  the  Mahratta  confederacy.  He  was  conse- 
quently deposed,  and  sent  to  Benares  with  a  pension  of  twelve  thousand 
a  year,  and  his  brother  appointed  to  succeed  hun.  These  fierce  wairiois 
have  always  continued  to  show  great  hostility  to  the  English.  A  few 
years  ago  the  following  curious  prophecy  respecting  our  expulsion  from 
India  was  circulated  amongst  the  Mahrattas. 

^'  The  goddess  has  decko'ed  that  the  white  faces  (the  English)  are  soon 
to  be  driven  out  of  India.  At  miduight  on  the  first  day  of  next  year,  a  star 
will  fall  to  the  g^und,  and  a  warrior  will  be  produced  out  of  the  star, 
who  is  to  be  the  gfreatest  Idng  the  world  has  ever  seen.  There  will  be  a 
terrible  war  with  the  white  faces,  and  blood  will  flow  knee-^eep  like  a 
river.  A  hundred  thousand  bracelets  will  be  cast  aside  (the  women  in 
India  leave  o£P  their  ornaments  on  becoming  widows),  so  many  stars  will 
fall  from  heaven  that  there  will  be  light  for  twelve  miles  round  when  the 
battle  is  over,  and  the  tohite  faces  being  vanquished  return  to  their  own 
coimtry  across  the  sea.  Then  will  come  an  age  of  peace  and  hi^pness. 
There  will  be  abundance  of  rain,  and  peace  to  the  cultivator.  The  ground 
will  be  tilled;  crime  will  be  banished,  virtue  and  friendship  animate  all, 
and  hardness  of  heart  cease  to  exist.  The  Mahratta  standard  will  be 
raised  everywhere,  the  poor  will  become  rich,  and  their  oppressors  be  de- 
stroyed. Place  this  prophecy  on  your  hearts,  for  the  goddess  has  declared 
those  who  say  it  is  false  shall  be  deprived  of  oflBspring  in  this  world,  and 
eternally  punished  in  the  next." 

The  eflect  of  this  document  may  be  imagined  on  the  credulous  and 
fanatical  inhabitants  of  India ;  but  fortunately  the  conspiracy  was  de- 
tected in  time  to  prevent  the  conspirators  from  engaging  in  the  attempt 
of  the  Mahratta  princes  to  subvert  the  tranquillity  of  our  Eastern  em^nre. 
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FLORENCE     HAMILTON. 
Bt  Miss  Julia  Addison, 

▲UTHOB  OP  "the  curate  OF  WILDMERE." 

Chapter  XLIV. 

I  will  bear  her  off 
This  night ; 

Hence,  let  me  lose  no  time.    One  rapid  moment 
Should  ardent  form  at  once,  and  execute 
A  bold  design. 

Tanered  and  Sigismunda. 

The  day  before  that  fixed  by  Lady  Seagrove  for  leaying  Teesdale  had 
anivedy  and,  glad  to  escape  from  the  noise  and  bustle  occasioned  by  the 
packing  and  removal  of  trunks  and  carpet-bags,  Florence,  leaning  on 
Pemberlon's  arm,  set  out  to  take  her  dmly  walk  by  the  sea-shore,  unac- 
companied, on  this  occasion,  by  Gertrude,  who  was  slightly  indisposed. 

Being  rather  late  in  setting  out,  and  taking  a  longer  ramble  than 
usual,  the  short  autmnn  day  was  fast  closing  in  as  the  pedestrians  retraced 
their  steps. 

'^  How  glad  I  shall  be  to  leave  this  place,**  said  Florence,  who  was  in 
better  spirits  than  she  had  been  for  a  long  time ;  ^*  and  how  happy  I  am 
that  our  stay  is  just  over  without  any  of  my  fears  having  been  verified  I 
And  let  me  thank  you  most  warmly  for  your  kindness  in " 

<<  I  deserve  no  thanks,  dear  Florence,"  said  Femberton,  *'  but  I  am 
most  happy  if  my  presence  has  g^ven  you  any  feeling  of  security." 

'^  It  has,  the  neatest,"  said  Florence.  "  Once  more  at  Seagrove 
Hall,*'  she  addea  cheerfully,  '^  where  we  shall  be  the  day  after  to-mor- 
row, and  I  have  nothing  to  fear." 

Florence  and  her  companion  were  now  passing  a  cottage,  ahnost  the 
only  one  on  the  road.  As  they  did  so,  a  woman  came  running  out,  with 
a  race  that  betokened  alarm  and  distress,  exclaiming, 

'^  Oh,  sir,  pray  come  here  one  moment ;  my  husband  has  just  fallen 
down  in  a  fit,  and  there  is  not  a  soul  near  to  help  him.  You  know  me, 
miss.  I  have  done  plain  work  for  Lady  Seagrove  sometimes.  Do  pray 
come,  sir !" 

*<  If  I  send  a  medical  man  it  will  be  of  more  use,"  said  Femberton. 

*^  Oh,  sir,  I  can  fetch  the  doctor  presently.  I  want  some  one  to  help 
me  lift  him  on  to  his  bed.  You  look  kindhearted,  sir  ;  pray  don't  refuse 
me.  Miss  is  so  good  she  won't  mind  waiting  here  a  few  moments,** 
added  the  woman,  observing  him  hesitate,  and  glance  at  Florence. 

''  I  will  wait  in  your  cottage,"  said  Florence. 

*^  Oh,  no,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  the  woman ;  ^^  you  would  be  8o 
frightened  if  you  saw  my  husband  in  a  fit.  Oh,  come  sir,  do  come  !**  she 
added,  rubbing  her  eyes  hard  with  her  apron.  *'  You  must  not  enter, 
indeed,  miss.  Ours  is  such  a  miserable  liule  place,  with  only  two  ioom» 
mit. 

"  I  will  not  stay  outside/*  whispered  Florence  to  Femberton. 
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*'  You  shall  not,"  he  replied.  "  My  good  woman,  as  your  husband 
does  not,  I  suppose,  occupy  both  rooms  at  once,  you  can  let  this  young 
lady  wait  in  one  of  them." 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir,  to  be  sure,"  she  answered ;  "  I  never" thought  of  that 
Miss  can  wait  in  the  down  stairs  room.  Pray  don't  desert  me,  sir — my 
poor,  poor  husband  !"• 

"  Do  you  mind  my  leaving  you  a  moment  ?"  said  Pemberton  to  Flo- 
rence, as  they  entered  the  cottage. 

'*  No,"  sne  answered,  somewhat  nervously,  still  holding  his  arm. 
"  And  yet " 

The  woman  sobbed,  and  wrung  her  hands. 

''It  is  cruel  of  me  to  keep  you  from  helping  the  poor  man,"  said 
Florence. 

"  Stay,"  said  Pemberton  ;  *'  it  is  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side.  I  will 
lock  the  outer  doors." 

He  did  so,  and  put  both  keys  into  his  pocket. 

Florence  thanked  him,  and  said  that  now  she  should  feel  quite  secure. 
Telling  her  he  would  not  be  gone  long,  he  desired  the  woman  to  conduct 
him  to  her  husband. 

**  What  have  you  locked  the  doors  for,  sir?"  she  asked,  looking  dis- 
composed.    "  If  my  brother  and  his  wife  come " 

"  We  can  let  tnem  in,"  said  Pemberton.  "  I  have  my  reasons  for 
locking  the  doors,  which,  as  your  husband  is  so  ill,  I  had  better  not  stay 
to  explain.     Come,  I  am  in  a  hurry." 

''  This  way,"  said  the  woman  ;  and  Pemberton,  first  arming  himself 
with  a  large  pitcher  of  cold  water,  followed  her  up-stairs. 

Florence  sat  down  by  the  window  to  wait  his  return.  Two  or  three 
minutes  elapsed,  when  the  latch  of  the  door  was  raised,  as  if  by  some  one 
attempting  to  enter.  Rejoicing  at  the  precautions  which  had  been  taken, 
though  half  reproaching  herself  for  her  fears,  Florence  looked  from  the 
window,  and  saw  the  figures  of  two  men. 

*'  Let  us  in,"  said  one  of  them,  in  a  low  voice,  going  round  to  the  win- 
dow. Florence  started  up,  and  retreated  to  the  small  back  kitchen,  where  was 
a  door  that  gave  admittance  on  to  the  stairs.  Here  she  met  the  woman, 
who,  passing  her  quickly,  ran  to  the  window.  Florence  saw  her  hand  a 
knife,  or  some  other  sharp  instrument,  to  the  men,  whispering  a  few  words 
as  she  did  so.  The  next  moment  it  was  evident  that  one  of  the  men  was 
forcing  the  lock.  Feeling  certain  that  some  mischief  was  intended, 
Florence,  in  great  alarm,  hastened  up-stairs,  calling  loudly  to  Pemberton. 
She  had  just  reached  the  landing,  and  was  trying  in  the  imperfect  light 
to  find  the  door,  guided  by  a  noise  and  scuffling  which  she  supposed  to 
be  occasioned  by  the  sick  man,  when  some  one  seized  her  from  behind, 
a  handkerchief  was  thrust  into  her  mouth,  and  she  was  dragged  forcibly 
down  stairs  and  out  of  the  cottage.  The  men  then  taking  her  between 
them,  bore  her  along  rapidly.  Unable  to  scream,  and  finding  all  her 
struggles  useless,  the  unhappy  girl,  half  fainting  with  terror,  could  only 
hope  that  Pemberton  would  discover  that  she  was  gone  in  time  to  pursue 
and  rescue  her.  She  tried  to  turn  her  head  to  see  if  he  was  coming ; 
she  listened  anxiously,  hoping  to  hear  his  footstep  or  the  sound  of  his 
voice,  but  all  in  vain.  Then  the  dreadful  thought  suggested  itself  that 
Pemberton  might  have  been  forcibly  detained.     Before  long  the  men 
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slackened  their  pace,  and  she  saw,  a  little  further  on,  a  carriage  and  four 
horses  standing.  Once  more  she  looked  round  to  see  if  Pemberton  was 
near,  but  neitlier  he  nor  any  one  else  was  in  sight.  She  made  a  violent 
effort  to  call  for  assistance,  and  succeeded  so  far  as  to  partially  remove 
the  handkerchief  from  her  mouth  ;  but  one  of  her  captors  forced  it  back 
instantly.  In  spite  of  her  resistance  they  placed  her  in  the  carriage ;  the 
door  was  closed ;  the  horses  darted  off  at  full  gallop,  and  she  found  her- 
self in  the  arras  of  Sir  Robert  Craven. 


Chapter  XLV. 

Then  faint  afar  are  heard  the  feet 
Of  rushing  steeds  in  gallop  fleet. 

Lady  of  the  Lake, 

When  Pemberton  entered  a  darkened  room  up-stairs,  to  which  the 
woman  conducted  him,  he  found,  instead  of  one  insensible  man,  two  men 
in  perfect  possession  of  their  ^Etculties  and  physical  powers,  who  imme- 
diately sprung  upon  him,  threw  a  cloak  over  his  head,  and  pinioned  his 
arms.  But  Pemberton,  although  neither  tall  nor  strongly  built,  was  too 
muscular  and  active  to  be  easily  overcome.  By  a  sudden  and  violent 
effort  he  presently  disengaged  his  right  arm,  and  struck  one  of  his  assail- 
ants, a  strong  man  six  feet  high,  sucn  a  vigorous  and  well-directed  blow 
as  sent  him  reeling  to  the  furthest  end  of  the  room.  But  his  companion 
seized  the  arm  that  was  at  liberty,  and  before  Pemberton  could  again  free 
himself  the  other  returned.  A  long  and  desperate  struggle  ensued,  at  the 
end  of  which  Pemberton,  breathless  and  exhausted,  felt  that  he  was  a 
prisoner.  For  himself  he  did  not  care,  as  he  had  no  apprehension  of 
danger ;  but  the  thought  of  Florence,  on  whose  account  he  felt  no  doubt 
this  vile  treachery  was  practised,  almost  maddened  him.  He  continued 
thus  for  a  short  time,  revolving  in  his  mind  some  plan  of  escape  ;  but  none 
presented  itself.  At  last  a  sudden  thought  struck  him.  He  struggled 
violently  for  a  few  minutes,  then  ceased  suddenly,  and  with  a  groan  as 
deep  and  startling  as  he  could  make  it,  sunk  back  into  their  arms  as  if 
fainting.     The  effects  of  this  manoeuvre  were  instantly  visible. 

**  Bless  my  soul !"  he  heard  one  of  the  men  excl^m,  in  a  hoarse  whis- 
per, **  we  have  been  too  rough  with  him,  and  we  were  so  specially  charged 
not  to  do  him  any  hurt.     What  shall  we  do  ?" 

"  Lay  him  on  the  bed  till  he  recovers,*'  said  the  other ;  "  and  take 
that  cloak  off  his  face— quick,  can't  you  ?" 

They  laid  the  apparently  unconscious  Pemberton  on  the  bed,  and  stood 
beside  him  for  a  few  moments  in  silence. 

"  You  haven't  been  and  killed  him,  have  you  ?*'  said  the  first  speaker, 
in  a  voice  of  alarm. 

"  /  killed  him  !"  replied  his  companion  ;  "  no — if  any  one  has  done 
him  any  harm  it  was  you,  when  you  struck  him  on  the  chest  just  now." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  strike  him,  though  he's  given  me  two  black  eyes, 
and  knocked  half  my  teeth  down  my  throat,"  said  the  other,  mournfully. 
"  But  he's  only  fainting,  I  believe.  Ill  let  a  little  more  light  into  the 
room,  and  see. 

"  No,  no — be  quiet,  "said  his  comrade,  who  was  one  of  Sir  Robert's 
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glooms*     ''  If  jou  do,  hell  know  our  feces,  and  get  as  pulled  up  or 
BomethiDg  for  an  assault" 

'<  I  wish  Sir  Robert  had  set  me  about  anj  other  job/'  returned  the 
second  man,  who  was  also  a  servant  of  Craven's ;  '^  and  I'd  never  have 
undertaken  it  neither,  only  he  threatened  to  turn  me  away  without  a 
character  if  I  didn't,  and  offered  me  a  great  reward  if  I  did." 

Whilst  he  vras  speaking  these  words,  his  oomrade  had  possessed  him- 
self of  the  pitcher  of  water,  which,  as  has  been  before  mentionedy  Pem- 
berton  brought  up-stairs,  and  threw  the  whole  of  its  contents  (about  two 
gallons)  over  the  head  and  face  of  the  prostrate  young  man,  who,  nearly 
suffocated  by  the  unexpected  shock — for  the  man  had  given  no  notice  of 
his  intentions — found  much  di£Glculty  in  still  maintaining  the  appear- 
ance of  a  person  in  a  swoon. 

''He  moved,"  said  the  operator.  ''I  am  pretty  sure  I  saw  him 
move." 

"  I  don't  beheve  he  did,"  said  his  companion.  ''  At  all  events,  he's 
still  enough  now.  I  wish  I  could  see  his  hce  better.  As  far  as  I  can 
make  out,  it  seems  to  look  hke  deadi.  Fll  let  in  just  a  glinuner  of  light, 
and  you  go  and  call  the  woman." 

**  I  will,"  was  the  reply;  and  the  speaker  moved  towards  the  door. 

'*  Now  is  my  moment,"  thought  remberton;  and  starting  to  his  feet, 
he  reached  the  astonished  man  just  before  he  arrived  at  the  door,  knocked 
him  down,  and  rushed  out  of  the  room  before  his  still  more  astounded 
companion  could  come  to  his  assistance.  Loddng  the  door  on  the  out- 
side, and  taking  the  key  with  him,  he  flew  down  stairs,  saw  at  a  glance 
that  Florence  was  gone,  and,  almost  overthrowing  the  woman  whom  he 
met  in  the  kitchen,  ran  at  his  utmost  speed  in  the  direction  of  the  village. 
It  was  full  half  a  mile  off,  but  he  did  not  slacken  his  pace  until  he  had 
reached  the  principal  inn.  Passing  through  the  half-open  door,  he  found 
himself  at  the  bar,  where  stood  the  landlord  and  a  chambermaid. 

''  Have  you,"  he  said,  panting  for  breath  between  each  word — '^  have 
you  seen  any  one — I  mean  anything  unusual  pass  by  here  lately  ? — a 
carriage 

He  was  forced  to  pause.  The  landlord  looked  as  if  he  thought  the 
speaker's  own  appearance  something  imusual ;  which  in  truth  it  was,  for 
he  had  no  hat  on,  his  wet  hair  hung  over  his  i&ce,  and  the  upper  part  of 
his  person  was  saturated  with  water.  The  chambermaid  uttered  a  £Eunt 
'^  Oh !"  and  whispered  to  her  master  that  she  thought  the  eentleman 
must  be  crazy ;  but  the  landlord,  who  saw  that  there  was  nothing  insane 
in  Pemberton's  manner,  answered, 

'*  I  don't  know  that  I  have,  sir." 

''  Have  you  a  good  horse  ?*'  demanded  Pemberton. 

''  I've  one,  sir,  that  I  let  out  by  the  hour  to  the  gentry  who  likes  a 
ride  on  the  sands,"  replied  the  landlord. 

'*  But  is  it  a  good  one  ?"  said  Pemberton,  hurriedly. 

''Why,  it's  not  used  to  going  v^y  fEttt,  if  you  mean  that^  sir; 


*'  Have  you  no  other?"  said  Pemberton,  interrupting  him. 
**Only  one  as  I  ride  myself,  sir." 

*^  Let  me  have  it,"  said  Pemberton.     ^'  I  will  give  you  whatever  you 
please." 
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The  landlord  hedtated. 

''  I  neyer  let  him  out  on  hire,  sir,"  he  replied. 

"  But  this  is  a  case  of  great  urgency/'  said  Femberton,  speaking  with 
extreme  rapidity  and  earnestness.     "  A  young  lady  of  high  fieimily  is  in 

imminent  oanffer.     I they  will  all  reward  you.     Here  is  my  watch^. 

and  here  is  a  diamond  ring  as  pledges,  if  you  are  afraid  to  trust  me.'' 

'^  I  am  not  afraid  to  trust  you ;  it  isn't  that,  sir,"  said  the  landlord^ 
taking  the  watch  and.  ring,  however,  ''but  the  animal,  you  see,  is  a 
favourite." 

Femberton,  who  saw  he  was  relenting,  urg^  his  point,  assured  tlie 
landlord  he  was  a  practised  horseman,  promised  to  give  him  another 
horse  double  the  value  if  he  injured  his,  and  in  a  few  minutes  saw  aa 
ostler  despatched  with  orders  to  saddle  the  horse  instantly.   . 

"  Are  you  sure,"  said  Femberton,  in  the  interval,  addressing  the  young 
woman,  ''^lat  you  have  seen  no  strange  carriage  within  the  last  half 
hour?" 

''  I  haven't  myself;  but  I'll  inquire  of  our  people,"  said  the  chamber- 
maid, who  had  become  extremely  interested  in  the  case. 

''  Something  in  the  elopement  way,  I  suppose,  sir  ?"  said  the  landlord, 
inquiringly. 

Femberton  nodded. 

''  Very  much  the  fashion  now-a-days  that  sort  of  thing,"  continued 
the  lan<Uord.  "Getting  married  in  a  straightforward  respectable  way 
doesn't  do  at  all  now ;  it's  not  excitement  enough,  I  imagine." 

''  This  is  a  forced  elopement  on  the  lady's  part,"  said  Femberton,  as 
the  chambermaid  re-entered. 

''  Lor !  poor  thing ;  I'm  glad  to  hear  l^t,"  observed  the  yoimg 
woman,  ^'  for  it  don't  seem  a  shame  to  stop  'em  then,  which  it  does  in 
the  other  case.  One  of  the  lads,  sir,"  she  continued,  ''says  that  about 
twenty  minutes  or  half  an  hour  ago,  when  he  was  down  in  the  fields,  he 
did  see  a  strange  carriage  and  four  horses  going  along  at  a  great  rate  on 
the  road  towards  D ^"  (mentioning  a  town  about  six  miles  distant). 

"  Will  you,"  said  Femberton  to  the  landlord,  "  oblige  me  by  sending 
immediately  to  Lady  Seagrove's — the  great  dismal-looking  house  with 
the  large  iron  gates ;  you  know  it,  of  course — and  tell  them  what  has 
happened  ?  Fray  do  not  forget ;  and  if  you  would  lend  me  a  hat  I 
should  esteem  it  a  favour." 

"  Certainly,  sir,"  replied  the  landlord.  "  I  will  send  to  Lady  Sea- 
grove  directly ;  and  here  b  a  hat  of  mine  which  is  almost  new,  though  I 
dare  say  it's  too  big  for  you;  but  perhaps  you  won't  mind  that?" 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Fembcnrton,  taking  it  from  him ;  "  it  will  do  very  welL 
Is  the  horse  saddled  ?" 

The  ostler  at  the  moment  appeared,  leading  the  animal.  Femberton 
mounted,  and  instantly  galloped  off.  He  was  not  long  in  reaching 
D ^  where  he  learned  that  a  carriage,  in  which  were  a  lady  and  gentle- 
man, had  passed  about  thre^-quarters  of  an  hour  since. 

"  Three-quarters  of  an  hour,"  repeated  Femberton  to  himself;  "  that 
is  a  long  start  But  I  do  not  despair.  I  hope  I  shall  find  no  difficulty 
in  getting  post-horses  when  mine  is  tired." 

He  rode  about  ten  miles  further  in  the  track  of  the  fugitLvei^  when 
ht  inquired  at  an  inQ  ^or  horses.     He  was  informed  by  the  ostleis  that 
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a  gentleman  in  a  carriage  and  four  had  desired  all  they  had  to  be  sent 
on  to  the  next  stage.  The  horse  he  rode,  although  it  showed  some 
symptoms  of  fatigue,  did  not  appear  much  disti'essed,  so  he  determined 
to  ride  on  another  five  miles,  to  a  town  where  he  hoped,  as  there  were 
several  inns,  to  be  more  successful.  He  was  disappointed,  however;  for 
80  well  had  the  baronet  taken  precautions,  that  not  a  single  horse  was  to 
be  had,  although  Pemberton  offered  to  pay  any  price  for  one.  His  own 
horse  was  now  quite  jaded,  and  full  twenty  minutes  had  been  lost  in 
sending  round  to  the  different  places  where  there  was  any  chance  of 
finding  others.  His  anxiety  redoubled,  and  he  was  quite  at  a  loss  what 
to  do,  when,  as  a  last  resource,  it  occurred  to  him  to  go  to  some  gentle- 
man in  the  neighbourhood,  relate  his  situation,  and  implore  assistance. 

Having  learned  that  a  very  rich  and  somewhat  eccentric  gentleman 
resided  about  half  a  mile  off,  he  galloped  to  his  house. 

Even  if  he  were  so  fortunate  as  immediately  to  obtain*  the  desired  aid, 
there  seemed  but  a  poor  chance  of  overtaking  Sir  Robert,  unless  som» 
accidental  circumstance  produced  a  delay.  He  recollected  with  satisfac- 
tion, that  if  the  fugitives  reached  Gretna  Green  before  he  overtook  them, 
the  man  who  officiated  as  clergyman  would  refuse  to  marry  the  couple 
imless  Florence  gave  her  consent.  '*  But  then,"  he  argued,  "  it  is,  I  fear, 
only  too  probable  that  Craven  will  frighten  her  into  consenting." 

Arrived  at  the  door,  he  inquired  for  Mr.  Harley,  and  was  told  by  the 
servant  that  his  master  was  at  home,  but  that  he  did  not  think  he  would 
see  any  one. 

"  My  business  is  most  urgent,"  said  Pemberton.  "  Tell  him  I  implore 
him  to  see  me  fur  a  few  minutes." 

'*  What  name  shall  I  say,  sir  ?"  asked  the  footman,  in  no  degree 
moved  by  his  haste  and  a^tation. 

Pemberton  drew  forth  a  card. 

'*  1  will  give  it  to  the  butler  to  take  to  Mr.  Harley,  sir,"  said  the  man, 
turning  to  another  domestic  of  solemn  and  forbidding  aspect,  who  looked 
at  the  card,  shook  his  head,  and  murmured  a  negative. 

"  Is  that  your  master  ?"  asked  Pemberton,  eagerly,  seeing  a  gentle- 
manly old  man  crossing  the  hall. 

^^  What  is  the  matter  ?"  said  that  individual,  pausing  as  he  was  about 
to  enter  the  open  door  of  a  library.     "  Whose  voice  is  that  ?" 

"  A  gentleman  who  wishes  to  see  you,  sir,"  said  the  old  butler.  "  A 
stranger,  sir,"  he  added,  in  a  lower  voice  ;  "  so  I  told  him ^ 

**  No  matter  what  you  told  him,"  interrupted  his  master,  glancing  at 
the  card  which  the  domestic  had  put  into  his  hand.  "  Pemberton — 
Adolphus  Pemberton  !   Where — where  is  he,  Jones  ?" 

*<  Here,  sir/*  said  the  young  man,  pressing  past  the  footman,  who  still 
held  the  door  half  closed  ;  "  and  may  I  beg  that " 

^<  Come  in,  come  in,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  drawing  him  into  the 
library,  and  shutting  the  door  in  the  face  of  the  astonished  butler. 
**  Your  name  is  Adolphus  Pemberton,  and  you  wish  to  speak  to  me  ?  Is 
it  not  so  ?" 

He  grasped  the  young  man's  arm,  and  looked  earnestly  into  his  hct 
as  he  spoke. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Pemberton  ;  who  then,  after  a  few  wprds  of  apology, 
commenced  narrating,  in  hurried  and  brief  words^  the  purport  of  his 
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visit.  He  was  stopped  by  perceiving  that  Mr.  Harley's  pale  face  grew 
paler  and  paler,  while  he  breathed  hard,  and  his  limbs  trembled  so  that  he 
could  scarcely  stand. 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  with  an  effort.  "  I  am  attending 
to  every  word  you  say.  I  am  in  ill  health,  and  any  sudden  occurrence, 
or  the  sight  of  a  stranger,  unnerves  and  agitates  me.  That  is  all.  A 
young  lady  you  are  interested  about  is  forcibly  carried  away — you  want 
to  pursue  ner,  but  can  get  no  horses.     Is  that  it  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Pemberton,  "  and " 

"  And  you  thought  you  would  apply  to  me  ?  Well,  your  application 
shall  not  be  in  vain.  All  the  horses  in  my  stable  are  at  your  service. 
Jones  !"  he  called,  hastily  opening  the  door,  "  desire  four  horses  to  be 
harnessed  instantly  to  the  lightest  carriage.  And  mind,"  he  continued, 
addressing  Pemberton — "  mind  that  you  return  here,  and  let  me  know 
the  result.  If  you  succeed  in  rescuing  the  lady,  bring  her  to  my  house 
for  the  night.  I  have  a  sister  living  with  me,  and  we  can  send  an  ex- 
press to  let  her  family  know  she  is  safe." 

Pemberton  expressed  his  heartfelt  gratitude,  and  Mr.  Harley  asked  a 
few  particulars  of  the  elopement,  calculating  the  chances  of  overtaking 
the  fugitives  with  great  anxiety.  In  less  than  two  minutes  after  he 
had  spoken  to  Jones,  the  old  gentleman,  who  was  by  this  time  almost  as 
excited  as  Pemberton  himself,  rang  the  bell  violently,  and  demanded,  ia 
a  stem  voice,  why  there  was  such  a  delay  in  executing  his  orders. 

"  I'll  inquire,  sir,"  said  the  man,  who  evidently  was  in  great  awe  of 
hiB  master. 

"  Do ;  and  desire  that  Mr.  Pemberton's  horse  be  taken  care  of.  Let 
us  go  to  the  stables  ourselves,  shall  we,"  he  added  to  the  yoimg  man, 
who  gladly  assented,  "  and  see  if  we  can  expedite  matters?  You'd  better," 
he  continued,  with  another  violent  pull  at  the  bell,  "  take  a  glass  of  wine 
before  you  set  off  again.  You  look  tired  and  heated,  and  are  evidently 
not  very  strong." 

Four  fresh  and  spirited  horses  had  been  got  ready  almost  as  quickly  as 
their  impatient  master  and  his  anxious  companion  could  have  expected. 

"  At  N ,"  said  Mr.  Harley,  as  Pemberton  was  about  to  spring  into 

the  carriage,  **  which  is  the  last  place  where  your  fugitives  will  change 
horses,  you  will,  I  have  little  doubt,  be  able  to  obtain  some,  as  it  is  a  venr 
large  place  ;  do  not  be  afraid  of  injuring  mine — they  will  take  you  weU 
the  fifteen  miles.  Farewell— success  attend  you — and  mind  you  return 
hither." 

In  little  more  than  ten  minutes  from  the  time  he  first  arrived  at  Mr. 
Harley *s,  Pemberton  was  agun  on  the  road. 

"  Yet  I  fear,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  that  it  will  be  impossible  to  over- 
take them  before  they  have  reached  the  end  of  their  journey.  I  think  I 
can  feel  certain,  that  if  poor  Florence  is  terrified  into  consenting  to  a 
marriage,  it  will  not  be  until  after  considerable  resistance.  If  she  will 
only  hold  out  till  I  come — I  shall  surely  be  not  more  than  half  an  hour 
after  them,  unless  Craven,  who  seems  to  have  laid  his  plans  with  extra- 
ordinary' care,  should  have  taken  measures  to  prevent  our  procuring  horses 
at  N also." 

As  this  thought  occurred  to  him  he  became  more  and  more  uneasjr, 
every  moment  appearing  an  age ;  and  although  the  horses  almost  flew,  it 
seemed  as  if  he  bad  never  travelled  so  slowly  in  his  life. 
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An  Old  Baohelob'b  Stort. 

a  tale  of  the  times. 

I. 

One  bright  sunny  evening  I  was  sauntering  on  the  beach  at  Rams- 
gate,  enjoying  the  cool  spray  and  refreshing  sea  air,  in  noeditalaon  deep 
on  ''airy  nothings'* — thought  chasing  away  thought,  ere  one  bright 
novelty  of  idea  could  make  permanent  abode  in  the  pleased  fancy — when 
my  eye  was  attracted  by  the  appearance  of  two  ladies  who  were  advancing 
towuds  me.  They  bore  so  strong  a  resemblance  to  each  other  that  I 
at  once  decided  they  were  mother  and  daughter.  The  mamma,  for  such 
I  considered  the  elder  lady,  was  a  tall,  graceful  figure,  and  the  calm  dig- 
nity, blended  with  soft  melancholy  of  her  countenance,  interested  my 
curiosity  ;  yet,  I  am  compelled  to  confess,  that  the  extreme  loveliness  of 
her  more  youthful  companion  was  more  particularly  the  object  of  my  at- 
tention. I  was  so  wrapt  in  admiration  that  I  was  unconscious  of  being 
guilty  of  the  rudeness  of  intently  gazing  at  these  ladies,  until,  as  they 
passed  close  by  my  side,  I  observed  the  young  beauty  blush  deeply  as  she 
turned  away.  Waking  then,  with  a  feeling  of  alarm,  £rom  my  pleasant 
reverie,  I  was  almost  inclined  to  spring  forward  and  apologise  £or  my 
conduct ;  fortunately  for  me,  the  impulse  was  checked  by  a  sudden  re- 
membrancer from  my  old  friend  "  Etiquette,"  who  seemed  to  give  me  so 
sharp  a  wrap  on  the  shoulder  that  I  sprang  suddenly  round  to  look  for 
the  friendly  monitor,  but  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen ;  in  his  stead,  how- 
ever, stood  a  young  friend  of  mine,  who  was  spending  his  college  vaca- 
tion with  me,  and  had,  like  myself,  been  attracted  by  this  lovely  girL  If 
she  had  aroused  in  the  heart  of  a  prosy  old  bachelor  such  as  I  a  warn 
glow  of  admiration,  there  is  little  doubt  of  the  impression  made  on  the 
susceptible  heart  of  a  youth  not  yet  one-and-twenty. 

As  I  encountered  the  eye  of  my  friend  Ernest  Montague,  I  believe  I 
must  have  looked  a  little  shamefaced — much  as  if  I  bad  been  caught 
trespassing  on  forbidden  ground — ^for  what  right  had  I,  who  gloried  in 
the  title  of  an  **  invulnerable  target,"  thus  to  allow  an  arrow  never  in- 
tended for  me  to  pierce  my  heart  of  hearts  ?  Ah,  old  fellow  !  you  thought 
yoiu^elf  so  shivered  to  atoms,  that  no  shaft  could  strike  tne  shatteored 
canvas — but,  behold !  you  were  destined  to  receive  yet  one  more  wound 
before  you  should  finally  moulder  in  the  dust  Alas !  for  the  poor  old 
bachelor ! 

Ernest  was  too  much  engrossed  by  the  bright  vision  to  observe  my 
confused  air,  and  I  had  time  to  recover  my  composure  ere  he  spoke. 
When  at  length  he  inquired  if  I  knew  the  ladies,  he  was  much  dissatis- 
fied by  my  reply  in  the  negative. 

<^  What  a  beautiful  girl!''  he  exclaimed;  ^^did  you  hear  her  sweet 
voice  ?     I  think  it  the  most  melodious  I  ever  heard." 

I  smiled  at  the  rapture  he  displayed,  but  made  no  observation,  for  I 
remembered,  that  "  old  fools  are  the  worst  of  £bol%''  and  that  therefore 
I  was  myself  most  guilty  of  folly.  Ernest  urged  me  to  follow  the  hiXmit 
and  endeavour  to  mid  out  who  they  were,  nd  when  they  xw^d^sid 
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was  irritated  at  my  slow  pace  and  cool  assurances  that  the  pursuit  would 
he  useless.  Youth  is  ever  more  sanguine  than  age,  and  Ernest  was 
quite  resolved  upon  the  possibility  of  accompliishing  his  wishes.  We 
Uierefore  followed  the  ladies  horn  the  beach  at  a  sufficient  distance  to 
avoid  their  observation,  and  soon  saw  them  drive  off  in  a  handsome 
barouche  drawn  by  a  pair  of  spirited  greys.  As  it  was  hopeless  attempt- 
ing to  overtake  them,  and  as  I  was  not  in  a  Quixotic  mood,  I  declined 
the  pursuit,  and  rallied  Ernest  upon  his  disappointment.  He  tried  to 
disguise  his  chagrin  by  a  lau^h;  and  as  my  own  wound  was  nearly 
healed — for,  like  the  vivid  flash  of  lightning  casting  its  bright  gleam 
upon  the  bosom  of  the  dark  still  waves,  leaving  no  impress  of  its  bright- 
ness beyond  the  fleeting  moment,  so  my  own  cold,  dull  heart,  which 
had  been  for  the  instant  fired  by  that  wild  thrill  of  admiration,  was  now 
again  sunk  in  its  own  darkness,  and  I  very  philosophically  urged  him  to 
resign  himself  to  my  guidance,  and  we  would  return  home  to  dinner, 
where  a  glass  of  iced  champagne  would,  I  knew,  revive  his  droopins; 
spirits.  He  acqiuesced  in  my  proposal,  and  we  consoled  ourselves  wim 
a  substantial  meal,  and  toasted  the  fair  ladies  in  many  a  glass  of  the 
sparkling  beverage. 

Ernest  Montague  was  the  only  son  of  my  oldest  fnend ;  and  having 
always  evinced  **  a  liking"  for  ''  the  old  bachelor,"  had  constantly  de- 
voted a  part  of  his  holidays  to  me.  In  a  few  days  he  was  to  return  to 
Oxford  to  complete  his  college  career.  His  was  a  noble,  ingenuous 
nature— and  his  attractive  face  and  figure  bespoke  it  at  a  glance — in 
fact,  he  had  won  the  old  bachelor's  heart,  and  been  named  his  heir  in  a 
will  which  the  sturdy  old  gentleman  had  ventured  to  make  many  years 
before,  and  to  have  duly  and  securely  lodged  in  the  hands  of  a  trusty 
lawyer.  Ernest  was  not  aware  of  this  piece  of  impending  good  fortune, 
but  he  was  aware  that  he  was  heir-at-law  to  a  baronetcy,  and  would 
with  it  come  in  for  some  thousands  per  annum  ;  at  present  his  income 
consisted  of  an  allowance  from  his  widowed  mother  of  a  couple  of  hun- 
dred a  year.  For  the  few  days  he  remained  at  Ramsgate  [it  was 
evident  that  Ernest  was  constantly  on  the  look-out  for  the  return  of  the 
pleasing  apparition;  but  unsuccessfully,  until  the  day  previous  to  his 
return  to  Oxford.  On  that  morning  he  was  at  a  window  overlooking 
the  beach,  when  he  suddenly  started  with  pleased  surprise,  exclaiming, 

^^  I  do  think  I  see  the  unknown  beauty !  See  how  gracefully  she 
rides!     Who  can  that  stately  old  gentleman  be  by  her  nde  ?^' 

I  drew  near  to  the  window  where  Ernest  stood,  and  observed  a  young 
lady  on  horseback  riding  with  an  elderly  gentleman ;  but  how  the 
youth's  eye  could  recognise  the  lady  as  the  same  who  had  so  lately 
attracted  our  admiration,  I  was  at  a  loss  to  determine,  for  the  distance 
was  too  great  for  me  to  discover  any  likeness  in  the  changed  costume. 
However,  Ernest  waited  not  another  minute,  but  ran  to  the  hall,  seized 
his  hat,  and  walked  briskly  to  the  beach.  In  about  an  hour  he  re- 
turned in  high  glee,  declaring  he  was  at  last  successful.  He  had  dis- 
covered the  lady*8  name  and  residence,  and  that  the  gentleman  she  was 
riding  with  was  her  fieither,  Sir  John  Milfbrd.  I  smiled — it  may  be  some- 
what quizzically — ^for  I  was  amused  at  the  satisfisKStion  evinced  by  my 
young  friend,  and  simply  inquired  what  use  he  intended  to  make  of  tkt 
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gratifying  discovery  he  had  made.  He  coloured  slightlj,  and  replied, 
in  a  half- angry  tone, 

**  Oh !  no  matter — my  curiosity  is  satisfied." 

^*  Will  you  call  on  Sir  John  this  morning  and  ask  an  introduction 
to  his  lovely  daughter  ?  — or  will  you  at  once  make  an  avowal  of 
your  ardent  passion  hy  letter  ?  A  btUeUdouXy  written  on  tinted  paper 
highly  scented,  and  handed  to  the  fair  lady  on  a  salver  at  her  dejeuner  to- 
morrow, will  be  as  good  a  lump  of  sugar  as  need  be  for  her  chocolate," 
said  the  provoking  old  bachelor. 

*^  I  dare  say  you  think  me  a  great  fool,"  said  Ernest,  recovering  his 

good  temper,  "  and  perhaps  justly;  but However,  this  is  my  last  day  at 

Ramsgate,  and  I  fear  I  shall  nave  no  opportunity  of  making  their  acquaint- 


ance." 


This  he  said  with  so  deep  a  sigh,  that  I  was  cruel  enough  to  laugh  out- 
right, but  I  consoled  him  by  promising  to  endeavour  to  get  an  introduc- 
tion ready  for  him  by  his  next  vacation,  if  he  promised  (D.V.)  to  spend 
it  with  me.  He  very  joyfully  assented,  but  bemoaned  his  hard  lot  that 
three  months  at  least  must  intervene.  He  left  me  on  the  following 
morning,  exhorting  me  not  to  disappoint  him,  at  the  same  time  extorting 
a  promise  that  if  I  could  gain  any  information  respecting  the  beautiful 
"  Isabef — for  such,  he  said,  was  her  name — that  I  would  not  fail  at 
once  to  make  it  known  to  him  by  letter.  Thus  we  parted.  And  now, 
methought,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  Here  is  a  fine  youth  eridently  in  love — 
probably  a  first  love,  from  the  ardour  and  unreasonableness  of  the  passion. 
If  unsuccessful,  a  blight  rests  upon  the  opening  blossom — a  clull  falls 
upon  the  gay  young  heart !  I  had  the  happiness  of  my  young  fi^end 
£mest  so  much  at  heart,  that  I  soon  made  inquiries  concerning  Sir  John 
Milford*s  family^,  and  heard  to  my  regret  that  the  ladies  were  Roman 
Catholics,  though  Sir  John  was  an  English  Churchman.  Some  time  after 
I  became  acquainted  with  the  family,  and  learned  more  and  more  to  ad- 
mire the  loveliness  of  mind  and  disposition  of  the  ^ur  Isabel ;  and  though 
Lady  Milford  shared  in  a  great  measure  my  esteem,  I  could  not  altoge- 
ther overcome  the  repugnance  I  felt  towards  the  entire  confidence  she 
evinced  in  her  father-confessor,  who  was,  I  thought,  too  frequently  in 
attendance,  and  had  too  Jesuitical  an  air  to  gain  much  of  my  good-will. 

Sir  John  Milford  was  a  wordly-minded  man,  and  considered  his  wife's 
different  opinions  on  religious  matters  of  little  moment ;  if  she  acted  as 
her  conscience  dictated,  he  believed  her  future  happiness  quite  secure ;  and 
for  himself,  he  was  satisfied  with  the  title  of  Protestant,  without  caring 
to  inquire  into  its  meaning.  He  consequently  had  not  interfered  with 
his  daughter's  education,  and  Isabel  had  been  trained  in  her  mother's 
faith.  Sir  John  was  fondly  attached  to  this  their  only  child,  and  anxious 
to  promote  her  happiness.  She  had  arrived  at  marriageable  age,  and  her 
manifold  attractions  had  gained  her  many  suitors,  though  she  was  no 
heiress,  for  her  parents  were  not  wealthy.  Of  all  her  suitors,  none  had 
yet  pleased  her  fancy  nor  gained  her  love.  Father  Donald,  as  I  after- 
wards learned,  took  care  to  keep  a  vigilant  surveillance,  and  to  impose 
heavy  penances  on  the  young  lady  if  she  evinced  any  partiality  for  a 
Protestant.  He  had  from  my  first  visit  eyed  me  with  a  basilisk  glance ; 
probably  he  thought  I  looked  like  a  Marplot,  and  his  own  nature  must 
have  recoiled  at  such  a  monster.     Nevertheless,  he  treated  me  with  almost 
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fkvning  respect.     I  soon  discovered  that  Isabel  had  a  very  determmed 

suitor  in  Lord  C ,  who  was  a  bigoted  Romanist ;  haughty  and  austere 

in  disposition,  lax  in  morals,  and  violent  in  his  passions  :  withal,  he  bore 
a  calm  exterior,  and  had  it  not  been  for  a  supercilious  expression  about 
his  handsome  mouth,  and  the  sudden  flash  from  his  piercing  black  eye,  a 
casual  observer  might  have  been  deceived  in  his  character ;  as  it  was,  a 
disagreeable  impression  was  made  on  the  mind  of  even  inexperienced 
physiognomists,  and  I  do  believe  he  would  have  been  detested  wherever 
he  wenl^  had  not  his  wealth  and  title  gained  him  the  hollow  friendship  of 
a  few.  Yet  I  must  own  that  he  was  generally  considered  handsome ;  his 
fine  white  forehead,  jet  black  hair,  and  full-orbed  eye  ;  his  large  and 
brilliantly  white  teeth,  set  off  to  advantage  by  the  black  moustache  and 
imperial ;  all  these  attractions,  combined  with  a  good  figure  and  lofty 
carnage,  would  claim  for  him  the  appellation  of  a  handsome  man ;  but 
still  he  was  not  liked,  even  where  he  was  most  courted.  And  this  man, 
who  never  dreamed  of  opposition  to  his  will,  had  determined  to  marry 
Isabel  Milford.  The  number  of  competitors  for  the  fair  prize  among  the 
'^  wealthy  and  the  great"  only  made  him  consider  himself  the  more  en- 
titled to  her ;  had  she  been  less  attractive,  less  admired,  he  would  not 
have  considered  her  worthy  to  bear  his  name.  Father  Donald's  oppor- 
tunities of  instilling  favourable  impressions  of  Lord  C in  the  mind  of 

Lady  Milford  were  not  lost ;  he  ceased  not,  from  time  to  time,  to  inform 
her  of  various  services  done  the  Romish  cause  by  his  lordship,  of  the  large 
sums  of  money  given  to  poor  monasteries,  of  voluntary  penances  per- 
formed, and  of  many  other  religious  observances,  whicn  the  good  lady 
never  doubted,  and  attached  great  importance  to.  Could  Lady  Milford 
have  lifted  the  veil  which  concealed  his  true  character,  have  surveyed  the 
long  catalogue  of  vices  and  evil  passions  which  stood  arrayed  against  him, 
she  would  have  shrunk  with  horror  at  the  bare  idea  of  her  daughter  ever 
being  his  bride ;  but  she,  poor  lady,  was  ignorant  of  all,  save  an  inde- 
finable repugnance  she  felt  towards  him,  which  she  confessed  to  her 
spiritual  adviser,  and  had  by  him  been  condemned  to  many  penances  for 
unchristian  feeling  towards  a  Catholic,  and  a  stanch  friend  of  the 
Church. 

When  I  first  became  acquidnted  with  Isabel,  she  treated  Lord  C 
with  easy  indifference,  scarcely  noticinp^  his  presence ;  but,  af^r  a  while, 
I  observed  her  manner  changed,  and  she  evinced  a  positive  dread  of  his 
approach ;  and  this,  I  found,  was  caused  by  the  avowal  which  had  been 
made  of  his  lordship's  sentiments  towards  herself,  and  of  her  mother's 
approval  of  his  addresses.  Sir  John,  I  was  glad  to  find,  declared  that 
his  daughter  should  not  marry  against  her  own  free  will;  but,  as  he 
placed  great  faith  in  his  wife's  discretion  and  judgment,  he  advised  Isabel 
not  too  hastily  to  reject  a  suitor  whom  her  mother  approved  of. 

I  faithfully  informed  Ernest  of  the  state  of  the  case,  and  urged  him  not 
to  indulge  in  dreams  of  bliss,  the  realisation  of  which  I  feared  might 
never  take  place.  But  my  sage  counsel  made  no  impression  on  Ernest ; 
and  when  the  time  arrivea  for  his  quitting  college,  so  impatient  was  he 
to  fly  to  Ramsgate,  that  he  stayed  the  shortest  possible  time  at  home  en 
route,  and  though  I  flattered  myself  he  was  very  glad  to  see  me  again,  I 
could  not  be  insensible  to  the  almost  impetuous  haste  he  displayed  to  be 
introduced  to  my  new  friends. 

Old  bachelors  are  proverbially  "  rusty,  crusty  old  fellows,"  and  don't 
like  to  be  put  out  of  the  "  even  tenor  of  their  way ;"  and  so,  perhaps,  I 
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was  a  little  teety  on  the  present  occasion ;  for,  I  confess,  I  could  not  be 
persuaded  to  accompany  Ernest  to  Sir  John  Milford's  on  the  first,  nor  yet 
the  second,  day  after  his  arrival;  in  fact,  I  offered  innumerahle  mn- 
dranees  to  the  attainment  of  his  vdshes,  and  the  poor  boy  was  getting 
out  of  all  patience  with  me,  when,  on  the  third  morning,  as  we  sat  at 
breakfast  together,  being  in  a  more  amiable  mood,  I  agreed  to  drive  him 
to  Sir  John  Milford's.     Our  visit  proved  unsuccessful ;  the  fiunily  were 
staying  away  from  home.     I  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  change  whidi 
passed  over  Ernest's  features  at  this  announcement ;  a  moment  before  his 
race  wore  the  bright  flush  of  hope  and  joy,  now  it  was  overcast  widi 
gloomy  sadness.     But  I  may  hasten  over  this  brief  period  of  disappoint- 
ment, for  in  a  very  few  days  we  paid  another  visi^  and  were  fortunate 
enough  to  find  them  at  home.         ...... 

In  three  weeks  horn  that  time  Ernest  received  an  urgently  expressed 
wish  from  his  mother  that  he  would  spend  a  few  days  with  his  fiunily 
previous  to  his  departure  horn  England,  with  his  tutor,  on  his  continental 
tour. 

<'  What  pests  these  tours  and  tutors  are,''  exclaimed  Ernest,  "  when  one 
is  better  engaged  at  home !" 

"  There  rests  the  query,  young  man,'*  said  I ;  ^'  you  must  first 
prove  such  to  be  the  case  ere  you  can  induce  a  belief  of  it  in  your 
mother's  mind.  Let  me  see,"  I  continued,  assuming  a  thoughtful  air, 
"your  age  is — ha !  it  is  twenty — ^just  twenty  years  old ;  your  collegiate 
education  completed — I  may  say  creditably  completed ;  no  learned  pro- 
fession is  to  be  chosen ;  you  have  g^at  expectations ;  you  are  the  heir- 
at-law  to  a  hale  old  gentleman  of  seventy ;  a  baronetcy,  with  a  large 
fortune  appended,  seems  almost  within  your  grasp ;  the  old  man  cannot 
live  long,  you  think — I  beg  your  pardon,  of  course  you  don't  think  about 
it,  it  would  be  ouite  out  of  the  way  to  suppose  you  were  in  a  hurry  for 
the  old  man's  death,  only  your  friends  calculate  upon  it  for  you.  On 
the  strength  of  these  expectations,  then,  you,  who  have  attained  the  great 
age  of  twenty,  wish  to  marry, — yes,  marry;  your  bride  to  be  chosen  for 
love — pure  love!  Love  is  to  gild  the  present,  while  the  old  baronet's 
gold  offers  a  more  tangible  gilding  for  the  future." 

^*  Pshaw !"  replied  Ernest,  between  a  laugh  and  a  sig^  **  I  am  not 
fuch  a  fool  as  to  think  of  marrying  now.** 

*'  Oh !  very  prudent,  I  see,"  said  I;  " but  will  you  be  kind  enough  to 
mttify  me  so  far  with  your  confidence  as  to  say  what  you  do  thmk  of 
Qoing  now  ?** 

"  Well— er— er — I — am  not— quite  determined,'-^!  suppose  I  shall 
have— er — to  leave  you  in  a  few  days,"  said  he. 

"  For  what,  and  lor  where  ?" 

"  To  fulfil  my  mother's  wishes." 

*' Oh — ah — hum !  quite  prudent,  I  8ee-*quite  right;  and  your  friends 
theMilfords?" 

«  What  of  them  ?"  said  he. 

"  Ah,  very  true,  what  of  them  f*  retorted  L 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  said  Ernest,  looking  angry. 

*^  To  be  plun  with  you,  Ernest,"  I  replied,  ^'  I  must  ask  you  how  you 
stand  with  the  young  lady ;  have  you  '  popped  the  question'  yet  ?" 

"  You  laugh  at  the  idea  of  my  marrying ;  why,  then,  do  yoa  ask  T* 
said  he,  in  tone  of  pique. 

**  Welly  forgive  me  if  I  have  quiiied  you  too  mndi.  I  know  Aii 
youthful  love  is  ever  ardent  and  enthusiastic ;  and  I  believe  that  Jbabel 
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is  worthy  of  a  devoted  affection.  You  are  very  young,  Ernest,  and  your 
heart,  though  now  entirely  engrossed  by  one  object,  will  soon  be  assailed 
by  a  thousand  attractions.  Isabel,  on  the  other  hand,  is  at  the  age  when 
woman's  love,  once  won,  seldom  changes  its  object ;  and  without  wishing 
to  make  you  vain,  I  must  tell  you  that  I  think  you  have  gained  her 
affection.  Hers  is  too  truthful  a  nature  to  be  able  to  disguise  the  real 
state  of  her  heart.  Should  time  and  circumstances  change  your  feelings 
towards  her " 

"  Never!  never  !"  vehemently  interrupted  Ernest. 

"  I  would  not  do  you  injustice,  nor  yet  would  I  detract  from  Isabers 
enchantments ;  but,  Sybil  though  she  were,  men*s  hearts  are  made  of 
such  changeable  mould,  that  I  should  dread  even  her  charms  of  beauty 
and  mind  might  cease  to  enthral  some  roving  spirits." 

"  I  can't  listen  to  you  any  longer  in  patience.  You  have  known  me 
from  childhood,  and  yet  you  do  me  the  injustice  to  believe  me  so  fickle." 

"  No,  Ernest,"  I  replied,  "  I  do  hope  you  are  more  stable.  But  you 
are  going  to  leave  England ;  change  of  scene  and  society  may  work 
wonders  on  you,  as  it  has  before  done  on  others.  At  the  end  of  two 
years  you  may  return  a  totally  altered  character." 

"  If  I  change  in  all  else,  in  one  thing  at  least  I  shall  be  the  same — 
of  that  I  am  assiu^." 

"  And  that  is,  your  love  for  Isabel,  vou  would  say.'* 

'*  Yes,  decidedly." 

'*  Be  it  so.  And  now  hear  me,  Ernest  I  have  loved  you  from  the 
early  days  of  boyhood,  when  you  clung  to  my  knee,  listening  with 
wonder  to  my  old  stories  of  hobgoblins,  and  still  I  love  you  with  parental 
fondness,  ana  your  honour  is  dear  to  me.  Need  I  say,  then,  remember 
you  have  gained  the  affection  of  a  young  and  innocent  creature ;  treasore 
it  as  your  life,  and  let  not  wealth  nor  worldly  honours,  pomp  nor  pride^ 
ever  effEu^e  the  recollection  of  the  treasure  she  has  bestowed  upon  you." 

^*  By  my  troth,  sir,  I  think  you  are  in  love  with  her  yoiurself !"  said 
he,  in  jealous  impetuosity. 

**  Very  likely  I  might  be,  if  I  were  as  young  as  you,  Ernest;  but  to 
reassure  you,  I  will  tell  you  why  you  have  no  reason  to  fear  me.  I  onoe 
loved  as  ardently  as  you  do  now,  and— •!  blush  to  confess  it — time  and 
absence  changed  me,  and  I  proved  unfaithful  to  my  early  passion ;  bat  I 
have  paid  the  penalty  of  my  fickleness,  for  I  was  subsequently  jilted 
most  heartlessly  by  a  rich  beauty,  and  since  then  I  nave  abjured 
matrimony." 

^*  I  fancied  there  had  been  some  early  disappointment,"  said  Ernest, 
*^  for  otherwise  I  could  not  imagine  why  you,  who  seemed  so  fitted  to 
make  a  good  husband,  should  remain  single." 

I  subsequently  learned  that  Father  Donald  had  not  failed  to  warn 
Lady  Milford  of  the  danger  of  admitting  the  "  young  heretic"  into  such 
constant  companionship  with  her  daughter ;  but  she  had  smiled  at  his 
fears,  remarlang  that  Ernest  would  soon  leave  England,  and  Isabd 
would  scarcely  prefer  him  to  the  many  much  more  e£gible  suitors  who 
thronged  around  her. 

Short-sighted  woman  !  faer  daughter's  heart  was  given  with  the  per- 
versity of  nature  to  the  being  of  all  others  she  thought  least  entitled  to, 
and  least  likely  to  gain  it. 

Isabel  was  withm  a  few  months  of  ^'  sweet  eighteen/'  and  the  ardour 
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of  Ernest's  love  wove  a  mystic  chain  around  her,  and  she  returned  the 
passion  with  like  intensity  ;  many  vows  had  been  exchanged  by  the 
young  couple,  timidly  breathed  in  soft  ^vhispers  by  the  fair  maiden — 
boldly  and  passionately  asseverated  by  Montague. 

Lord  C had  displayed  a  calm  disdain  of  Ernest  as  a  rival,  devot- 
ing himself  almost  entirely  to  Lady  Milford ;  and  when  he  did  offer  any 
attention  to  Isabel,  it  was  done  with  so  great  an  air  of  patronage,  that 
she  could  ill  disguise  her  annoyance.  To  Ernest  she  had  complained  of 
his  lordship's  arrogance,  and  also  informed  him  of  her  confessor's  tyran- 
nical exactions — declaring  she  was  so  disgusted  with  them,  and  with 
many  other  things  she  could  not  then  name,  that  she  had  declined 
attending  the  confessional,  and  wished  to  abjure  the  Romish  doc- 
trines, to  which  she  was  growing  more  and  more  repugnant.  Yet 
she  hesitated  to  take  that  step,  for  she  feared  causing  her  mother 
grief.  She  consulted  her  father,  and  he  advised  her  to  act  as  she  pleased, 
and  even  ventured  to  call  the  priest  to  account  for  his  offensive  conduct 
to  his  darling  child !  This  was  not  to  be  borne ;  a  storm  arose,  not  easily 
quelled;  the  good  father  sought  Lady  Milford,  and  upbraided  her  with  allow- 
ing him  to  be  insulted,  and  assured  her  she  was  in  pious  duty  bound  to  rebel 
against  her  heretical  husband,  and  to  punish  her  obstreperous  daughter. 

Poor  Lady  Milford  was  very  much  distressed  by  Isabel's  rebellion 
against  her  priest,  and  Sir  John  was  so  indignant  with  Father  Donald, 
that  he  demanded  from  his  wife  the  immediate  dismissal  of  the  Jesuit;  but 
Lady  Milford  considered  it  a  matter  of  conscience  to  refuse,  and  Sir 
John  was  so  enraged  at  his  wife's  conduct  that  he  abruptly  left  the  house, 
went  to  London,  and  asked  for  a  command  in  the  West  Indies,  which  his 
interest  at  the  Horse  Guards,  and  his  standing  as  a  general  officer, 
enabled  him  to  gain.  Isabel  was  too  tenderly  attached  to  her  mother  to 
hear  of  leaving  her,  preferring  the  risk  of  any  penance  to  a  separation. 

The  seed  of  discord  was  sown,  and  even  Lady  Milford's  maternal  affec- 
tion was  assailed.  Though  Isabel  was  still  gentle  and  loving  towards 
her,  and  in  all  else  yielded  implicit  obedience,  she  could  no  longer  be 
prevailed  on  to  submit  to  priestly  rule.  The  glorious  light  of  the  Gospel 
had  convinced  her  that  she  had  been  too  long  deluded  by  the  supersti- 
tions of  Rome,  and  she  became  more  than  ever  anxious  to  convince  her 
mother  of  the  same ;  but  Lady  Milford  was  horror-stricken  at  the  argu- 
ments her  daughter  advanced,  and  bid  her  beware  of  indulging  in  too  much 
self-dependence.  Isabel  assured  her  that  she  sought  for  streng^  and 
wisdom  from  Him  alone  who  has  promised  to  give  it  to  all  who  ask ;  her 
mother  was  grieved  that  her  arguments  proved  unavailing,  and  attri- 
buted it  to  her  child's  failing  affection.  In  vain  Isabel  protested  that  she 
loved  her  more  fondly  than  ever,  and  besought  her  mother  to  search  the 
Scriptures  and  judge  for  herself;  she  would  not  listen  to  her  entreaties, 
but  called  upon  the  priest  to  assist  her  in  leading  Isabel  back  to  a  more 
dutiful  line  of  conduct.  Father  Donald,  no  longer  awed  by  the  presence 
of  Sir  John,  rated  her  soundly,  assuring  her  that  her  behaviour  convinced 
him  of  the  hardness  and  impenitence  of  her  heart — that  Satan  had  bound 
her,  because  she  had  rejected  the  protection  of  the  Church ;  but  Isabel 
could  not  be  frightened  by  his  threats,  nor  blinded  by  his  dogmas,  aod 
the  maledictions,  and  even  excommunication  he  threatened  her  with, 
seemed  as  idle  words.  Little  did  she  know  the  web  which  would  soon  be 
wove  around  her ! 
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Chapter  XIII. 

No  one  answering  to  my  knock,  I  opened  the  door  of  the  chateau,  and 
walked  in.  The  old  hall  looked  as  if  I  had  left  it  only  a  year  before;  the 
strangeness  soon  went  ofif,  and  I  found  everything  was  unchanged.  The 
Calabrians  are  a  faithful  people,  and  I  saw  at  a  glance  that  my  old 
steward  was  worthy  of  his  trust.  The  ancient  furniture  was  preserved 
with  scrupulous  care ;  every  room  seemed  habitable  as  it  had  been  in  days 
of  yore. 

My  hand  was  on  the  door  of  my  mother's  little  room ;  I  scarce  dared 
open  it,  for  she  would  once  have  been  angry  had  I  done  so  untold. 
The  superstitious  thought  lasted  but  a  moment  I  entered,  and  closed  the 
door.  All  was  as  she  left  it ;  her  chair  by  the  latticed  window ;  the 
portraits  of  her  noble  father,  her  mother,  and  brothers  ;  the  family  pedi- 
gree which  she  loved  ;  all  as  we  last  saw  them  together.  I  knelt  before 
her  chair,  I  kissed  it,  I  sobbed,  I  prayed ! 

But  this  was  not  the  time  to  muse,  so  I  emptied  my  breast  quickly  of 
its  emotions,  and  returned  to  the  long  gallery  where  the  Valanidi  family 
hung  in  a  succession  of  portraits,  their  varnish  crumbled  off,  their  frames 
wormeaten,  their  faces  remarkably  cheerful  considering  how  one  after 
another  they  had  all  died. 

I  paced  the  gallery,  taking  a  furtive  glance  betimes  at  one  or  another 
of  my  maternal  ancestors.  In  my  grandfather  I  saw  my  child  Angelina's 
look ;  but  no  resemblance  in  the  others  to  my  descendants  or  myself.  I 
felt  my  isolation  as  I  moved  between  them  and  the  dead  to  whom  birth 
had  been  given  since  their  time. 

The  hall  door  opened  and  shut ;  I  conjectured  it  might  be  the  steward, 
and  descended.  He  drew  up,  and  stared  as  at  a  mountain  brigand ;  and, 
feeble  as  he  was,  assumed  a  threatening  attitude. 

^'  Know  you  not  your  friend  and  master,"  I  said ;  *'  the  Prince  of 
Valanidi  ?" 

The  faithful  servant  fell  at  my  feet,  and  embraced  me.  I  raised  himy 
and  clasped  him  to  my  breast. 

How  little  he  knew  me  ;  his  first  purpose  was  to  show  me  his  accounts. 
I  waved  my  hand  mildly,  and  commanded  him  to  sit  by  my  side.  When 
his  surprise  was  over,  finding  with  what  £Eimiliarity  I  greeted  him,  he  re- 
verted to  my  boyish  days  and  his  own  early  manhood,  and  talked  of 
pranks  and  adventures  which  I  well  remembered.  And  though  every  re- 
collection which  he  called  up  struck  a  pang,  rather  than  a  throb  of  joy,  into 
my  breast,  I  concealed  my  feelings,  and  entered  with  forced  pleasure  into 
the  happy  vein  of  memory  which  he  had  set  free,  glad  to  see  another  re* 
joice. 

In  thb  place,  which  I  visited  in  obedience  to  a  sudden  impulse,  and 
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without  any  plan,  I  remained  for  the  incredible  period  of  twenty  years, 
and  during  that  time  saw  no  one  save  Mezzofonte,  my  constant  attendant, 
the  steward,  and  peasantry  around.  Though  not  at  first  a  happy  one,  I 
led  a  useful  life,  for  under  my  directions,  and  at  this  late  period  of  my 
days,  the  plans  of  my  youth  were  carried  out — ^the  lands  were  drained  and 
cultivated,  the  villages  rebuilt,  schools  established,  and  yet  more,  the  poor 
visited  in  sickness,  for  Adora  was  still  with  me  in  soul ! 

I  began  life  anew,  and  for  many  years  indulged  in  no  vain  pursuits,  but 
gave  up  each  day  to  the  business  of  improving  my  people.  It  was  not 
long  before  I  knew  every  fieimily  in  my  little  dominion  ;  I  adopted  them 
all,  and  thus  created  for  myself  fresh  domestic  ties.  As  much  as  had 
been  done  by  Adora  for  the  poor  of  Aula,  I  myself  did  for  those  of  Yak- 
nidi,  rejecting  all  other  occupations  as  tending  to  gratify  once  more  the 
selfish  feelings.  I  gave  portions  to  the  young  when  they  married ;  stood 
sponsor  for  their  children  at  the  baptismal  font;  placed  independent 
means  at  the  disposal  of  the  priests,  and  treated  them  with  the  considera- 
tion and  regard  which  was  due  to  tiieir  position. 

In  this  career  I  fioorished  for  a  sumcient  length  of  time  to  witness 
erery  human  virtue  spring  up  in  a  place  where  every  wickedtiess  had 
before  been  deeply  rooted;  long  enough  to  be  the  spectator  of  peace  and 
happiness  on  ^irth — long  enough  to  nnd  the  print  of  my  footstep  held 
sacred. 

This  was  the  bright  side  of  my  life  at  Valanidi,  and  at  least  once  every 
chy  was  it  uppermost. 

How  easy  is  it  for  the  mreat  to  be  beloved,  how  difficult  to  be  happy ; 
it  is  the  epitaph  alone,  ana  no  other  biography  which  describes  eternal 
peace. 

Chapter  XIV. 

DuRHTG  tiie  years  of  my  seclusion,  a  letter  from  the  Bishop  of  Vol- 
terra  announced  to  me  that  Angus  had  been  at  Aula,  and  was  then  at 
the  episcopal  palace,  where,  for  the  present,  he  purposed  to  Temain.  On 
receipt  of  this  intelligence  I  grew  resdess,  and  eouid  find  no  other 
Bieans  of  calming  myself  than  in  taking  the  ro«d  to  Tiaacmey.  The 
preparations  for  such  a  joumeY  were  soon  made  ;  <m  Ae  eve  of  my  de* 
parture  I  took  my  usual  walk  upon  the  hill  among  the  woods  and 
aqueducts,  which  were  familiar  objects,  with  a  feeling  that  it  was  to  be 
ny  last  quiet  visit  to  the  spot.  It  wasr  at  the  time  of  the  foil  moon,  a 
period  at  which  I  had  often  been  disturbed  in  mind,  atod  havooted  by 
niparitions ;  but  never  until  that  night  had  I  dreaded  it  As  I  stood  bv 
toe  smooth  stream  a  shuddering  seised  me,  associated  in  some  way  with 
the  efiect  of  the  light  upon  the  water.  While  this  effect  yet  continued^ 
I  was  £cfr  a  moment  diverted  fr^m  its  effects  by  tiie  approach  of  a  man 
fkshionably  attired,  a  sight  novel  to  me  in  those  parts.  He  aooosled 
me,  and  asked  if  I  did  not  remember  hhn ;  to  whicn  question  I  quiekly 
answered  **  No.'*  He  told  me  to  look ;  and  in  an  instnit  I  recogiaaod 
the  countenance  of  Count  Marsino. 

"  I  only  ask  for  justice,"  said  he  ;  '<  until  I  obtain  it  the  old  StOfy 
holds  good — I  cannot  rest  in  peace.     BStherto,  tiiat  tlie  deaMnds  of 


VELTHINA8 ;   OR,  THE  OBDE AL  OP  SAOSIFIOE.  543 

others  might  he  satisfied,  I  have  waved  my  claim,  well  aware  that  it 
could  not  he  entertained  before  my  turn  came  round." 

<<  What  can  I  do  to  appease  thee  ?"  I  cried. 

"  Life  for  life  is  the  moitd  law,''  said  Marsino ;  ''  yet  I  know  how 
thoroughly  bankrupt  thou  art,  not  even  a  child  left  to  asset  against  diy 
remaining  deficiencies." 

'^  Then  my  hour  is  come,*'  I  said,  '^  and  God  be  indeed  praised." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Marsino ;  "  wert  thou  to  die  thy  sufferings  would 
close,  and  the  ends  of  justice,  which  remorse  only  can  satisfy,  be  evaded. 
You  have  not  yet  mourned  at  my  fall." 

"  It  was  in  fair  combat,"  I  replied,  "  and  thou  wert  the  challenger." 

^^That  argument,"  he  returned,  <<held  g^od  in  law;  but  the  fact 
remains  that  by  thine  arm  I  felL" 

As  I  looked  at  him  I  saw  a  change  in  his  aspect,  which,  withoat 
altering  the  individual  character,  gave  an  intellectual  gp^ndeur  to  his 
look ;  and  he  whom  I  had  despised  once,  I  regarded  as  more  than  an 
equal. 

At  length  he  said : 

*'  According  to  the  laws  of  abstract  justice,  thou  art  my  prisoner ; 
thou  hast  not  the  means  of  paying  this  thy  last  debt :  therefore  do  I 
seize  thy  person,  and  hold  thee  in  custody  here  at  Valanidi,  until  circum- 
stances enable  thee  to  do  that  which  is  right.  Thou  art  not  yet  old, 
and  in  time  mayst  yet  be  able  to  afford  the  compensation  which  is  due  ; 
thou  shouldst  not  have  exceeded  thy  means." 

"  Is  justice  so  isolated,"  I  exclaimed,  *^  so  mechanical  in  the  execution 
of  its  acts,  that  mercy  cannot  remit  even  its  last  claim  ?  Never  more 
can  I  form  a  tie  on  earth  worthy  to  be  thus  rent  asunder.  I  have  hopes 
certainly  in  Heaven,  and  the  only  new  anguish  that  could  afflict  me 
would  be  to  lose  those  consolations  which  the  promise  of  redemption 
affords." 

'^  Mercy,"  said  Marsino,  *^  is  as  isolated  as  the  justice  of  which  thou 
hast  the  hardihood  to  complain :  the  two  do  not  even  run  parallel,  but 
the  one  begins  where  the  other  ends." 

Then  regarding  me  with  a  menacing  eye,  he  continued  : 

^*  Never  attempt  to  take  the  road  which  leads  from  Valanidi.  It  b 
guarded  by  the  forms  of  thy  victims ;  and  shouldst  thou  presume  to 
force  the  way,  the  beings  with  whose  dear  lives  thou  hast  atoned  will 
combine  against  thee  with  those  for  whom  expiation  was  made.  So 
severe  is  justice,  those  who  most  love  thee  would  not,  if  called  upon, 
dare  hesitate  to  approach  thee  with  the  scourge.  Beware,  then,  how 
thou  comportest  thyself  in  thy  last  trial,  the  ordeal  of  self-sacrifice, 
which  has  just  commenced.  Tny  failure,  I  am  bound  to  divulge,  would 
heap  discouragement,  not  triumph,  on  those  thy  foes  who  now  are 
humbled  :  for  the  worst,  as  it  would  happen  to  thee,  would  be  inflicted 
in  so  terrible  a  guise,  that  every  spirit  of  the  myriads  whose  ordeal  was 
appointed  for  a  hell  hereafter,  would  be  roused  from  its  abstraction  by  a 
twofold  pang  at  being  made  a  witness  to  thy  severance  from  the  Re- 
deemer !" 
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Chapter  XV. 

All  this,  long  before  morrow  c^me,  I  knew  to  be  unreal,  to  exist 
only  in  the  mind.  At  an  early  hour  the  horses  dro^e  up  to  the  hall  of 
the  ch&teau,  to  convey  me  to  the  post  road  which  lies  between  Regg^o 
and  Naples.  I  resisted  the  whisperings  of  superstition,  and  adhered  to 
my  plan  of  departmre.  The  road  wound  its  way  by  the  wood,  and  as  it 
passed  the  aqueduct  the  fall  of  water  was  heara  suddenly.  One  of  the 
horses  plunged,  alarmed  at  the  noise,  and  both  started  off  with  fearful 
velocity.  The  vehicle  bounded  over  the  road,  one  accident  succeeded 
another,  and  it  ended  by  the  carriage  being  left  behind,  reduced  to 
fragments,  while  the  horses  galloped  away.  What  with  my  bruises 
and  distress  of  mind,  it  was  with  difficulty  that  I  was  able  to  regain 
my  home. 

At  the  hour  of  this  catastrophe  a  letter  came  to  hand,  stating  that 
<nrcumstances  unforeseen  had  caused  Angus  to  take  his  departure  from 
Volterra. 

All  this  was  to  me  inscrutable  at  the  time :  a  secret  destiny  seemed  to 
govern  my  actions,  and  to  be  at  work  on  their  very  source. 

For  a  length  of  time  after  these  occurrences  I  remained  at  Valauidi, 
reconciled  not ;  for  before  then  I  had  enjoyed  the  precious  gif^  of 
liberty.  Now  was  I  virtually  impnsoned  wiwin  the  boundaries  of  my 
own  aomains. 

My  movements  thus  circumscribed,  I  became  a  prey  to  despondency, 
and  at  times  to  impulses  of  violence.  Then  would  I  set  out  on  foot  in 
defiance  of  my  imaginary  gaoler,  but  no  sooner  did  I  reach  the  boun- 
dary of  my  estate  than  nis  spectral  resemblance,  grown  perfect  within 
me,  seemed  to  face  me,  and  I  was  mastered. 

This  lasted  for  many  years  with  intervals  of  repose  ;  but  over  this 
portion  of  my  life  let  me  pass  in  silence.  It  is  enough  to  say  that  it 
was  tinctured  with  religious  gloom,  and  is  best  forgotten  lest  perchance 
it  should  awaken  in  any  other  the  remembrance  of  similar  misfortunes. 

I  had  many  advisers,  and  all  recommended  that  which  it  was  im- 
possible to  follow— change  of  scene. 

But  let  me  not  linger  on  the  brink,  since  under  the  benign  influence 
of  mercy  I  recovered  my  lost  cheerfulness. 

The  time  indeed  came  when  I  ceased  to  entertain  the  least  desire  to 
quit  my  maternal  home,  when  it  would  have  been  ag^ny  to  have  lefi;  its 
snades.  The  feelings  of  filial  attachment  which  had  been  checked  in 
youth  had  insensibly  thrown  out  fresh  shoots,  and  with  ereiy  other 
affection  blighted,  I  could  there  indulge  in  love  for  the  memory  of  a 
mother.  She  was  the  genius  of  the  place ;  associated  with  her  was  every 
tree  and  knoll,  each  oaken  chair,  every  turret  and  gable.  She  had  not 
always  treated  me  kindly,  therefore  could  I  bear  to  reflect  upon  the  holy 
relationship,  and  found  even  comfort  in  the  remembrance  that  during 
infancy  itself  I  had  received  ill-usage  undeserved. 

And  thus  did  I  live  at  Valanidi,  desiring  to  see  no  old  friends,  and 
beholding  a  new  generation  bom,  and  rising  to  maturity.  There  had 
none  been  allowed  to  experience  spiritual  or  human  wants ;  never  had 
such  happiness  been  known  to  the  people  as  during  my  residence  among 
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them.  The  village  fite  was  firequent;  its  oft-recnrriDg  recreation 
almost  altered  the  national  physiognomy ;  the  young,  indeed,  had  not 
those  looks  of  melancholy  and  suspicion  which  belonged  to  their  pro- 
geniton* 

My  happiness,  now  almost  perfect,  was  interrupted  by  events  which 
sncceeded  each  other  quickly.  My  letters  informed  me  that  Thanatos 
had  been  heard  of  agun,  and  tiiat  his  career,  as  well  as  tiiat  of  Abar- 
banel,  was  at  an  end.  It  appeared  that  he  had  roved,  begging  his  way, 
to  his  native  mountains,  and  become  once  more  the  inseparable  attendant 
of  the  monk.  Abarbanel  had  quitted  his  bed,  followed  by  Thanatos,  and 
had  wandered  through  the  severest  storm  of  the  preceding  season,  until, 
unable  to  advance  or  recede,  the  rigours  of  the  mght  stiffened  them,  and 
they  became  buried  in  snow.  The  somnambulist  was  discovered  ereot 
and  rigid,  like  a  statue  but  partially  carved  out  of  its  flaky  block ;  and 
Thanatos  with  him,  his  long  gprey  hair  pendant  in  matted  icicles. 

Poor  Abarbanel !  one  word  in  honour  of  thy  memory.  While  thy 
daught^  lived  to  be  my  companion,  I  experienced  a  divine  joy  firom  my 
union  with  ^y  house,  tiie  blood  of  which  was  as  pure  as  the  fountun  or 
salvation !  How  could  I  ever  forget  that  in  her  veins  and  her  children's 
flowed  the  blood  which  had  been  shed  for  man!  Heavenly  was  her 
look ;  with  her  children  about  her,  partakers  of  her  love,  I  pictured  to 
myself  a  fieunily  of  light,  though  my  own  dark  shadow  was  upon  die 
group.  She  changed  even  my  thirst  of  glory  into  love ;  a  love  wluch 
was  more  than  I  could  bear.  I  carried  it  about  with  me  like  a  load,  ami 
to  r^eve  its  weight  was  offc-times  obliged  to  hold  her  &st  to  my  labour- 
ing heart.  It  was  a  love  winch  overflowed  the  hour ;  it  blended  itself 
wnh  times  past,  investing  memory  in  a  shroud  of  affection ;  it  bore  ait 
eartiily  emotion  to  the  mercy-seat !  It  was  a  love  to  which  relig^ioBf 
owed  its  most  touching  proof :  it  awoke  the  dead,  and  gave  new  birm  to 
friendships  which  had  perished. 

CiSAFTER  XVI. 

Sister  of  Mercjr  to  a  house  bereaved. 

What  reconciles  thy  spirit  to  distross? 
BeBBttth  what  load  thy  patient  breast  hath  heav'd, 

D^  guardian  angel  of  the  mothezlesa! 
It  is  through  such  as  thee 
That  God  displays  unselfish  mi^esty. 

By  will  divine  ordain'd  for  sacrifice, 

Frivlege  of  only  pure  and  humble  clay ; 
For  thee  the  bread  and  water  did  suffice, 

And  robe  of  serge  to  shelter  from  the  day. 
And  thou  with  joy  didat  every  trial  meet, 
UJce  bear  of  dd  who  waah'd  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Tho'  liviDg  beauty  must  its  end  embrace 
At  last,  through  pleasure  lost,  or  sorrow  worn. 

The  blue-eyed  look  of  thy  beloved  fece 
Shall  yet  sunrive  a  temple  to  adorn ; 

ADd  when  the  image  hath  attained  its  height, 

The  spirit's  beauty  shidl  on  thine  alight. 

At  tins  time  the  days  of  Giuditta,  alas !  had  reached  their  term ;  and 
the  announcement  of  her  end  caused  me  so  bitter  a  pang  that  I  believed 
VOL.  zxn.  .         2  X 


546  VELTHINA8;  OB,  THE  OBDEAL  OF  8ACBIFICE. 

my  deep  grief  and  mourning  on  that  occasion  was  to  have  heen  my  final 
tnaL  But  such  had  not  arrived,  though  close  at  hand ;  for  my  merdless 
toimentor  had  returned  at  the  very  hour  when  my  heart  had  been  set  to 
mourn.  1  had  at  this  period  almost  reached  the  age  which  is  allotted  to 
man,  and  was  prepared  to  die  whenever  called  upon  to  render  up  my  being. 
The  only  peaceful  days  I  had  ever  known  were  spent  at  Yalanidi ;  there 
I  desired  to  rest,  shadowed  over  by  memorials  of  maternal  love,  and 
remembered  by  the  poor.  But  it  was  not  to  be ;  the  last  sacrifice  had 
not  been  made,  nor  the  last  throes  endured.  I  was  to  be  driven  out  of 
Paradise  like  my  first  parents — from  my  home,  from  my  adopted  people, 
and  the  children  I  loved.  With  my  last  affections  upon  earth  thus 
mellowed,  the  heart-strings,  so  tender  from  olden  wounds,  were  to  be 
once  more  snapped  asunder. 

Yes,  I  was  revisited  by  my  tormentor !  He  now  pointed  the  finger  of 
command  into  the  distance;  he  uttered  the  despot's  word,  begone!  in 
looks  which  flashed  forth  hate,  and  gestures  which  expressed  vengeance. 
His  old  denunciations,  too,  recovered  all  their  influence  over  me :  I  shrank 
with  cowardice  from  the  encounter  of  departed  beings,  I  trembled  for  my 
tenure  of  hope,  not  because  of  my  fears,  but  rather  of  my  deserts. 

Pursued  thus  unrelentingly,  I  rushed  at  the  forbidden  boundary,  and 
raised  my  foot  to  cross  its  line,  but  there  a  worse  ordeal  await^  me; 
I  had  to  face  a  procession  of  souls — a  mingled  crowd  of  all  I  had  loved, 
and  all  I  had  injured.  They  were  the  awarders  of  present  wrath,  more 
dreaded  than  the  wrath  to  come. 

Thus  tormented,  the  place  I  had  dwelt  in,  the  earth  itself  was  no 
longer  tenable':  the  charms  of  existence  were  gone.  Not  all  my  imagin- 
ings assisted  me  in  the  means  of  escape ;  goaded  thus  to  maaness  and 
despair,  the  lurid  light  suddenly  shone  upon  me,  and  I  saw  the  purpose  of 
my  foe.  I  was  to  destroy  myself ;  it  was  the  dark  moment  of  temptation, 
which  perhaps  every  man  at  some  time  has  to  pass,  and  to  resist;  but  I, 
hesitating  not,  rushed  to  my  chamber,  and  unsheathed  the  dagger  on 
which  was  writ  the  name  once  sacred  to  early  love. 

I  walked  into  the  air  with  composure,  looked  up  at  the  heavens,  stole 
a  last  glance  at  the  firmament,  and  raised  my  hand  to  strike  dead  a  heart 
which  throbbed  not  as  the  blow  pended,  but  was  already  melting  away 
into  the  fever  of  immortal  sorrow. 

While  yet  looking  upwards  into  the  blank  prospect  with  which  once 
had  been  associated  every  hope  of  futurity,  a  gleam  brighter  than  the 
joys  of  earth  penetrated  the  blue  mist,  and  sketehed  out  a  pathway 
through  the  sky.  It  soothed  my  disturbed  fancy,  and  shaped  it  into 
words  of  inspiration  which  told  me  the  way  to  escape  the  threatened 
penalty  pronounced  as  it  had  been  against  me  amid  dreadful  denuncia- 
tions— the  black  death  whose  event  on  earth  is  the  mere  fleeting  shadow 
of  the  reality  to  come. 
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Chapter  XVII. 

The  stars  had  come  out  one  by  one,  like  guests  at  some  divine  intel- 
lectual festival ;  the  moon,  no  longer  mad,  sat  brooding  over  a  glorious 
castle  which  she  had  known  long  ere  Italy  was  a  seat  even  of  Etruscan 
power.  It  was  the  castle  of  Aula,  around  whose  mountainous  site  there 
were  far-spreading  forests,  and  in  front  the  sea.  The  travellers  descended 
on  the  south  side  of  the  castle.  The  Count  of  Aula,  admitting  himself 
by  a  private  door,  once  more  entered  his  princely  home.  Fatigued  with 
his  journey,  he  proceeded  to  the  library,  which  was  ready  lighted  up,  at 
the  extremity  of  which  appeared  a  small  chamber,  where  a  couch  was 
prepared  for  him  to  rest.  As  he  crossed  the  silent  but  illumined  pas- 
sages and  halls,  and  ascended  the  vast  staircase,  an  acute  sense  of  bereave- 
ment, which  he  had  fii*st  felt  more  than  twenty  years  before,  re-entered 
his  breast :  he  was  again  alone ;  a  long  absence  had  almost  changed  his 
friends  into  strangers. 

He  walked  round  his  library,  within  whose  recesses  knowledge  had 
slumbered  for  a  new  generation.  The  ideas  of  the  wise,  like  the  wise 
themselves,  had  remained  beneath  the  dust  imawakened.  Thought  had 
slept  there  day  and  night  for  twenty  years  ;  not  long  ones,  for  the  course  of 
time  is  rapid  towards  the  conclusion  of  an  old  man's  life ;  but  it  had  slept 
unkindled  by  the  living,  every  work  exhibiting  the  trance  of  some  wor- 
shipper of  posthumous  fame. 

The  count  took  down  one  voliune,  blew  away  its  dust,  opened  it 
without  reading  a  word,  returned  it  to  its  shelf.  He  looked  at  the  por- 
traits, small  gems  of  beauty  and  forms  which  his  affection  clung  to.  He 
could  no  longer  press  the  beings  whom  they  represented  to  his  heart,  yet, 
as  he  looked  at  Uiem,  hope  issued  in  abundance  from  that  glowing  organ, 
and  he  knelt  in  silence.  He  retired  to  his  couch  and  slept  for  some 
hours. 

In  the  morning,  on  waking,  he  at  first  thought  himself  at  Valanidi ; 
but  he  remembered  his  journey  and  recognised  his  new  apartment.  He 
rose,  and  before  seeing  a  living  being,  addressed  himself  in  silent  prayer 
to  Heaven.     He  then  began  a  train  of  self-examination. 

"  Am  I  worthy/'  he  asked  himself,  *'  to  stand  by  the  side  of  her 
grave,  to  vbit  her  and  my  children  once  more  ?  Can  I  look  upon  the 
turf,  behold  those  monumental  crosses  with  hope,  even  with  gratitude  ? 
Can  I  say,  with  emotions  akin  to  gladness, '  filess  you,  my  beloved ;  expect 
me  to  be  with  you  shortly,  no  more  to  part  ?'  If  I  cannot,  I  am  still  un- 
worthy to  visit  their  graves." 

The  count  summoned  his  domestic,  and  was  answered  by  the  Calabrian, 
his  attached  servant  who  had  accompanied  him  from  Valanidi. 

"  You  have  brought  what  I  entrusted  to  you  ?" 

The  Calabrian  disappeared,  and  instantly  returned  with  two  massive 
gilt  boxes,  which  had  inscriptions  upon  them. 

"  Ah !  M ezzofonte ;  I  want  already  to  see  my  dear  people  at  Valanidi 
again  '" 


"  Gracious  prince,"  replied  the  man,  "  your  absence  will  break  every 
heart  in  the  principality.' 

'*  Say  not  so,  faithful  Mezzofonte  ;  I  was  indeed  forced  to  leave  them. 
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though  I  was  happj — most  happy.  And  now  I  will  see  my  dependents 
here." 

"  They  await  that  permission  with  eagesness,  my  prince ;  hot  as  your 
highness  needs. refreshment,  I  have  brought  it  eyen  now." 

The  CaJabrian  spread  the  table  of  the  library  widv  break&at,  while  the 
count  opened  a  window  occupying  a  recess,  and  looked  upon  the  foaming 
torrent  m  it  rushed  over  its  marble  bed.  The  roar  of  the  water  entered 
the  room  as  the  windows  parted. 

The  count  looked  fixedly  on  the  scene  beneath.  '*  I  can  erea  regard 
that  with  composure,"  said  he,  inwardly,  as  an  event  which  he  had-  wit* 
nessed  there  was  vividly  recalled  to  his  mind.  "  I  can  review  dike 
remembrance  of  the  vulture  perched  upon  the  carcase  of  the  murderer, 
and  the  revengeful  idiot  lookmg  on  with  fearful  satisfisuition.  Yes,  I  can 
bear  this,"  he  said  calmly.'  '^  Then  surriy  I  can  endure  all  that  remains 
for  me  to  pass  through." 

As  he  spoke  thus,  another  scene  of  a  more  pleasing  kind  recurred. 
His  eye  was  on  the  torrent  still ;  therein  he  had  once  seen  his  beloved 
Angus,  mounted  upon  a  beautiful  Arabian  horse,  making  his  first  visit  to 
the  castle. 

After  a  short  lapse,  he  admitted  his  domestics  to  his  presence  in  an 
adjoining  saloon,  and  more  than  one  of  them  let  drop  tears  of  joy  over  a 
countenance  of  brightness  when  he  told  them  that  he  had  retnzned  to 
Aula  to  end  his  days. 

*^  If  the  news  of  my  return  should  spread,"  said  the  count,  addressing 
his  Calabrian,  ^  admit  no  one  without  further  commands,  except  always 
the  Bishop  of  Volterra,  the  monk  Pulci,  Angus,  and  Anselmo,  the  only 
friends  who  remain  to  console  me  for  the  past.  To  these  I  am  at  all 
times  at  home." 

He  had  not  long  spoken,  when  the  last-named  individual  was  an* 
nounced. 

The  two  venerable  men  fell  into  each  other's  arms,  deeply  moved  at 
the  interview. 
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